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TO    THE 


Lord  ELANT)E, 


Eldefl  Son  to  the  Right  Honourable  the 


Marquifs   of  Hallifax. 


My  Lord, 

T  was  not  without  a  great 
deal  of  Debate  with  my  felf> 
that  1  could  refolve  to  make 
this  Prefenc  to  your  Lord- 
Ihipr  For  tho'  Epiftles  Dedi- 
catory be  lately  grown  To  Epidemical,  that 
either  fooncr  or  latter,  no  Man  of  Qiiality 
fwhom  the  leaft  Author  has  the  leali Pre- 
tence to  be  troublefome  to)  can  efcape 
them-, yet  methought YourLordlhip  fhould 
be  as  much  above  the  common  Perplexities 
A  3  that 
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that  attend  your  Quality,  as  You  are  a- 
bove  the  common  Level  of  it,  as  well  ia 
the  mod  Exalted  Degrees  of  a  Noble  Ge- 
nerous Spirir,  as  in  a  piercing  Apprehcn- 
fion,  good  Underftanding,  and  daily  ripen- 
ing Judgment,  all  fweetned  by  an  obliging 
Affability  and  Condefcenfion)  of  which  I 
have  often,  in  the  Honour  of  Your  Con- 
verfation,  had  particular  caufe  to  be  proud } 
and  for  which  therefore,  a  more  than  or- 
dinary Reafon,  now,  to  be  Grateful. 

And  it  is  upon  that  Pretence,  I  here  pre- 
fiime  to  {helter  this  Trifle  under  Your  Pro- 
tedion;  for  indeed,  it  has  great  need  of 
fuch  Protedion :  having  at  its  firfl:  coming 
into  the  World  met  with  many  Enemies 
and  very  induftrious  ones  too  \  but  this 
v/ay  I  was  fure  it  muft  live  :  Would  He  hut 
mice  voiichfafe  to  effoufe  its  Defence^  whofe 
Genercfity  will  overthrow  the  ignoblefi  Envy  \ 
whofe  good  Natnre^  cannot  hut  confound  the 
viofl  inveterate  Malice  3  and  whcfe  Wit  mufi 
haffle  thefaucieji  Ignorance. 

My  Lord,  it  would  but  argue  me  of  the 
jneaneft  Impertinence   and    Formality,  to 

pretend 
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pretend  here  an  Harangue  of  thofe  Praifes 
You  deferve :  For  he  who  tells  the  World 
whofe  Son  You  are,  has  faid  enough  to 
thofe  who  do  not   know   You:,    and   the 
happy  few,  whom   You  have   pick'd  and 
chofen  for  your  Converfation,  cannot  but 
every  hour  You  are  pleafed  to  beftow  upon 
them,  be  fenfible  of  more  than  I  could  tell 
them  in  a  Volume :  Your  Lordfliip   being 
the  beft   Pancgyrick  upon  your  felf  ^    the 
Son  of  that  Great  Father  of  his  Country, 
who  when  all  manner  of  Confufion,  Ruin* 
and  Deftrufl:ion,  was  breaking  in  upon  us, 
like   the   Guardian  Angel   of  thefe  King- 
doms, flood  up  \  and  with  the  Tongue  of 
an   Angel  too,   confounded    the  Subtilties 
of  that  Infernal  Serpent,  who  would  have 
debauched   us    from   our  Obedience,   and 
turned  our  Eden  into  a  Wildernefs.     Cer- 
tainly His   Name  muft   be  for   ever   Ho- 
nourable, Precious  his  Memory,  and  Happy 
His  Generation,  whodurft  exert  his  Loyal- 
ty, when  it  was  grown  almoft  a  Reproach 
to  have  any,  and  ftem   a  Torrent  of  Fa- 
ftion,  popular  Fury,  and  fermenting  Re- 
A  4  bellion, 
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bellioHj  to  the  Preferving  of  the  beft  oF 
Kings  in  his  Throne,  and  the  happieft  of 
People  in  their  Liberties. 

May  he  live  long  to  com  pleat  the  Re- 
parations he  has  made  in  our  Defence;,  ftiU 
by  the  ftrength  of  his  Judgment,  to  fore- 
fee  thofe  Evils  that  may  yet  threaten  us, 
and  by  the  Power  of  his  "Wifdom  to  pre- 
vent them-,  to  root  out  the  Footing  and 
Foundations  of  the  King's  open  (nay,  and 
bofomej  Enemies  :  As  a  watchful,  bold, 
and  iincerc  Counfellor  to  his  Mailer  j  to  be 
a  Driver  of  Treacherous,  Grinning,  Self- 
ended  Knaves,  Iniinuating  Spies,  and  ufs- 
lefs  unprofitable  Fools  from  his  Service:  A 
Patron  and  Promoter  of  Honefby,  Merit, 
and  Ability,  v/hich  elfe  too  often,  by  neg- 
left,  are  corrupted  to  their  Contraries. 

In  fine,  to  continue  (^as  he  is)  a  kind  In- 
dulgent Father  to  Your  Lordfliip,  fo  much 
every  way  his  Son,  and  fit  to  Inherit  his 
Honours,  as,  in  the  ftrongand  ihining  Vir- 
tues of  Your  Mind,  the  fixt  and  fleady  dif- 
poGtion  of  Your  Loyalty,  the  Goodnefs 
and  obliging  Temper  of  Your  Nature,  is 

apparent  7 
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apparent;  by  which  only  I  muft  ever  hum- 
bly confefs,  and  no  prefumptive  Merit  of 
my  own,  I  have  been  incouraged  to  take 
this  Opportunity  of  telling  the  World  hov; 
much  1  defire  to  be  thought 


Xour  LordJhtf\ 


Emnhk  Servant  to  he  cmmanded^ 


Tho^  Otw.v^^. 


Kf; 
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rj-Hou^gh  Plays  and  Prologues  ne'er  did  more  domd, 
1     jsie'er  -were  good  Prologues  hiwdzr  to  he  found. 
To  ms  the  Caufefee?ns  eas'ly  mderpod: 
For  there  are  Poets  frove  not  very  good, 
mo,  like  b^e  Sign-Voji  B^wbers,  rcmting  Skill, 
Steal  from  Great  Uafters  Hmds,  and  Copy  ill. 
Thus,  if  by  chance,  before  a  Noble  Feaji 
Of  Gen'rous  Wit,  to  -whet  and  fit  your  Tap, 
Some  poignant  Satyr  in  a  Prologue  rife, 
^nd  growing  Vices  handfomly  chaflife\ 
I.ach  Poetafter  thence  prefumes  on  Rules, 
^nde'ver  after  calls  ye  dovpnright  Fools. 

Thefe  Marks  deferibe  him. 

Writing  by  rote;  fmall  Wit,  or  none  tofpare-. 
Jangle  and  Chime's  his  Study,  Toil,  and  Care: 
lie  always  in  One  Line  upbraids  the  Age; 
And  a  good  Reafon  vphy,  it  Rymes  to  Stage. 
With  Wit  and  Pit  he  keeps  a  hideous  Tother; 
Sure  to  be  damned  by  One,  for  soant  of  Tether: 
-But  if  by  chance,  he  get  the  French  Word  Raillery, 
Xord,  horo  hefegues  the  Viz/^r-Mafques  wth  Gallery! 

'Tisfaid,  Ajirologers  ftrange  Wonders  find 
To  come,  in  two  great  Planets  lately  join'd. 
From  cm  Two  Houfes  joining,  moft  ■mill  hold, 
Vafi  Deluges  of  Dtilnefs  were  foretold. 
Toor  Holborn  Ballads  7%on>  being  horn  may 
^y  Tides  0/ duller  Madrigals  than  they; 

Jockeys 
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Jockeys  atid  Jenneys  fet  to  Northern  Airs, 
While  Loi»jie  Thefpis  chamts  at  Country  Fairs 
Politick  Ditties,  full  of  Stage  Debate, 
And  Merry  Catches,  how  to  Rule  the  State. 
Vicars  -negleci  their  Flocks,  to  turn  TranClators, 
And  Barley --water  Whey-facdBe^xis  ixrite  Satyrs  j 
Though  none  can  guefs  to  which  mojl  Fraife  belongs^ 
To  the  Learn'd  Veriions,  Scandals,  or  the  Songs. 
For  all  things  now  by  Contraries  fucceed-y 
O/Wit  or  Virtue  there's  no  longer  need: 
Beauty  fabmits  to  him  who  loudlieji  rails^ 
She  fears  the  fawcy  Fop,  and  he  prevails. 
Who  for  his  beft  Freferment  would  devife^ 
Let  him  renounce  all  Honefty,  and  rife. 
Villains  ^^^Paraiites  Succefs  will  gain; 
But  in  the  Court  of  Wit,  fJjall  Dulnefs  Feign  ? 
No:  Let  th' angry  'Squire give  his  lambicks  o'er. 
Twirl  Crevat-firings,  but  write  Lampoons  m  more^ 
Rhymefters^f?  Wit,  e'er  they  pretend  to  flnw  it. 
Nor  think  a  Came  at  Cramboe  makes  a  Poet : 
Life  is  our  Author  hop^lefs  of  Succefs, 
But  then  his  Study  fij all  be  next  time  lefs: 
He'U  find  out  Ways  to  your  Applaufe  more  eafie-. 
That  ist  tsriu  worfe  and  worfe,  'till  he  cm  pleafeye. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 

Father  to  Beaugard^  Mr.  LetgL 

Beaugardl.  Mr.  Betterton^. 

Courtme..  Mr.  SmtJj. 

Daredevil.  Mr.  UnderhilL 

Tbeodoret.  Mr.  Wiljhire, 

Gratian,  Mr,  Perm. 

Rofardj  Gratian's  Man.  Mr.  Saunders, 

Ilmder^  Beaugard's  Man.  Mr.  Richards, 

VV  O  M  £  N. 

forcia,  Mrs.  Barreyl 

Lucretia,  Mrs.  Butler, 

Sylvia^  Courtine's  Wife.      Mrs.  Currer. 

Woman'  ^    ^Mrs.O./w;;. 

jhiJlis^  Forcta\  Woman.     Mrs.  Tercivah 
Cbhris^  Lucr eti a'' sWom^n^  Mrs.  Narris, 

lix  RuiEanSi  Footmen,  a  Dwarf,  and: 
Pag©. 
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THE 

AT  HEIST 

Or,  The  Second  Part  of  the 

Soldiers  Fortune. 

ACT    I;    SCENE    I. 


'Enter  Beaugard  and  his  Father, 

SEAUGARD. 

I R,  I  fky,  and  fay  again,  no  Matrim©- 
nyi  ril  not  be  noos'd.  Why,  I  be- 
feech  you,  Sir,  tell  me  plainly  and  fair- 
ly, what  have  I  done,  that  I  deferve 
to  be  mairy'dl  . 

Fath.  Why,  Sauce-box,  I,  your  old 
Fatherj  was  marry'd  before  you  were 
born, 

Beau.  Ay,  Sir  ;  and  I  thank  you,  the  next  thicg  you 

did/was,  you  begot  niej  the  Confequence  of  which  was 

as  follows;  As  fooji  as  I  was  Born,  you  fent  me  to  JiTurfe, 

"  '     ■    " "'        whers.. 
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where  I  fuck'd  two  Years  at  the  dirty  Dugs  of  a  foul- 
feeding  Witch,  that  liv'd  in  a  thatch'd  Sty  upon  the 
neighb'ring  Common  j  as  foon  as  I  was  big  enough, 
that  you  might  be  rid  cf  me,you  fcnt  me  to  a  Place  cail'd 
a  School,  to  be  flaflv'd  and  box'd  by  a  thick-fifted  Block- 
head, that  could  not  read  himfelfj  where  I  learn'd  no 
Letters,  nor  got  no  Meat,  but  fuch  as  the  old  Succubus 
his  Wife  bought  at  a  frinking  Price,  fo  over-run  with 
Vermin,  that  it  us'd  to  crawl  home  after  her. 

Fath.  Sirrah,  it  v/as  the  more  nourifhing,  and  made 
fuch  young,  idle  Whorefons  as  you  fat,  fat,  you  Rogue, 
I  remember  the  young  Dog  at  twelve  Years  old  had  a 
broad,  fhining,  pufft,  Bacon  Face,  like  a  Cherubim  j  and 
now  he  won't  marry. 

Beau.  My  next  Removal  was  Home  again ;  and  then 
you  did  not  know  what  to  do  v/ith  me  farther,  'till  after 
a  Twelve- months  Deliberation,  out  of  abundance  of  Fa- 
therly Affedion  and  Care  of  your  Pofterity,  you  very 
civilly  and  fairly  turn'd  me  out  o^  your  Doors. 

Tath.  The  impudent,  termagant,  unruly  Varlet  rebell'd 
with  too  much  Plenty,  and  took  up  Arms  againfl  my 
Concubine.     Turn'd  you  out  of  my  Doors! 

Beau.  Yes,  turn'd  me  out  of  Doors,  Sir. 

Tath.  Had  I  notreafon.  Mailer  Hedlor? 

Beau.  As  I  had  then,  fo  have  I  now  too.  Sir,  more 
Manners  than  to  diipute  the  Pleafure  of  a  Father. 

Tath.  Nay,  the  Rogue  has  Breeding,  that's  the  truth 
cn'tj  the  Dog  would  be  a  vqyj  pretty  Fellow,  if  I  could 
but  perfwade  him  to  marry.  . 

Beau.  Turn'd  out  of  Doors  as  I  was,  you  may  remem- 
,ber.  Sir,  you  gave  me  not  a  Shilling;  my  Induftry  and 
jny  Vertue  was  all  I  had  to  trufl:  to. 

Tath.  Blefs  us  all!  Induftry  and  Vertue,  quoth  a!  Nay, 
I  have  a  very  vertuous  Son  and  Heir  of  him,  that's  the 
truth  on'r. 

Beau.  'Till  at  lafl:  a  good  Uncle,  who  now.  Peace  be 
with  his  Soul,  fieeps  with  his  Fathers,  beftow'd  a  Porti- 
on of  two  hundred  Pounds  upon  me,  with  which  I  took 
Shipping,  and  fet  Sail  for  the  Cgaft  of  Fortune. 
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Tath.  That  is  to  {ay,  you  went  to  the  Wars,  to  learn 
the  liberal  Arts  of  Murder,  Whoredom,  Burning,  Ravifh- 
ing,  and  a  few  other  neceilary  Accompli fhents  for  a 
young  Gentleman  to  fet  up  a  Livelihood  withal,  in  this 
Civil  Government,  where  (Heav'n  be  prais'd)  none  of 
thofe  Vertues  need  grow  rufty. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  hope  I  have  brought  you  no  Difhonour 
Home  with  me. 

Yaih,  Nay,  the  Scariilerbeg-lAovkty  has  not  behav'd 
himfelf  unhandfomely,  that's  the  truth  of  the  Bus'nefsj 
but  the  Varlet  won't  marry :  the  Dog  has  got  two  thou- 
fand  Pound  a  Year  left  him  by  an  old  curmudgeonly  moul- 
dy Uncle,  and  I  can't  perfuade  him  to  marry. 

Benu.  Sir,  that  curmudgeonly  mouldy  Uncle  you  fpeak 
of,  was  your  elder  Brother,  and  never  marry'd  in  all  his 
Life:  He,  dying,  bequeaths  me  two  thoufand  Pound  a 
Year:  You,  Sir,  the  younger  Brother,  and  my  hcnour'd 
Father,  have  been  marry'd,  and  are  not  able,  for  ought  I 
can  perceive,  to  leave  me  a  bent  Ninepence.  So,  Sir,  I 
wifli  you  a  great  deal  of  Health,  long  Life,  and  merry  as 
it  has  been  hitherto  ■■,  but  for  Marriage,  it  has  thriven  fo 
.very  ill  with  my  Family  already,  that  I  am  refolv'd  to 
iiavc  nothing  to  do  with  it. 

lath.  Here's  a  Rogue!  here's  a  Villain!  why,  Sirrah, 
you  have  loft  all  Grace  j  you  have  no  Duty  left^  you  are 
a  Rebel:  I  fhall  fee  you  hang'd,  Sirrah.  Come,  come, 
let  me  examine  you  a  little,  while  I  think  on't:  What 
Religion  are  you  of? hah? 

Beau.  Sir,  I  hope  you  took  care,  after  I  was  born,  to 
fee  me  Chriften'd. 

lath.  Oh  Lord !  Chriften'd !  here's  an  Atheiftical  Rogue, 
thinks  he  has  Religion  enough,  if  he  can  but  call  hira- 
felf  a  Chriftian ! 

Beau.  Why,  Sir,  would  you  have  me  difown  my  Bap- 
.tifm?    ' 

lath:  No,  Sirrah:  but  I  would  have  you  own  wiat 
fort  of  Chriftian  you  are  though. 

Beau.  What  fort,  Sir? 

lath.  Ay,  Sirj  what  fort.  Sir. 

Bern,  Why,  of  the  honefleft  fort. 
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Fath.  As  if  there  were  not  Knaves  of  all  fortsl 
Beau.  Why  then.  Sir,  if  that  will  fatisfie  you,  I  am  of 
your  fort. 

Fath.  And  that,  for  ought  you  know,  may  be  of  no 
fort  at  all. 

Beau.  But,  Sir,  to  make  fhort  of  the  matter,  I  am  of 
the  Religion  of  my  Country,  hate  Perfecution  and  Penance, 
love  Conformity,  which  is  going  to  Church  once  a 
Month,  well  enough  ;  refolve  to  make  this  traniitory 
Life  as  pleafant  and  delighful  as  I  can ;  and  for  fbme  fb- 
ber  Reafons  beft  known  to  my  fclf,  refolve  never  to 
marry. 

Fath.  Look  me  in  the  Facej  ftand  ftill,  and  look  me  in 

the  Face.    So 5  you  won't  marry? 

Beau.  No,  Sir. 
Fath.  Oh  Lord ! 

Beau.  But  Til  do  Something  that  fhall  be  more  for 
your  good,  and  perh^s  may  pleafe  you  as  well.  Know- 
ing Fortune  of  latp'has  not  been  altogether  fo  good-na- 
tur'd  as  fhe  might  have  been,  and  that  your  Revenues  are 
ibmething  anticipated,  be  pleas'd.  Sir,  to  go  home  as  well 
fatisfy'd  as  you  can,  and  my  Servant  fhall  not  fail  to  meet 
you  at  your  Lodgings,  with  a  hundred  fmiling  Smock- 
fac'd  Guineas  within  this  half  Hour .  Now  who  the  De- 
vil  would  marry  ? 

Fath.  No  Body  that  has  half  an  Ounce  of  Brains  in  his 
Noddle:  The  ungodly  good-natur'd  Rogue  is  in  the  right 
©n'tj  damnably,  damnably  in  the  right  on't. 
Beau.  So,  here's  your  Father  for  you  now! 
Fath.  But  look  you  Jack  now,  little  Jack,  two  thou- 
fand  Pounds  a  Year !  Why  thou  wilt  be  a  damnable  rich 
Rogue  now,  if  thou  doft  not  marry  5  tho'  1  know  thou 
wilt  live  bravely  and  delicioufly, .  eat   and  drink  nobly, 
have  always  hair  a   doz^n,  honefr,  jolly,    true-fpirited, 
fpritely  Friends  about  thee,  and  fo  forth,  hah !  Then  for 
Marriage,  to  fpeak  the  truth  on't,  it  is  at  the  beft  but  a 
chargeable,  vexatious,  iLneafie  fort  of  Lifcj  it  ruii^d  me, 
Jack,  utterly  ruin'd  thy  poor  old  Father,  JacJi.     Thou, 
wilt  be  fure  to  remember  the  hundred  Pound,  Jackie- 
boy,  hah? 
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Beau.  Moft  pun<5lually,  Sir. 

Tath.  Thou  fhalt  always,  ever  now  and  then,  that  is, 
lend  thy  old  Father  a  hundred  Pound,  or  Co,  upon  a  good 
Occafion,  fack,  after  this  manner,  in  a  Friendly  way: 
You  muft  make  much  of  your  old  Daddy,  fack:  But  if 
thou  had  ft  no  mind  to't,  the  truth  on't  is,  I  would  never 
have  thee  marry. 

Beau.  Not  marry,  Sir  ? 

Fath.  No. 

Beau.  No.^ 

Fath.  No.  A  hundred  Pound,  fack,  is  a  pretty  little 
round  Sum. 

Beau.  I'll  not  fail  of  fending  it. 

Fath.  Then,  fack,  it  will  do  as  well  to  let  thy  Man 
come  to  me  to  Harry  the  Eighth's  Head  in  the  Back-Street, 
behind  my  Lodgings:  There's  a  Cup  of  fmart  Racy  Ca- 
nary, J-aek,  will  make  an  old  Fellow's  Heart  as  light  as  a 
Feather.  Ah,  little  Jackie-vogat,  it  glorifies  through  the 
Glafs,  and  the  Nits  dance  about  in't  like  Attorns  in  the 
Sun-fhine,  you  young  Dog. 

Beau.  Do  you  intend  to  dine  there,  Sir? 

Fath.  Ay,  Man  j  I  have  two  or  three  bonny  old  TA- 
btiyy  Royflerers,  with  delicate  red  Faces,  and  bald  Crowns, 
that  have  oblig'd  me  to  meet  'em  there  i  they  help'd  me 
to  fpend  my  Eftate  when  I  was  young,  and  the  Rogues 
ai-e  grateful,  and  don't  forfake  me  now  I  am  grown 
poorifh  and  old. Almoft  twelve  a  Clock,  Jack. 

Beau.  I'll  be  fure  to  remember.  Sir. 

Fath.  And  thou  wilt  never  marry ! 

Beau.  Never,  I  hope,  Sir. 

Fath.  Ah,  you  wicked- hearted  Rogue,  I  know  what 
you  will  do  then,  that  will  be  worfej  tho',  I  think,  not 
much  worfe  neither.  Would  I  were  a  young  Fellow  a- 
gain,  but  to  keep  him  Company  for  one  Week  or  a  Fon- 
night.     A  hundred  Guineas !  e  e  e  e  !  Db'uy  J^ck^  You'll 

remember?  See  thee  again   to  Morrow,  jack, Poor 

Jack\  dainty  Canary and  a  delicate  black-ey'd  Wench 

at  the  Bar!  Db'uy  Jack, 

Beau.  Adieu,  Father. Fourb'me. 

Enter  Fourbine. 

lour.  Did  your  Honour  call?  B^ati-. 
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Beau.  Take  a  hundred  Guineas  out  of  the  Cabinet,  and 
carry  'em  after  the  old  Gentleman  to  his  Place  of  Ren- 
dezvous. This  Father  of  mine  (Heav'n  be  thankM)  is  a 
very  ungodly  Father:  He  was  in  his  Youth  juft  fuch  ano- 
ther wicked  Fellow  as  his  Son  J-ohn  here  j  but  he  had  no 
Eftate,  there  I  have  the  better  of  him :  For  out  of  meer 
Opinion  of  my  Good-husbandry,  my  Uncle  thought  fit  to 
difinherit  the  extravagant  old  Gentleman,  and  leave  all  to 
me.  Then  he  was  marry'd,  there  I  had  the  better  of 
him  again  j  yet  he  marry'd  a  Fortune  of  ten  thoufand 
Pound,  and  before  I  was  feven  Years  old,  had  broke  my 
Mother's  Heart,  and  fpent  three  Parts  of  her  Portion : 
Afterwards  he  was  pleas'd  to  retain  a  certain  Familiar 
Domeftick,  call'd  a  Houfe-keeper,  which  I  one  Day,  to 
/hew  my  Breeding,  call'd  Whore,  and  was  fairly  turn'd  a 
ftarving  for  it.  Now  he  has  no  way  to  fqueeze  me  out 
of  Contribution,  but  by  taking  up  his  Fatherly  Authority, 
and  offering  to  put  the  Penal  Law  call'd  Marriage  in  Exe- 
cution. I  muft  e'en  get  him  a  Governor,  and  fend  him 
with  a  Penfion  into  the  Country:  Ay,  it  muft  be  foj  For, 
Wedlock,  I  deny  thecj  Father,  Fll  fupply  thee^  and,  Plea- 
iiire,  I  will  have  thee.  Who's  there  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Oh,  Sir,  the  moH:  fortunate  Tidings! 

Beau.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Serv,  Captain  Courtine,  youi*  old  Acquaintance,  Friend, 
and  Comrade,  is  juft  arriv'd  out  of  the  Country,  and  dc- 
lires  to  fee  you.  Sir. 

Beau.  Courtine!  Wait  on  him  up,  you  Dog,  with  Re- 
verence and  Honour. 

Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  Dear  Beaugard! 

Beau.  Ah,  Friend! from  the  very  tendereft  part  of 

my  Heart  I  was  juft  now  wifhing  for  thee.  Why  thou 
look'ft  as  like  a  marry'd  Man  abready,  with  as  grave  a 
Fatherly  Famelick  Countenance,  as  ever  I  faw. 

Ccur.  Ay,  Beaugard,  I  am  marry'd,  that's  my  Com- 
fort: But  you,  I  hear,  have  had  worfe  Luck  of  late  3  an 
eld  Uncle  drop'd  into  the  Grave,  and  two  thou^nd  Pound 
a  Year  into  your  Pocket,  Beangard, 

JBeaft, 
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Bern.  A  fmall  Conveniency,  Ned,  to  make  my  Happi- 
nefs  hereafter  a  little  more  of  a  piece  than  it  has  been 
hitherto,  in  the  Enjoyment  of  fuch  hearty,  fincere,  ho- 
ned Friends,  and  good-natur'd  Fellows,  as  thou  art. 

Ccur.  Sincere,  honeft  Friends !  have  a  care  there,  Beau- 

gard. 1  am,  lince  I  fav/  thee,  in  a  few  Words,  grown 

an  arrant  Rafcalj  and  for  Good-nature,  it  is  the  very 
thing  I  have  folemnly  forfworn:  No,  I  am  marry '4 
Jack,  in  the  Devil's  Name,  I  am  marry'd. 

Beau.  Marry'd!  That  is,  thou  call'ft  a  Woman  thou 
likefi  by  the  Name  of  Wife:  Wife  and  t'other  thing  be- 
gin with  a  Letter.  Thou  heft  with  her  when  thy  Ap- 
petite calls  thee,  keepcft  the  Children  thou  begetteft  of 
her  Bodyi  alio  weft  her  Meat,  Drink,  and  Garments,  fit 
for  her  Quality,  and  thy  Fortune  j  and  when  ihe  grows 
heavy  upon  thy  Hands,  v/hat  a'  Pox,  'tis  but  a  Separate- 
maitenance,  kifs  and  part,  and  there  is  an  end  of  the 
Bus'nels. 

Coiir.  Alas,  Beaugard,  thou  art  utterly  miftaken  j  Heav'n 
knows  it  is  quite  on  the  contrary :  For  I  am  forc'd  to  call 
a  Woman  I  do  not  like,  by  the  Name  of  Wife  j  and  lie 
with  her,  for  the  moft  part,  with  no  Appetite  at  all  j  muB: 
keep  the  Children  that,  for  ought  I  know,  any  Body  elfe 
may  beget  of  her  Body  ;  and  for  Food  and  Rayment,  by 
her  good  Will  f!;e  would  have  them  both  Frefh  three 
times  a  Day :  Then  for  kifs  and  part,  I  may  kifs  and  kifs 
my  Heart  out,  but  the  Devil  a  bit  l"hall  1  ever  get  rid  of 
her. 

Beau.  A-as,  poor  Husband!  but  art  thou  really  in  this 
miferable  Condition  ? 

Cour.  Ten  times  worfe,  if  poftible :  By  the  vertue  of 
Matrimony,  and  long  Cohabitation,  we  are  grown  fo 
really  one  Flefh,  that  1  have  no  more  Inclination  to  hers, 
than  to  eat  a  piece  of  my  own.  Then  her  Ladifhip  is 
fo  jealous,  that  fae  does  m.e  the  Honour  to  make  me 
Stalion-general  to  the  whole  Pariih,  from  the  Parfon's 
Importance  in  Paragon,  to  the  Cooler's  fcolding  Wife, 
that  drinks  Brandy,  and  fmoaks  loathfom  Tobacco.  In 
fhort,  Jack,  Ihe  has  fo  order'd  the  Bus'neis,  that  I  am  half 

weary 
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weary  of  the  World,  wifh  all  Mankind  hing'd,  and  have 
not  laugh'd  thefe  fix  Months. 

Beau.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cour.  Why,  thou  canft  laugh,  I  fee,  though. 

Beau.  Ay,  Ned,  I  have  two  thoufand  Pound  per  Annum, 
Ned,  old  Rents,  and  well  Tenn anted  ;  have  no  Wife,  nor 
never  will  have  any,  Ned-^  refolve  to  make  my  Days  ©f 
Mortality  all  Joyful,  and  Nights  Pleafurable,  with  fome 
dear,  lovefome,  young,  beautiful,  kind,  generous  She, 
that  every  Night  fhall  bring  me  all  the  Joys  of  a  New 
Bride,  and  none  of  the  Vexations  of  a  worn-out,  infipid, 
troublefom,  jealous  Wife,  Wife,  Ned. 

Cour.  But  where  lies  this  Treafure?  Where  is  there  fuch 
a  Jewel  to  be  found  ? 

Beau.  Ah,  Rogue!  Do  you  defpife  your  own  Manna 
indeed,  and  long  after  Quails?  Why,  thou  unconfcionable 
Hobnail,  thou  Country  Coulftaff,  thou  abfolute  Piece  of 
thy  own  dry'd  Dirt,  wouldfi  thou  have  the  Impudence, 
with  that  hideous  Beard,  and  griHy  Countenance,  to 
make  thy  appearance  before  the  Footftool  of  a  Bona  Roba> 
that  I  delight  in?  For  fhame  get  off  that  S'^^^/V^/e/^/Horfe- 
courler's  Equipage  5  Appear  once  more  like  Cowt'me  the 
Gay,  the  Witty,  and  Unbounded,  with  Joy  in  thy  Face, 
and  Love  in  thy  Blood,  Mony  in  thy  Pockets,  and  good 
Cloaths  on  thy  Back ;  and  then  Til  try  to  give  thee  a  Re- 
cipe that  may  purge  away  thofe  foul  Humour?  Matrimo- 
ny has  bred  in  thee,  and' fit  thee  to  reliih  the  Sins  of  thy 
Youth  again.  Blefs  us!  V»'hat  a  Beard's  there?  It  puts 
me  in  mind  of  the  blazing  Star. 

Cour.  Beard,  Beaugard!  Why,  I  wear  it  on  purpose, 
Man;  I  have  wifh'd  it  a  Furze-bufh  a  thouland  times, 
when  I  have  been  killing  my 

Beau.  Whom? 

Cour.  Wife. Let  me  never  Hve  to  bury  her,   if  the 

word  Wife  does  not  ffick  in  my  Throat. 

Beau.  Then  this  Peruque !  Why,  it  makes  thee  fhew 
like  the  Sign  of  a  Head  looking  out  at  a  Barber's  Window. 

Cour.  No  more,  no  more ;  all  fhall  be  rectified :  For, 
to  deal  with  thee  as  honefily  as  a  Fellow  in  my  damn'd 
Condition  can  dO;  e'er  I  refolv'd  abfolutely  to  hang  my. 

fel^ 
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felf,  I  thought  there  might  be  fome  Remedy  left:  j  and 
that  was  this  dear  Town,  and  thy  dear  Friendfhip:  So 
that,  in  fhort,  I  am  very  ^  fairly  run  away  j  pretended  a 
fhort  Journey  to  vifit  a  Friend,  but  came  to  London  j  and, 
if  it  be  polfible,  will  not  fee  Country,  Wife,  nor  Cliil- 
dren  again  thefe  feven  Years.  Therefore,  prithee,  for 
my  better  Encouragement,  tell  me  a  little  what  Sins  are 
ftirring  in  this  noble  Metropolis,  that  I  may  know  my 
Bus'nefs  the  better,  and  fall  to  it  as  faft  as  I  can. 

Beau.  Why,  'faith,  Ned,  confidering  the  Plot,  the  Dan- 
ger of  the  Times,  and  fome  other  Obftrudions  of  Trade 
and  Commerce,  Ini-quity  in  the  general  has  not  lofl:  much 
Ground.  There's  Cheating  and  Hypocrifie  ftill  in  the 
City  y  Riot  and  Murder  in  the  Suburbs  j  Grinning,  Lying, 
Fawning,  Flattery,  and  Falfe-promifmg  at  Court  j  Aflig- 
nations  at  Covem-Garden  Churchy  Cuckolds,  Whores 
Pimps,  Panders,  Bawds,  and  their  Difeafes,  all  over  the 
Town, 

C(7«r.  Bnt  wliat  Choice  Spirits,  what  extraordinary 
Rafcals  may  a  Man  oblige  his  Curiolity  v^rithal  ? 

Beau.  I'll  tell  thee:  In  the  firft  place,  we  are  over- run 
with  a  Race  of  Vermin  they  call  Wits,  a  Generation  of 
Infedls  that  are  always  making  a  Noife,  and  buzzing  a- 
bout  your  Ears,  concerning  Poets,  Plays,  Lampoons,  Li- 
bels, Songs,  Tunes,  foft  Scenes,  Love,  Ladies,  Peruques, 
and  Crevat-ftrings,  French  Conquefts,  Duels,  Religion,' 
Snuff-boxes,  Points,  Garnitures,  Mill'd  Stockings,  Four- 
^m's  Academy,  Politicks,  Parliament- Speeches,  and  eve- 
ry thing  elfe  which  they  do  not  underftand,  ox  would 
have  the  World  think  they  did. 

Cour.  And  are  all  thefe  Wits? 

Beau.  Yes,  and  be  hang'd  to  'em,  thefe  are  the  Wits. 

Cour.  I  never  knew  one  of  thefe  Wits  in  my  Life,  that 
did  not  deferve  to  be  Pillory 'd  3  twenty  to  one  if  half  of 
em  can  read,  and  yet  they  will  venture  at  Learning  as 
tamiliarly,  as  if  they  had  been  bred  in  the  Vatican.  One 
ot  era  told  me  one  day,  he  tliought  Flutarch  well  done 
would  make  the  beft  Engltfi  Heroick  Poem  in  the  World, 
iielides,  they  will  rail,  cavil,  cenfure,  and  what  is  worft 
«i  all,  make  Je^fb^  the  dull  Rogues  will  Jefl,  though  they 

do 
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A^  it  as  awkardly  as  a  Tavpa%vlin  would  ride  the  great 

*'^^.:l7ut"bov;all,  the  mod  abominable  is  your  Wit- 
tv^mlrt  your  young  Heir  that  is  very  Witty;  who  ha- 
1;' newly  b«n  ^^'^^^^  ^'""^  the  Difcretion  of  a 
r'tnoT  and  come  to  keep  his  own  Mony  gets  mto 
f^-aba"  of  Coxcombs  of  the  third  Form,  wno  will  be 
fee  to  cry  him  up  for  a  fine  Perfon,  that  he  may  thmk 

'"mroh,  your  Aires  know  one  anothers  Nature  exaa- 

{^r  hut  he's  afraid  of  being  damn  d. 

^'c.«r  That  muft  be  a  very  noble  Champion,  and  cer- 

"K  ?hf  vmain  has  lefs  Sincerity  than  a  B^d  lefs 
Courasethan  a  Heaor,  lefs  Good-nature  than  a  Hang- 
S,an,1ndle"  Charity  than  a  J^f^f^.fc^^: 
Ugion  and  Church-WorWp  as  famiharly  as  a  I't^  Cour 
tlr  does  of  the  Maids  of  Honour;  ^^d  fwears  the  kmg 
deferve  to  be  ChainM  out  of  the  City,.for  fufe^g.^^" 
CfooIs  to  build  Tauh  again,  when  it  would  make  fo 

I'X^rvrrf^StemberofaChrimanCommon. 

nt:  fS,iraS^°cinted  with  him 
Cour   I  honour  you  tor't,  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 
Bel  After  all,\he  Rogue  has  fome  other  httle  tmy 

Vices,  that  are  not  very  ungratetul. 
Cour.  Very  probable. 

Beofi, 
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^mu.  Remakes  a  very  good  odd  Man  ^tBallum-rancum 
or  £0 ;  that  is,  when  the  reft  of  the  Company  is  coupled ' 
will  take  care  to  fee  there's  good  Attendance  paid  3  and 
when  we  have  a  mind  to  make  a  Ballum  of  it  indeed, 
there  is  no  Lewdnefs  fo  fcandalous  that  he  will  not  be  ve- 
ry proud  to  have  the  Honour  to  be  put  upon. 

Cour.  A  very  neceflary  Inllrument  of  Damnation,  truly. 

Beau.  Beiides,  to  give  the  Devil  his  due,  he  is  feldom* 
Impertinent;  but,  barring  his  Darling-Topi  ck,  Blafphemy, 
a  Companion  pleafant  enough.  Shall  I  recommend  him 
to  thy  Service  ?  I'll  enter  into  Bonds  of  five  hundred 
Pounds,  that  he  teaches  thee  as  good  a  way  to  get  rid  of 
that  Whip  and  a  Bell,  call'd  thy  Wife,  as  thy  Heart  would 
wifh  for. 

Cour.  And  that  is  no  fmall  Temptation,  I  allure  you. 
Enter  Boy,  with  a  Letter. 

Boy.  Sir! 

Beau.  My  Child! 

Cour.  A  Pimp,  for  a  Guinea,  he  fpeaks  fo  gently  to  him. 

Beau.  Tell  her,  fhe  has  undone  me,  fhe  has  chofen  the 
only  way  to  enilave  me  utterly;  tell  her,  my  Soul,  mv 
Life,  my  future  Happinefs,  and  prefent  Fortune,  are  on- 
ly what  flie'll  make  'em. 

Boy.  At  Seven,  Sir. 

Beau.  Moft  infallibly, 

Cour.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  fo :  Now  what  a  damn'd  Country- 
itch  have  I,  to  dive  into  the  Secret/  Beaugard,  Beamaiil 
are  all  things  in  a  readinefs?  the  Husband  out  of  the  way* 
the  Family  difpos'd  of?  Come,  come,  come,  no  trifline! 
be  free-hearted  and  friendly.  ^ 

Beau.  You  are  married,  Sed,  you  are  married;  that*o 
aM  I  have  to  fay  •  you  are  married. 

Cour.  Let  a  Alan  do  a  foolift  thing  once  in  his  Life- 
time, and  ne  fliall  always  hear  of  it. Married,  quoth 

a!  Prithee  be  patient:  I  was  married  about  a  Twelve- 
month ago,  but  that's  paft  and  forgotten.  Come,  come 
communicate,  communicate,  ifthouarta  Friend,  com- 
municate. * 

Be^«.  Not  a  Tittle.  I  have  Confcience,  Ned,  Con£ch 
encej  tho' I  muil  confefs  'tis  not  altogete  fo  Gentle- 

maii- 
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man-like  a  Companion :  But  what  a  Scandal  would  it  be 
upon  a  Man  of  my  fober  Dem.eanor  and  Charafter,  to  have 
the  unmerciful  Tongue  of  thy  Legitimate  Spoufe  roaring 
againft  me,  for  Debauching  her  Natural  Husband ! 

Cour.  It  has  been  otherwife.  Sir. 

Beau.  Ay,  ay,  the  time  has  been,  Courtim,  when  thou 
wert  in  pofTeflion  of  thy  Natural  Freedom,  and  mighteft 
be  trufted  with  a  Secret  of  this  dear  nature;  when  I  might 
have  open'd  this  Billet,  and  fhew'd  thee  this  bewitching 
Name  at  the  bottom:  But  woe  and  alas!  O  Matrimony, 
Matrimony !  what  a  Blot  art  thou  in  an  honell  Fellov/'s 
Scutcheon ! 

Cour.  ^o  more  to  be  faid  j  I'll  into  the  Country  again, 
like  any  difcontented  Statefman ;  get  drunk  every  Night 
with  an  adjacent  School-mafter;  b?at  my  Wife  to  a  down- 
right Houfekeeper ;  get  all  my  Maid-Servants  every  Year 
with  Baftards,  till  I  command  a  Ser^lio  five  miles  round 
my  own  Palace,  and  be  beholden  to  no  Man  of  two  thou- 
fand  Pound  a  Year  for  a  Whore,  when  I  want  one. 

Beau.  Good  words,  Ned,  good  words,  let  me  advife 
you;  none  of  your  Marriage-qualities  of  Scolding  and 
Railing,  now  you  are  got  out  of  the  turbulent  Element. 
Come  hither,  come;  but  firfllet  us.  capitulate:  Will  you 
promifeme,  upon  your  Conjugal  Credit,  to  be  very  go- 
vernable, and  very  civil? 

Ceur.  As  any  made  Spaniel,  or  hang  me  up  for  a  Cur. 

Beau.  Then  this  Note,  this  very  Billet,  Ned,  comes 
from  a  Woman,  who,  when  I  was  ftrowling  very  pen- 
fively  laft  Sunday  to  Church,  watch'd  her  Opportunity^ 
and  poach'd  me  up  for  the  Service  of  Satan. 

Cour.  Is  {he  very  handfom,  Beaugard? 

Beau.  Thefe  Country  Squires, .  when  they  get  up  to 
Town,  are  as  termagant  after  a  Wench,  as  a  ty'd-up  hun- 
gry Cur,  got  loofe  from  Kennel,  is  after  Crufts.  Very 
handfom,  faid  you?  Let  me  fee:  No,  not  very  handfom 
neither;  but  Ihe'U  pafs,  N(d,  Ihe'll  pafs. 

Cour.  Young? 

Beau.  About  Eighteen. 

G?«r.  OhLordi 


27;^  Soldiers  Fortune.     %f 

Beau.  Her  Complexion  fair,  with  a  glowing  Blufli  al- 
ways ready  in  her  Cheeks,  that  looks  as  Nature  were 
watching  -every  Opportunity  to  feize  and  run  away  with 
her. 

Cour.  Oh  the  Devil,  the  De-v-il !  This  is  intolerable. 

Beau.  Her  Eyes  black,  fparkling,  fpriteful,  hot,  and 
piercing. 

Cour.  The  very  Defcription  of  her  flioots  me  througJi 
my  Liver. 

Beau.  Her  Hair  of  a  delicate  light  Amber-brown,  cur- 
ling in  huge  Rings,  and  of  a  great  Quantity. 

Cour.  So. 

Beau.  Her  Forehead  large,  majeftick,  and  generous. 

Cour.  Very  well. 

Beau.  Her  Nofe  neat,  and  wdl-fafhion'd. 

Cour.  Good. 

Beau.  With  a  delicious,  little,  pretty,  fmiling  Mout^. 

Beau.  Plump,  red,  blub  Lips. 

Cour.  Ah  h 

Beau.  Teeth  whiter  than  fo  many  little  Pearls;  a  be 
witching  Neck,  and  temping,  rifing,  fwellin?  Breads 
Cour.  Ah  h  h  h  h 

WzlT—^^  ^""^^  ^  Proportion,  fuch  a  Shape,   fuch  a 
Cour.  Hold :  Go  no  lower,  if  thou  lov'il  me 
Beau.  But,  by  your  leave.  Friend,  I  hope  to  go  fome^ 

thing  lower,  if  fhe  loves  me.  ^ 

haftToM^^''^'^rT'^'  -S^^/^^^r^,  (he  is  all  this  thou 
haft^told  me?  So  fair,  fo  tempting,  fo  lovely,  fo  bewitch- 

Beau.  No 5  for,  you  muft  know,    I  never  faw  kef 

t^t  1 11  imagine  aU  this,  and  ten  times  more,  if  it  bepofi 

Cour.  Where  lives  fhe? 

Beau.  That  I  know  not  neither;  but  my  Orders  srf 
to  meet  her  fairly  and  fquarely  this^Evening^by  Sevc"  7t 
New  r  ^'''^  ^''\^'  ^^°P  ^^  '^'  upper  Wdk,  at  the 
Z^d  !n?w^''  r^'''  ^'  P^°^^^^^  ^^  be  very  gocd-nt 
^'^^^^^j^j^et  me  know  more  of  her  Mind.       ^ 
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Cour.  I'll  e'en  go  home,  like  r.  Miferable  Blockhead  as 
t  am,  to  my  Lodging,  and  flee 

Beau.  No,  Ned^  Thou  kno    eft  my  good  Chances  have 
always  been  lucky  to  thee :  Who  can  tell  but  this  Lady- 
errant  that  has  feiz'd  upon  my  Perfon,  may  have  a  flrag- 
Ung  Companion,  or  fo,  not  unworthy  my  Friend's. 
Cour.  'Tis  impoffible. 

Beau.  Not  at  allj  for,  to  deal  heartily  with  thee  in 
this  Buiinefs,  tho'  I  never  faw  her  Face,  or  know  who 
(he  is,  yet  thus  far  I  am  fatisfy'd,  ihe  is  a  Woman  very 
witty,  very  well  bred,  of  a  pleafant  Converfation,  with  a 
generous  Difpoiition,  and,  what  is  better  than  all,  if  I 
am  not  extremely  miiinform'd,  of  noble  Quality,  and 
damnably  Rich.  Such  a  one  cannot  want  good,  pretty, 
little,  Under- finners,  Ned,  that  a  Man  may  fool  away  an 
Hour  or  two  withal  very  comfortably. 

Cour.  Why  then  I'll  be  a  Man  again.  Wife,  avaunt, 
and  come  not  near  my  Memory  j  Impotence  attends  the 
very  Thoughts  of  thee.  At  Seven,  you  fay,  this  Even- 
ing? 

Beau.  Precifely. 

Cour.  And  fliall  I  go  along  with  thee,  for  a  fmall  Ven- 
ture  in  this  Love- Voyage  ? 
Beau,  With  all  my  Heart. 

Cour.  But  how  fliall  we  difpofc  of  the  burdenfom  Time, 
^till  the  happy  Minute  fmile  upon  us  ? 

Beau.  With  Love's  belt  Friend,  and  our  own  honeft 
old  Acquaintance,  edifying  Champaign,  Ned;  and  for  good 
Company,  tho'  it  be  a  Rarity,  I'll  carry  thee  to  dine  with 
the  beft  I  can  meet  v/ith,  where  we'll  warm  our  Blood 
and  Thoughts,  with  generous  Glaffes,  and  free-hearted^ 
Converfe,°'till  we  forget  the  World,  and  think  of  no-* 
thing  but  immortal  Beauties,  and  Eternal  Loving. 

Ccur.  Then  here  I  ftrike  the  League  with  thee:' 
And  now 

Methinks  we're  both  upon  the  Wing  together, 
Bound  for  new  Realms  of  Joy,  and  Lands  of  Pleafurej 
Where  Men  were  never  yet  enilav'd  by  Wiving,  > 

But  all  their  Cares  are  handfoml)^  contriving  > 

T'improve  the  noble  Arts  of  perfed.  Living.  [Ex  .y 

ACT 
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Inter  Courtine  find  Beaugard, 
CourXy^'V  was  that  thy  Father? 

JD  Bern.  Yes,  that  civil,  fober,  old  Gentlei^^ 
"Courtine^  is  my  Father :  And,  to  tell  thee  the  Truth,  as 
Wicked  and  as  Poor  as  ever  his  Son  was.  I  fent  him  a 
Cordial  of  a  hundred  Guineas  this  Morning,  which  he 
will  be  fure  to  lofe  all  before  to-morrow  Morning,  and 
aot  have  a  Shilling  to  help  himfelf. 

Cour.  Methoughts,  as  I  look'd  into  the  Room,  he  rat- 
led  the  Box  with  a  great  deal  of  Grace,  and  fwore  half  a 
dozen  Rappers  very  youthfully. 

Beau.  Prithee  no  more  on't,  'tis  an  irreverent  Theme  ;' 
and  next  to  Atheiim,  I  hate  making  merry  with  the 
Frailties  of  my  Father. 

Cour,  But  then  as  to  the  Lady,  Bemgard. 

Beau.  'Tis  near  the  Hour  appointed,  and  that's  the  Shop 
we  meet  at;  the  Miftrefs  of  it,  Courtme,  is  a  hearty  We£ 
wiflier  to  the  Mathematicks,  and  her  Influence,  I  hope  '• 
may  have  no  ill  Etft6t  o'er  my  Adventure. 

Cour.  Methinks  tills  Place  looks  as  it  were  n^ide  for 
Loving:  The  Lights  on  each  hand  of  the  Walk  lookftateJ 
ly;  and  then  the  PvUlling  of  Silk  Petticoats,  the  Din  and 
the  Chatter  of  the  pretty  little  partj-cGlour'd  Parrots, 
that  hop  and  flutter  from  one  fide  to  t'other,  puts  every 
Senfe  upon  its  proper  Office,  and  fets  the  Wheels  of  Na« 
ture  finely  moving. 

^enH,  Would  the  Lady  of  my  Motion  would  make 
lialle,  and  be  punftual ;  the  Wheels  of  my  Nature  move 
io  taa  elie,  that  the  Weight  will  be  down  before  Ihe 
comes. 

mm.  Glove::  or  Ribbands,  Sir?  Very  good  Gloves  or 
Ribband?,  Choice  of  fine  Efiences.  Captain  Beaugard, 
IMl  I  ieli  you  nothing  to  Day  ? 

Beau.  Truly,  Miflrefs  Ff4rmjh,  I  am  come  to  lay  out  a 
Heart  at  your  Shop  this  Evening,  if  my  pretty  Merchant- 
Adventurer  donj  fail  to  meet  me  here,  "^  ' 

B  i  mm. 
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Worn.  What,  (he  that  fpoil'd  your  Devotion  o'SmdayX^^ 
Captain.? 

Beau.  Doft  thou  know  her,-  my  little  Twnlflj? 
Worn.  There  is  a  certain  Lady  in  the  World,  Sir,  that 
has  done  me  the  Honour  to  let  me  fee  her  at  my  poor 
Shop  fometimes. 

Enter  Porcia  mask'd,  and  Jiangs  behind  Beaugard. 
^eeiH,  And  is  fhe  very  lovely  ? 
Worn,  What  tJiink  you,  Sir  ? 
Beau.  Faith,  charitably  enough. 
Worn.  V\\  fwcar  {he  is  oblig'd  to  you. 
Beau.  And  I  would  very  fain  be  oblig'd  to  her  too,  if 
'twere  pofTible.    Will  fhe  be  here  to  Night? 
:Por.  Yes  marry  will  flie.  Captain. 
Beau.  Are  you  there  indeed,  my  little  Picaroon  ?  What, 
attack  a  Man  of  War  of  my  Burden  in  tlie  Stern,  Pirate ! 
Tor.  Lord,  how  like  a  Soldier  you  are  pleas'd  to  exprefs 
your  felf  now !  I  vvarrant  you,  to  carry  on  the  Metaphor, 
you  have  forty  more  m,erry  things  to  fay  to  me  upon  this 
Occaiionj   as,  plying  your  Chaie-guns,  laying  your  felf 
athwart  my  Harfer,    boarding  me  upon  the  Forecallle, 
clapping  all  under  Hatches,  carrying  of  the  Prize  to  the 
next  Port  of  Security,  and  there  rummaging  and  rifling 
her.    P^zs,  poor  Captain ! 

Cour,  Poor,  Madam!  He  has  Two  thoufand  a  Year, 
and  nothing  but  an  old  Father  to  provide  for. 

Por.  Sir,  is  this  fine,  fober,  brown-bearded  Gentleman 
to  be  your  Steward,  he  underflands  your  Affairs  fo  well 
already? 

Bsau.  The  Truth  on't  is,  Madam,  he  does  wait  for  an 
Office  under  me,  and  may  in  time,  if  he  behave  himfelf 
handfomly,  cor.iC  to  Preferment. 

Cour.  This  1  have  got  by  my  Bread  already.  I^  fhe 
iliould  but  know  me  now. 

BeAH.  Well,  Madam,  are  your  Commands  ready?  May 
I  know  the  Task  Tarn  to  undertake,  before  I  lay  claim^ 
to  the  Happinefs  of  feeing  that  handfom,  homely,  fair, 
blai'k,  ycung,  ancient,  ternpting  or  frightful  Face,  which 
you  conceal  fo  malicioufly?  For  hmg  me,  as  J  have  de- 
:j;  fei'Ycd 
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{erved  long  ago,  if  I  know  what  to  make  of  this  ^xtra. 
ordinary  Proceeding  of  yours. 

Tor.  In  the  firft  place.  Captain,  this  Face  of  mine,  be 
it  what  it  will,  if  you  behave  your  felf  as  you  Ihould  do, 
fhall  never  put  you  out  of  Countenance. 

Beau.  In  troth,  and  that's  faid  kindly. 

Tor.  For  I  am  young,  Captain. 

Beat4.  I  am  glad  on't  with  all  my  Heart. 

Tor.  And,  if  the  World  fpeaks  truth,  not  very  ugly. 

Beau.  So  much  the  better  ftill. 

Tor.  Next,  I'm  no  Hypocrite. 

Bern.  Hah! 

Tor.  But  love  my  Pleafiires,  and  will  hold  my  Liberty;.. 

Beau.  Noble. 

Ter.  I  am  rich  too. 

Beau.  Better  and  better. 

Tor.  But  what's  woril:  of  all 

Beau.  Out  with't. 

Tor.  I  doubt  I  am  fillily  in  Love. 

Gour.  With  whom,  dear  Miracle  ? 

Tor.  Not  with. a  marry'd  Man,  fwect  Monllcur  G7«»t. 

Cour.  Conftund  her,   but  fhe  knows  me. Why, 

good  Madam 

Beau.  Nay,  Friend,  no  ruffling j  keep  your  Articles, 
and  keep  your  Diftance. 

Tor.  Have  you  then  made  your  Efcape  Sir,  from  youf 
dear  Wife,  the  Lady-Tyrant  of  your  Enchanted  Caftle  in 
the  Country,  to  run  a  wandring  after  new  Adventures 
here  ?  Oh  all  the  Windmils  about  Lont^.on,  beware  ! 

Cow.  Ay,  and  the  Watermils  too,  Madam.  In  the 
Devil's  Name,  what  will  become  of  me ! 

Tor,  For  the  ^^/A;(7i  of  the  Country  is  abroad  j  Murder 
by  his  Side,  Enterprifes  in  his  Head,  and  Horror  in  his 
Face. 

Cour.  Oh  Lord ! 

Beau.  Do  you  know  this  Friend  of  mine  then,  Madam  ? 

Tor.  I  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Hero,  that  was  very  fa- 
mous about  two  Years  iince,  for  felling  himfclf  to  a 
B  3  P.aa- 
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Plantation,  the  Country,  for  Five  thoufand  Pound  :    Was^ 
not  that  the  Price,  Sir? 

Cqut.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  pleas'd  to  be  very  free.  Madam  j 
that's  all. 

Tor.  So  were  you  at  that  time,  Sir,  or  you  had  ne'er 
parted  with  your  dear  Liberty  on  fuch  reafonable  Terms 
furely.  Blefs  us !  Had  you  but  look'd  about  you  a  little, 
what  a  Market  might  have  been  made  of  that  tall,  pro- 
pel', promiiing  Perfon  of  yours  !  that 

Cour.  Hell  confound  thee^   heartily,  heartily. 

Tor.  That  Face,  which  now,  o'er-grown  with  ruful 
Beard,  looks  a^  you  had  ftole  it  from  the  Retinue  of  a 
^jiffian  Embaflie!  Foughl  I  fancy  all  Fellows  that  are 
marry 'd  fmell  of  Train-oil  and  Garlick. 

'Biau,  And  yet,  twenty  to  one,  that  is  a  /linking  Con- 
dition you'll  have  a  Defign  to  feduce  fome  poor  doating 
Monfter  or  another  into,  one  Day. 

Tor,  Never,  by  that  Badge  of  Slavery,  his  Beard  there,  j 

:Bmti.  How  that  dear  Proteftation  has  charm'd  me! 

Com.  O'my  Confcitnce  I  my  fclf  could  be  half  recon- 
cii'd  to  her  again  too. 

Tor,  In  fhort,  fo  give  you  one  infallible  Argument,  that 
I  never  will  marry,  I  have  been  marry 'd  already,  that  is^ 
fold :  For  being  the  Daughter  of  a  very  rich  Merchant;, 
who  dying  left  me  the  only  Heirefs  of  an  immenfe  For- 
tune, it  was  my  ill  Luck  to  fall  into  the  Hands  of  Guar- 
dians, that,  to  ipeak  properly,  were  Raskalsj  for  in  a 
fhort  time  they  confpir'd  amongit  them  felves,    and  for 

bafe  Bribes,  betray 'd,  fold,  and  marry 'd  me  to  a Huf. 

band,  that's  all. 

Benu.  In  troth,  and  that's  enough  of  all  Confcience  ; 
But  where  is  tnis  Husband? 

Tor,  Heav'n  be  thanked,  dead  and  bury'd.  Captain, 

Bern,  jimeriy  with  all  my  Heart. 

Cour,  A  Widow,  by  my  Manhood,  a  downright  Baw- 
dy Widow. 

Tor,  what  would  your  Cream-pot  in  the  Country  give 
for  that  Title,  think  you  ? 

Cour,  Not  more  than  I  would,  that  thy  Husband  were 
alive  again,  to  revenge  my  Quarrel  on  thee. 

ISsim, 
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"Beau,  And  what's  to  be  done,  thou  dear  One  ? 

VoY.  Look  upon  me  as  a  Lady  in  diftrefs,  Captain  \  and 
by  the  Honour  of  a  Soldier  confider  on  fome  way  for  my 
Deliverance. 

Beau.  From  what?  Where  is  the  Danger  ? 

Toy.  Every  way  it  threatens  me  :  For  into  the  very 
Hands  my  ill  Fortune  threw  me  before,  has  it  betrayed 
me  again,  Friend. 

Beau.  Hah! 

Toy.  The  Principal  is  an  Uncle,  old,  jealous,  tyrannical, 
and  covetous. 

Beau.  Hell  confound  him  for  it. 

Boy.  My  Fortune  lying  raoft  in  his  Hands,  oblig'd  me 
upon  my  Widowhood  to  give  up  my  felf  again  there  too, 
where  he  has  fecur'd  and  confin'd  me  with  more  Tyran- 
ny, than  if  I  had  been  a  Pris'ner  for  Murder  j  guards  m.e 
Day  and  Night  with  ill-lo<^'d  Rogues,  that  wear  long, 
broad,  terrible  Swords,  and  fland  Centinel  up  and  down 
the  Houfe  with  Mufquetoons  and  Blunderbuffes. 

Cquy.  So,  here's  like  to  be  fome  Mifchief  going  for- 
ward, that's  one  Comfort. 

Tor.  Murder  and  Marriage  are  the  two  dreadful  things 
I  feem  to  be  threamed  with  :  Now  guefs  what  pity  it  is 
that  ever  either  of  thofe  Mifchiefs  fhculd  fall  upon  me. 

Beau.  By  the  gallant  Spirit  that's  in  thee,  Til  fairly  be 
Gibettcd  firft. 

B&r.  No  need  of  chat,  Captain,  neither:  For,  to  fiiew 
you  I  deferve  your  Protediion,  1  have  had  the  Courage  to 
break  Gaol,  run  away,  and  make  my  Efcape  hither^ 
purely  to  keep  my  Word  with  you.  Deal  like  a  Man  ot 
Honour  by  me  j  and  when  the  Storm  that  will  follow  is 
a  little  blown  over,  here's  a  white  Hand  upon't,  I'll  not 
be  ungrateful. 

Benu.  And  in  token  I  believe  thee,  I'll  kifs  it  moft  Re* 
ligioully. 

CouY.  Why  the  Devil  did  I  marry?  Madam,  one  word 
with  you  :  Have  you  never  a  marry 'd  Lady  of  your  Ac- 
quaintance, that's  as  good-natur'd  as  you,  and  would  fain 
be  a  Widow  as  you  are,  too. 

Por,  Why  do  you  a^k.  Sir  ? 

B  4  CoH?i 
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Cour.  Becaufe  I  would  cut  her  Husband's  Throat,  and 
■jnake  her  one  for  my  own  proper  Ufe. 

Tor.  I'll  ask  your  own  Lady,  Sir,  that  Queftion,  next 
^me  I  fee  her,  if  you  pleafe. 

Cour.  Why,  doft  thou  know  her  then  ? 

Tor.  Yes. 

Cour.  Then  I  may  chance  fhortly  to  have  a  fine  time 
on't :  I  have  made  a  pretty  Evening's  Work  of  this,  Hea- 
vens be  prais'd. 

Enter  two  Men  difguud. 

I  Mm.  Run  away  lewdly !  Damnation ! 

^Man.  Look! 

I  Mm.  By  Heav'n,  it  mufl:  be  fhe. 

3.  Man.  The  Men  are  well  arm'd  ? 

1  Man.  No  matter  j   we   muft  carry  her,  or  all's  loft 

2  Man,  I'll  not  (brink  from  you. 

1  Mxn.  That's  well  faid.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  a  Word 
with  you. 

Bean.  With  mc.  Sir? 

I  Man.  Yes. 

Beau.  Court'me,  be  civil  a  little. 

I  Ma3i.  Sir,  it  is  my  Misfortune  to  be  concerned  for 
the  Honour  of  a  Lady  that  has  not  been  altogether  lo 
careful  of  it  her  felf  as  fhe  ought  to  have  been. 

Beau.  I  am  forry  for't,  Sir. 

I  Man.  You  being  a  Gentleman  whole  Chara<3:er  I 
have  had  an  advantagious  Account  of,  I  would  make  it 
my  Petition  to  you,  if  fhe  be  of  your  Acquaintance,  not 
to  engage  your  felf  in  any  thing  that  may  give  me  Occa- 
lion  to  be  your  Enemy. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  fhould  be  highly  glad  of  any  brave  Man*s 
Fricndfhip,  and  fliould  be  troubled  if  I  appear  concern'd 
in  any  thing  that  may  hazard  the  Lofs  of  yours. 

I  Man.  That  Lady,  Sir,  you  talk'd  withal's  — — 

Beau.  My  Millrefs,  Sir. 

1  Man.  Miilrefs! 

BefM.  Yes,  Miflrefs,  Sir :  I  love  her,  doat  on  her,  am* 
damnably  in  love  with  her  t  fhe  is  under  my  Protedion 
too,   and  whenever  there's  Occa/ionj  as  far  as  this  iin- 

ful 
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fill  Body  of  mine  will  bear  me  out  in  it    Til  defend 
her. 

I  Mm.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Beau.  Not  fo  well  as  I  would  do^  Sir, 

1  Man.  What's  her  Name  ? 
'Beau.  A  Secret. 

^      I  Man.  She  muH  along  with  me.  Sir. 
Beau.  No,  that  muft  not  be.  Sir. 

2  Man.  This  Lady,  Sir 

Cour.  You  lie.  Sir Hah! Beaugard! 

[Dfarv,  and  fight.    Vovda.  runs  away  fqueak'tng.    Coiir-- 
tinedifarms  his  Adverfary,  and  comes  up  to  Beaugard.* 

Beau.  Stand  faft,  Ned. 

Cour.  Hold  thy  dead-doing  Hand, 
Thou  Son  of  Slaughter. 

I  MafJ,  Sir,  there  may  come  a  time ■- 

Beau.  When  you'll  learn  Manners. 

1  Man.  And  teach  'em  you  too. 

Cour.  We  are  well  known. 

I  Man.  And  fhalinot  be  forgotten. . 
Come,  Friend  [Exeunt  im  Mm: 

Beau.  Confound  ''em !  This  muft  be  a  Brother,  a  Kinf- 
man,  or  a  Rival,  he  ply'd  me  fo  warmly. 

Cour.  'Tis  a  hard  Cafe,  that  a  Man  cannot  hold  civil 
Correfpondence  with  a  good-natur'd  Female,  but  pre- 
sently fome  hot-headed  Fellow  of  the  Family  or  other, 
runs  horn-mad  with  Jealoufie,  and  fancies  his  Blood 
fmarts  as  often  as  the  Woman's  itches. 

Beau.  This  heroick  Perfon'5  Sifter,  Kinfwoman,  hh 
Miftrefs,  or  what-e'er  (he  he,  is  like  to  get  much  Repu- 
tation by  his  He£loring  and  Quarrelling  for  her^  and  he 
as  much  Honour,  by  being  beaten  for  her. 

Cour.  Nay,  when  Cuckolds  or  Brothers  fight  for  the 
Reputation  of  a  back-fliding  Wife  or  Sifter,  it  is  a  very 
pretty  Undertaking,  doubtlefs.  As  few  Examplej  I  am  a 
Cuckold  now. 

Beau.  All  in  good  time,  Ned^  do  not  be  too  hafty. 

Cour.  And  being  much  troubled  in  Spirit,  meeting  with 
the  Spark  that  has  done  me  the  Honour,  with  a  great 

ckal  of  refpe<a  I  make  my  Addrefs as  thus Ma/i 
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tiobh  Sir,  yoH  have  done  m  the  Iavow  t9  lie  mh  n)^ 
Wife, 

Beau,  Yqtj  well. 

CoHT,  All  I  beg  (fyou,  is,  that  you  •soouUdoyour  hefi  en- 
deavour to  run  me  through  the  Guts  to  Morrow  Morning,  and 
it  will  be  the  greateji  Satisfa^ion  in  the  World. 

Beau.Which  the  good-natur'd  Whore-mafter  does  very 
decently  i  iJo  down  falls  the  Cuckold  at  Barn-tlms,  and 
rifes  again  next  Day  at  Holbom  in  a  Ballad.  But  all  this 
while,  what  iis  become  of  the  Widow,  Ned? 

Cour.  Faith  flie  has  e'en  done  very  wifely,  I  think  5  as 
foon  as  fhe  had  fet  us  together  by  the  Ears,  Ihe  very  fair- 
ly ran  for't. 

Beau,  A  very  noble  Account  of  our  firft  Evening's  En« 
terprife!  But  Pox  on't,  take  Courage}  and  fincc  we  have 
loft  this  Quarry,  let  us  e'en  beat  abc^t  a  little,  and  fee 
what  other  Game  we  can  meet  with. 
Inter  Lucrece  MasWd. 
tucr.  Sir,  Sir!  Captain! 
Cour,  With  you  again,  Beaugard.    Agareho! 
£eafi.  With  me,  my  Miftrefs  ? 
Xuc.  Yes,  with  you,  my  Mafter. 
Cour.  I  wonder  when,  ©'the  Devil's  Name,  it  will 
come  to  my  turn. 

Lfic,  Being  a  particular  Friend  of  yours,  Captain,  I  am 
come  to  tell  you,  the  World  begins  to  talk  very  fcanda- 
loufly  of  you,  Captain. 

Beau.  Look  thee,  Sweetheart,  the  World's  an  Afs,  and 
common  Fame  a  common  Strumpet:  So  long  as  fuch 
pretty  gcod-natur'd  Creatures, as  thou  feemefb  to  be,  think 
but  well  of  me,  let  the  World  be  hang'd,  a6  it  was  once 
drown'd,  if  it  will, 

Luc.  I  muft  let  you  know  foo,  Captain,  that  your 
Love-Intrigues  are  not  fo  clofely  manag'd,  but  that  they 
will  fbortly  grow  the  Subjedl  of  all  the  Satyr  and  Con- 
tempt in  Town;  Your  holding  Converfation  with  a  drag- 
gle-taii'd  Mask,  in  the  Church-Cloy fters,  on  Sunday, 
your  meeting  with  the  very  Scandal  here  again,  this  £- 
veningi  fuflering  your  felf  to  be  impos'd  upon,  aind  jilted 
by  her  3  and  at  laft  running  ^the  hazard  of  a  damnable 

beating 
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beating  by  a  couple  of  plaufible  HeftorJ,  that  made  yo^i 
believe  your  Miftrels  had  Honour  enough  to  be  concern'd 
for. 

B^au.  Really,  my  little  Wolf  in  a  Sheeps  Fleece,  this 
founds  like  very  good  Dodtrincj  but  what  Ufe  muft  I 
make  of  it,  Child  ? 

Lhc.  Methinks,  Captain,  that  Ihould  not  be  fo  hard  to 
find  outj  my  fetting  upon  jou  in  a  Mask  my  felf,  and 
railing  at  the  laft  Woman  that  did  fo  before  me,  might 
eafily  inform  you^I  have  a  certain  Delign  of  trying  whofe 
Heart's  hardeft,  yocrs  or  mine. 

Cour.  Then,  my  little  Mifchief,  you  fhould  not  enter 
the  Lifts  upon  unequal  Term.s,  with  that  black  Armour 
upon  your  Face,  that  makes  you  look  as  dreadfully  as  the 
Black  Knight  in  a  Romance. 

Luc.  Good  Captain,  what's  that  fober  Gentleman's 
Name.^  For  certainly  I  have  feen  him  before  now. 

Beat!,,  His  Name  in  the  Flefh,  my  pr.:try  one,  is  Cour- 
tm  i  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  gocd-catur'd,  and  wicked  e- 
nough  for  thy  purpofe  of  all  Confcience. 

Luc.  CoHYUm  I  Blefs  us  for  ever !  What,  the  Man  that's 
marry'd  I 

Cow.  The  Man  that's  marry'd!  yes,  the  Man  that's 
marry'd.  'Sdeath,  though  I  be  weary  on't,  I  am  not  a- 
fham'd  of  my  Condition.  Why  the  Devil  didft  thou  tell 
her  my  Name.?  I  ftall  never  thrive  with  any  Woman 
that  knows  me.  The  Man  that's  marr)  'd !  'Zounes,  I  sm 
as  fcandalous  as  the  Man  tha/s  to  be  hang'd. 

Liic.  But  you'll  ne'er  be  though:  fo  handfome.  To 
make  few  words  with  you,  Sir,  I  am  cue  that  mean  you 
fairer  play  than  fuch  an  inconltant,  fkkle,  falfe-hearted 
Wanderer  as  you  deferves, 

'Beau.  Then  why  doil  thou  conceal  thy  felf?  Thofe 
whofe  Deligns  are  fair  and  noble,  fcorn  to  hide  their 
Faces:  Therefore  give  m.c  lea.  e  to  tell  tiiec,  Lady,  if  thou 
think'ft  to  make  uie  of  me  only  to  create  fome  Jealouiie 
in  another  Woman,  I  am  no  Initrament  to  be  that  way 
manag'dj  no,  I  am  conflanr,  I- — but  if  thou  lov'll  me — > 

Luc.  Have  you  any  more  Doubts  that  trouble  you? 

^e^it.  None,  by  this  fweet  Body  cf  thine. 

Lm, 
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Luc.  Know  then.  Sir,  it  has  been  my  Misfortune  to 
watch  you,  haunt  you,  and  dog  you  thefe  fix  Months; 
being,  to  my  eternal  Torment,  jealous  of  that  ravenous 
Kite  your  Widow,  your  Widow,  Captain :  Nay,  fince  I 
have  confeft  my  Weaknefs,  know  from  this  Hour  I'll  de-  ■ 
ft  at  all  her  Ambufhes,  all  the  falfe  Baits  fhe  lays  to  en- 
fnare  your  Heart,  'till  I  obtain  the  Victory  of  it  my  felf, 
much  more  my  Due,  in  that  I'm  not  beneath  her  in 
Beauty,  Birth,  or  Fortune,  or  indeed  any  thing  but  her 
Years,  Captain  j  therefore  if  you  have  that  Merit  the 
World  reports  of  you,  make  the  beft  ufe  of  this  prefent 
Advice  j  and  fo  farewell,  'till  you  hear  from  me  further. 

[Exit. 

Beau.  Now  may  I  do  by  my  Miflrefles  as  the  Boys  do 
by  their  Farthings,  huftle  'em  in  a  Hat  together,  and  go 

t^  Heads  or  Taib  for  'em. Hah!  Let  me  never  fee 

Day  again,  if  yonder  be  not  coming  towards  us  the  very 
Ralcal  I  told  thee  of  this  Morning,  our /^«;eAtheifti  now 
will  I  fhew  thee  as  notable  a  Spirit  as  ever  pad  upon  the. 
ignorant  World  for  a  fine  Perfon,  and  a  Philosopher. 

Enter  Daredevil. 
What,  Daredevil,  a  good  Evening  to  thee :  Why,  where 
haft  thou  been,  old  Blafphemy,  thefe  forty  Hours?  I  fhall 
never  be  converted  from  Chrifiianity,    if  thou  dofi:  not , 
mind  thy  Bus'nefs  better. 

Dared.  Been,  quoth  a .'  I  have  been  where  I  have  half 
loft  my  honeft  Senfes,  Man:  Would  any  Body  that  knows 
me,  believe  it?  Let  me  be  bury'd  alive,  if. the  Rogues  of 
the  Parifh  I  live  in  have  not  indidted  me  for  a  Papift. 

Beau.  The  Devil!  a  Papifl! 

Dared.  Pox  on  'em,  a  Papift!  when  the  impudent  Vil- 
lains know,  as  well  as  I  do,  that  I  have  no  Religion 
at  all. 

Cc/ir.  Ko  Religion,  Sir?  Are  you  of  no  Rchglon? 

Dared.  Is  he  an,  honeft  Fellow,  Beaugard} 

Beau.  Oh,  a  very  honefi:  Fellow  5  thou  mayft  truft  him 
with  thy  Damnation,  111  warrant  thee:  Anfwer  hiin,  an- 
fwer  him. 

D^red.  I  never  go  to  Church,  Sir. 

Qmr.  But  what  Religion  arc  you  of? 

Dar^d, 
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2>^rc^.  Of  the  Religion  of  the  Imer-Temple,  the  Com- 
inon-Law  Religion;  I  believe  in  the  Law,  truft  in  the 
Law,  enjoy  what  I  have  by  the  Law :  For  if  fuch  a  Religi- 
ous Gentleman  as  you  are  get  fifty  Pounds  into  my  Debt, 
I  may  go  to  Church  and  pray  'till  my  Heart  akes ;  but 
the  Law  muft  make  you  pay  me  at  laft. 
_  Cour.  'Tis  certainly  the  fear  of  Hell,  and  hopes  of  Hap- 
pinefs,  that  makes  People  live  in  Honefty,  Peace,  and 
Union  one  towards  another. 

Dared.  Fear  of  Hell!  hark  thee,  Beangardi  this  Com- 
panion of  thine,  as  I  apprehend,  is  but  a  fort  of  a  fhallow 
Monfter.  Fear  of  Hell !  No,  Sir,  'tis  fear  of  Hanging., 
"Who  would  not  fteal,  or  do  Murder,  every  time  his  Fin- 
gers itch'd  at  it,  were  it  not  for  fear  of  the  Gallows? 
Do  not  you,  with  all  your  Religion,  fwear  almoft  as  of- 
ten as  you  fpeak?  break  and  prophane  the  Sabbath?  lie 
with  your  Neighbours  Wives?  and  covet  their  Eflates,  if 
they  be  better  than  your  own  ?  Yet  thofe  things  are  for- 
bid by  Religion,  as  well  as  Stealing  and  cutting  of  Throats 
are.  ^  No,  h^d  every  Commandment  but  a  Gibbet  be- 
longing to  it,  I  fhould  not  have  had  four  King's  Evidences 
to  Day  fwear  impudently  I  was  a  Papift,  when  I  was 
never  at  Mafs  yet  fince  I  was  born,  nor  indeed  at  any  o- 
ther  Worfhip  thefe  twenty  Years. 

Cour.  Why  then,  Sir,  between  Man  and  Man,  you  are 
Teally  of  no  Religion .? 

Dared.  May  be  1  am.  Sir;  may  be  I  am  not.  Sir:  When 
you  come  to  know  me  better,  twenty  to  one  but  you'll 
be  better  fatisfy'd.^      - 

Cour.  Does  your  Honour  think  there  m::y  be  a  Devil  ? 

Dared.  I  never  faw  him,  Sir. 

Cour.  Have  you  a  mind  to  fee  him  ? 

Dared.  I'd  go  fifty  Miles  barefoot  to  fee  but  a  Fiend 
that  belonged  to  his  Family. 

Beau.  That's  a  damn'd  Lie,  to  my  Knowledge:  For  I 
faw.  the  Rogue  fo  fcar'd,  that  his  Hair  flood  upright,  but 
at  the  fight  of  a  poor  black  Water-Spaniel,  that  met  him 
in  the  dark  once. 

CQur.  What  think  you  of  Confcience  ? 

Dared. 
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I>md,  1  do  not  think  of  it  at  ail,  ^irj  it  never  tr8i-i 
bles  me. 

Cow.  Did  jtM  ever  do  a  Murder  > 

Dared.  1  won't  tell  you. 

Cour.  Thou  art  the  honefter  Fellow  for  itj  I  love  a 
friendly  Rogue,  that  can  keep  fuch  a  Secret,  at  my  Heart, 

jyared.  Do  you? 

Cour.  Ay. 

Beau.  So,  that's  well  iaid,  now  we'll  to  work  with 
him  prefcntly.  Deft  thou  hear,  Daredevil,  this  honeft 
Friend  of  mine  is  fomething  troubled  in  Spirit,  and  wants 
a  little  of  thy  ghoftly  Advice  in  a  Point  of  Difficulty. 

BAred.  Well,  and  what  is'c?  I  fhall  be  civil,  and  do 
him  all  the  good  I  can. 

Beau.  In  few  words,  he's  marry 'd;  plagu'd,  troubled, 
and  Hag-ridden  by  the  eternally-tormendng  Witchcraft 
of  a  vexatious,  jealous  Familiar,  call'd  a  Wife. 

Dared.  A  Wife!  that  e\^er  any  Fellow  that  has  but 
two  Grains  of  Brains  in  his  Scull,  fliould  give  himfelf  the 
trouble  to  complain  of  a  Wife,  fo  long  as  there  is  Arfe- 
nick  in  the  World  1 

Beau.  Nay,  it  is  a  meer  fhame,  a  fcandalous  fhame, 
when  it  is  fo  cheap  too. 

Cour.  Would  you  have  me  poifon  her  ? 

Dared.  Poifon  her !  ay,  what  would  you  with  her  elfe, 
if  you  are  weary  of  her  ? 

Cour.  But  if  I  Oiould  be  call'd  to  a  terrible  Account  for 
fuch  a  rhing  hereafter ! 

Dared.  Hereatter! ^Crofs  my  Hand  with  a  piece  of 

Silver, that  is  to  fay, give  ine  tliree  Pence, ---^ 

three  Pence,  my  dearert—-— 

Cour.  Well,  and  w  hat  then  ? 

Dared.  Why,  for  that  confiderable  Sum  Til  be  Security 
for  thee,  and  bear  thee  harmleis  for  hereafter;  that's  all 

Beau.  'Faith,  and  cheap  enough  of  all  Confcience. 

Cour.  This  is  the  honeliefl:  Acquaintance  I  ever  m.et 
withal,  Beangard. 

Beau.  Oh,  a  very  honeft  Fellow,  very  honefl-. 

Cour.  Prithee  then,  DaredezH,  if  that  be  thy  Title,  fince 
we  have  fo  happily  met  this  Evening,  let  us  grow  more 
mtimate,  and  cat  and  drink  together. 
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i?^r«^.  Faith  and  troth,  with  all  my  Heart:  Pox  on 
me,  Boy,  but  I  love  Dnnking  mightily  j  and  to  tell  ye 
the  truth  on't,  I  am  never  fo  well  fatisfy'd  in  my  out-of- 
the-way  Principles,  as  when  I  am  drunk,  very  drunk. 
Drunkennefs  h  a  great  Quieiter  of  the  Mind,  a  great 
Soother  of  the  Spirit. 

Beau.  And  fhall  we  be  very  free,  my  little  Atheiftica! 
disbeheving  Dog?  Wilt  thou  open  thy  Heart,  and  fpeak 
very  frankly  of  Matters  that  fhaJl  be  namelefs  ? 

I>fi,red,  Much  may  be  done 5  I  feldom  \i\^  my  Talent, 
1  am  no  Niggard  of  my  Parts  that  way. 

Bmti.  To  tell  thee  a  Secret,  then,  Dare^tvil,  we  two 
are  this  Night,  for  foma  weighty  Confideratibns,  to  ?ive 
a  Treat  to  the  People  of  the  Duke's  Theatre,  after  the 
Play's  done,  upon  their  Stage  j  we  are  to  have  the  Mu- 
fick  too  i  and  the  Ladies,  'tis  hop'd,  will  not  deny  us  the 
Favour  af  their  fair  Company.  Now,  my  dear  Iniquity 
Ihall  we  not,  thinkeft  thou,  if  we  gi\'e  our  Minds  to  it' 
pafs  an  Evening  pleafantly  enough  ?  ' 

T>anL  Rot  me,  with  all  my  Heart:  I  love  the  Proiea 
of  Treating  upon  the  Stage  cxtreamly  too.  But  will 
there,  will  there  be  none  of  the  Poets  there  ?  Some  oi 
the  Poets  are  pretty  Fellows,  very  pretfy  Fellows  i  they 
are  moft  of  'em  my  Difciples  in  their  Hearts,  and  now- 
and  then  ftand  up  for  the  Truth  manfully. 
^  BtAH.  Much  may  happen :  But  ''iXi  the  next  place,  afkj 
Supper  we  have  refolv'd  to  ftorm  a  certain  enchanted 
Caftle,  where  I  apprehend  a  fair  Lady,  newly  entered  into 
League  with  an  honeft  Friend  of  thine,  called  my  ^-X^  is 
kept  a  Pris  ner,  by  an  old,  ill-natur'd,  fharlin^  Dog  m  a 
Manger,  her  Guardian.  Thou  wilt  make  one  at  it  wilt 
thou  not,  my  little  Daredevil? 

Dared.  Dam'  me,  we'll  burn  the  Houfe. 

0;:T.  Dam'me  me.  Sir  ?  Do  you  know  what  you  fey? 
You  beheve  no  fuch  thing.  ^ 

■D^^red.  Words  of  courfe,  Child,  meer  Words  of  courfe: 
We  ufe  a  hundred  of 'em  in  Converfation,  which  are  in- 
deed but  m  the  nature  of  Expletive?,  and  fignifie  nothinc.- 
as.  Dam  me  Sir;  Rot  me,  Str;  Confound  me,  Sir;  which 
purport  no  more  than  So,  Sir,  Jnd,  Sir;  or  Jki.^,  sir',  at 
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the  worft:  For  my  part,  I  always  fpeak  what  I  think? 
no  Man  can  help  thinking  what  he  does  think:  So  it  i- 
fpeak  not  well,  the  Fault's  not  mine. 

Bern.  Diftinguifh'd  like  a  Learned  School-Divine. 

Cour,  When  meet  we  at  the  Play-Houfe  then? 

Darecl.  Before  th^e  Clock  ftrike  Nine. 

Beau,  Where  we'll  have  Mufick,  Women,  Mirth. 

Dared,  And  very  much  good  Wine.  \lxemt. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Beaugard,  Courtine,  and  DaredeviL 

Be^.  T  S  not  this  Living  now?  Who  that  knew  the 
1  Sweets  of  Liberty,  the  uncontrould  Dehghts 
the  Free-man  taftes  of,  Lord  of  his  own  Hours   King  ot: 
his  own  Pleafures,  juft  as  Nature  meant  him  hrltj 
Courted  each  Minute  by  all  his  Appetites, 
Which  he  indulges,  Hke  a  bounteous  Mafter, 
That's  ftill  fupply'd  with  various  full  Enjoyments;. 
And  no  intruding  Cares  make  one  Thought  bitter. 

Dared,  Very  well  this;  this  is  all  but  very  well. 

Cour.  Nay,  not  one  Rub,  to  interrupt  the  Courie 
Of  a  long,  rolling,  gay,  and  wanton  Life. 
Methinksthe  Image  of  it  is  like  a  Laune 
In  a  rich  flow'ry  Vale,  its  Meafure  long, 
Beauteous  its  Profpeft,  and  at  the  End  ,    ^      „ 

A  fhady  peaceflil  Glade  5  where,  when  the  pleafantRace 

is  over. 
We  elide  away,  and  are  at  reft  for  ever. 

Beau.  Who,  that  knew  this,  would  let  himlelf  be  a 
Slave 
To  the  vile  Cuftoms  that  the  World's  debauch  d  m  ? 
Who'd  interrupt  his  needful  Hours  of  Reft,  to  rife  and 
yawn  in  a  Shop  upon  Cornhill'^  Or,  what's  as  bad,  make 
a.  fneaking  Figure  in  a  great  Man's  Chamber,  at  his  n- 
fing  in  a  Morning?  Who  would  play  the  Rogue,  Cheat, ^ 
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Lie,  Flattex,  Bribe,  or  Pimp,  to  raife  an  Eftate  for  a  Block- 
head of  his  own  begetting,  as  he  thinks,  thit  fhall  wafte 
it  as  fcandaloufly  as  his  Father  got  it?  Or  who,  Courtiney 
would  marry,  to  beget  (uch.  a  Blockhead  ? 

Cotir.  No  body  -but  flich  a  Blockhead  as  my  felf.  Beau- 
ganl,  that's  certain  i  but  I  v/ill,  ifpCiLbie,  atone  for  that 
Sin  of  mine  in  the  future  Courfe  of  my  Life,  and  grow 
as  zealous  a  Libertine  as  thou  wouldfl  wiih  tlij  Friend 
to  be. 

Dare^.  Thefe  are  Rogues  that  pretend  to  be  a  Religion 
now !  Well,  all  that  I  fay  is,  Honefl  Atheifm  for  my  Mo- 
ny. 

£eau.  No,  grant  me  while  I  live  the  caf.e  Being  I  am 
at  prefent  poffeft  of^  a  kind,  fair  She,  to  cool  my  Blood, 
and  pamper  my  Imagination  withal  j  an  honeft  Friend  or 
two,  like  thee.  Court  me,  that  I  dare  truft  my  Thoughts  to  j 
generous  Wine,  Health,  Liberty,  and  no  Difhonour ;  and 
when  I  ask  more  of  Fortune,  let  her  e'en  make  a  Beggar 
of  me.  What  fayft  thou  to  this,  Bdredevil?  Is  not  this 
coming  as  near  thy  Dodtrine  as  a  young  Sinner  can  con- 
veniently ? 

Bared,  Nay,  I  have  very  great  Hopes  of  you,  that's  my 
Comfort. 

Cour,  But  v/hy  did  we  part  with  the  Women  £o  ibon  ? 

Beau,  Oh,  Courtine,  Reputation,  Reputation !  I  am  a  young 
Spark,  and  mult  ftand  upon  m^y  Credit,  Friend  j  the  Rogues 
that  cheat  all  the  Week,  and  go  to  Church  in  clean  Bands  o* 
Sunday,  will  advance  no  neceffary  Sums  upon  my  Reve- 
nues elfe,  whea  there  may  be  an  Occaiion:  Befides,  I  have 
a  Father  in  Town,  a  grave,  fober,  ferious  old  Gentleman, 
caird  a  Father. 

Dared.  One  that  will  Drink,  Rant,  Whore,  and  Game, 
and  is  as  full  of  Religion  as  his  worfhipful  Son  here. 

Beau.  Hah! 

Er4er  Father. 

Tath.  Very  well,  very  noble,  truly,  Son !  This  is  the 
Care  you  are  pleafed  to  take  of  my  Family!  Sit  up  all 
Night,  Drink,  Whore,  fpend  your  Eftate,   and  give  your 

Soul  to  the  Devil !  A  very  fine Hickup This  Aqua- 

mirUiiss  and  the  old  Hock  does  not  agree  with  my  Sto- 
mach, Bean* 
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Bern.  Daredevil,  flick  to  me  now,  and  help  me  out  at 
a  dead  lift,  or  I  am  loft  for  ever. -Sir,  I  hope  my  be- 
ing here,  has  not  done  you,  nor  any  Friend  of  yours,  an 
Injury. 

Fath.  Injury!  No,  Sir,  'tis  no  Injury  for  you  to  take 

yourfwillin  Plenty  and  Voluptuoufhefs Hick  up • 

while  your  poor  Father,  Sirrah,  muft  be  contented  to 
drink  paltry  Sack,  with  dry-bon'd,  old,  batter'd  Rogues, 
and  be  thankful.  You  mufl  have  your  fine,  jolly,  young 
Fellows,  and  bonny,  buxom,  brawny-bum'd  Whores,  you 
Dog,  to  revel  v/ith,  and  be  hang'd  to  you,  muft  you  ? 
Sirrah,  you  Rogue^  I  ha'  loft  all  my  Mony. 

£efi4t.  I  am  ferry  for  it.  Sir. 

Fath.  Sorry  fori:.  Sir! Bickup- Is  that  all? 

Dared.  If  thou  art  very  poor,  old  Fellow,  take  a  fwirg- 
ing  Dofe  of  Opinra  and  ileep  upon't  j  'tis  the  beft  thing  in 
the  V/orld  for  old  Gentlernen  that  have  no  Mony.  Or 
wilt  thou  be  good  Company  ?  wilt  thou  fit  down  and 
crack  a  Bottle,  old  Boy?  Hah? 

Fath.  Heh !  crack  a  Bottle ! 

Dared.  Ay,  crack  a  Bottle:  What  fayft  thou  to  that 
comfortable  Propofttlon  ? 

Cour.  Come,  Sir,  here's  your  good  Health,  and  to  your 
better  Fortune. 

Fath.  A  very  honeft  Fellow,  Jack :  Thefe  are  very  ho- 
neft  FelJows.    What  is  your  name,  Friend  ? 

Dared.  My  name  is  Daredevil,  Friend j  of  the  ancient 
Family  of  the  Daredevils  in  the  North,  that  have  not  had 
a  Church  in  then-  Parifti,  Chaplain  in  their  Houfe,  Pray- 
ers Publick  or  Private,  or  Graces  at  Meals,  fince  the  Con- 
queft. 

Fath.  Sir,  I  ha^e  heard  much  of  your  Family;  it  is  a 
very  ancient  Honourable  Family :'  and  I  am  glad  to  find 

my  Son  has  made  choice  of  fuch  Noble  Acquaintance.- 

Sir,  my  Service  to  you. -I  proteft,  a  Cup  of  pretty 

Ciarret,  verry  pretty  Clarret. 

Cour.  And  he  has  top'd  it  ofTas  prettily,  I'll  fay  that  for 
him. 

Fath.  Jack,  I  ha'  loft  all  my  Mony,  Jfuk, 

Bern,  Have  you  been  robb'd.  Sir  ? 
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Taxh.  Robb'd,  Sir!  No,  Mr.  Saucy-face..  I  ha' not  been 
robb'd,  Sir:  but  I  ha*  been  nick'd,  Sir,  and  that's  as  bad. 
Sir.  You  are  a  worthy  Perfon,  and  111  make  jou  my 
Judge. 

Bund.  Come  along  then. 

lath.  The  Main  was  Seven,  and  the  Chance  Fourj  I 
had  juft  thirty  Pound  upon  it,  and  my  laft  Suke ;  The 
Caller  threw,  nothing  came  of  itj  I  chang'd  his  Dice  j  he 
threw  again,  to  as  Httle  purpofe  as  before. 

Dared.  Very  ftrange,  truly. 

Tath,  I  chang'd  his  Dice  again,  he  threw  again :  So  he 
threw,  and  I  chang'd  3  and  I  chang'd,  and  he  tln-ev/,  for 
at  leaft  half  an  Hour  j  till  at  laft- — -Do  you  mark  me?— - 
the  Dice  powd'ring  out  of  the  Box 

Bared.  That's  plain. 

Tath.  One  of 'em  trips  againfl:  the  Foot  of  a  Candlcflick, 
and  up  comes  two  Deuces,  two  Deuces,  Sir,  do  you  hear? 
And  fo  I  loft  my  Mony.  No,  Sir,  I  was  not  robb'd,  Sirj 
but  I  loft  it  upon  two  Deuces :  and  that  was  lb  hard  For- 
tune, that  I'll  hold  you,  or  any  Man  living,  fifty  pound 
to  ten,  that  he  does  not  throw  two  Deuces  before  Sevea 
again. 

Bared.  Two  Deuces  afore  Seven !  Two  Deuces  are  not 
to  be  thrown,  Sir,  not  to  be  thrown. 

Beau.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  fo  rich,  Sir. 

"Fath,  Rich,  quoth  'a!  Prithee  be  quiet,  I  am  not  worth 
a  Shilling,  Man.  But,  Sir,  here  you  are  a  Lord  at  large, 
enjoy  your  Drink  and  your  Drabs,  lit  up  all  Night  in  the 
fulncfs  of  Iniquity,  with  worthy  Efquire  Baredevil  of  the 
North  here,  with  a  Pox  to  you  j  whilft  I  muft  be  kept 
without  a  Shilling  in  my  Pocket. But,  Sir, 

Beau.  Sir,  I  fent  you  a  hundred  Pound  yefterday  Morn- 
ing. 

Fath.  Well,  Sirrah,  and  I  have  had  ill  Luck,  and  loft 
it  all:  What  then? 

^  Beau.  Sir,  to  avoid  Difpute,  fhall  I  make  one  Propofi- 
tion  to  you? 

Fath.  Heh!  With  all  my  Heart.  Look  you,  ^acky- 
boy,  I  am  not  againft  thy  taking  thy  moderate  Diverli^ 
<His,  fo  long  as  1  fee  thou  kcepeft  good  Company,  neither. 

But 
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But fneak  what  Ready-mony  thou  haft  into  my  Hand, 

and  fend  me  the  reft  oF  t'  other  Hundred  to  my  Lodging. 

'BtPiu.  Do  you  think  it  reafonable,  that  as  often  as  two 
Deuces  are  thrown  befor:  Seven,  I  muft  advance  a  hun- 
dred Pound  to  make  che  Devil's  Bones  rattle,  Sir  ? 

Tath.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  Rebel  j  and  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart  to  cut  your  Throat.    Sir,  have  you  e'er  a  Father? 

Dand.  No,  Sir, 

Tcith.  No,  Sir? 

lypLred.  No,  Sir  5  I  broke  his  Heart  long  ago,  before  I 
came  to  be  at  Years  of  Difcretion :  I  hate  all  Fathers,  and 
always  did. 

Teith.  Oh  Lord!  Hark  you,  Sir,  what's  that  Fellow's 
Profeflion  ? 

Cour.  Oh,  an  Atheift,  Sir  3  he  believes  neither  God  nor 
the  Devil. 

'Enth.  'Sbud,  I'll  bruftle  up  to  him.  Are  you  an  Atheift, 
Fellow?  hoh? 

Dared.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  an  Atheift. 

Tath.  And  what  think  you  will  become  of  you  when 
you  die?  hoh? 

Bared.  I  fhall  be  buried  fix  Foot  under  Ground,  to  pre- 
vent ftinking,  and  there  grow  rotten, 

Tath.  Oh  Lord! 

Dared.  If  I  chance  to  be  hang'd,  being  a  lufty  Sinewy 
Fellow,  the  Corporation  of  Barber-Chirurgeons,  may  be, 
beg  me  for  an  Anatomy,  to  fet  up  in  their  Hall.  I  don't 
take  much  care  of  my  felf  while  I  ami  living  -,  and  when 
I  am  dead,  whatever  happens  to  me  will  never  trouble  me. 

Tath.  No  more  to  be  faid  j  my  Son's  in  a  very  hope- 
ful way  to  be  damn'd,  that's  one  Comfort.  Impudent 
Rogue!  You  keep  Company  with  the  Devils  Relident! 
You  converfe  with  Foreign  Minifters,  and  deny  your  Fa- 
ther a  little  dirty  Mony !  Fogh,  Poltroon ! 

Beau.  This  is  very  hard.  Sir;  But  if  Ten  Guineas  will 
do  you  any  Service 

Tath.  Ten  Guineas?  Let  me  fee 5  ten  Guineas  are  a 
pretty  little  pidling  Su.-n,  that's  the  truth  on't:  But  what 
will  it  do,  Jacky-hoy  ?  Serve,  may  be,  to  play  at  Tick- 
tack  in  an  Afternoon,  three  Hits  up  for  a  Piece,  or  fa; 
but  when  will  that  recover  my  Hundred  again?  Tea 
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Guinea's!  Pox  o'  thv  Ten  Guinea's. Well,  let  me  fee 

the  Ten  Guinea's  though, let  me  fee  *em  a  little. . 

Jeick)-hoj,    Jacky,  Jack, You  ha'  drunk  damnable 

hard  to  Night,  you  Rogue  j   you  are  a  drunken  Dog,   I 

believe Han't  you  had  a  Whore  too,    Jacky} , 

c  e  e You'll  get  the  Pox,  Sirrah,  and  then But  if 

thou  doft,  I  know  a  very  able  Fellow,  an  old  Acquaintance 
of  mine Ten  Guinea's,  Jacky! 

Bexu.  There  they  are,  Sir;  and  long  may  they  laft  you' 

Tath.  Make  'em  Twenty,  Jacky-Toguc ; you  Plump- 

cheek'd,  Merry-ey'd  Rogue,  make  'em  tAventy make 

'cm  fifteen  then Jacky-hoy,  yacky,Jack,-.~..Do  faith. 

Beau.  Upon  my  Dyty,  you  have  ftripp'd  me.  Sir. 

Tath.  Then  do  you  hear.  Friend,  you  Atheift,  that  are 
fo  free  of  your  Soul  ?  let  us  fee  if  you  dare  venture  a  little 
of  your  Mony  now- — Come  [Dram  out  a  Box  and  Dice. 
Seven's  the  Main:  I'll  hold  you  ten  Pounds  to  two,  two 
Deuces  does  not  come  before  Seven. 

Beau.  At  him,  Daredevily  Beggar  him  once  more,  and 
then  we  Ihall  be  rid  of  him. 

Dared.  Done,  Sir,  donej  down  with  your  Mony. 

Tath.  Here,  you  Blafphemous  Dog. Doft  thou  love 

Hazard  > 

Dared.  Dearly,  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart,  Sir. 

Tath.  I  love  thee  the  better  for't:  Come  alon^^— Seven-- 

Dared.  Right. 

Tath.  Seven.  [Thro-a^s  two  Deuces 

Dared.  Two  Deuces! You  ha'  loft,  Sir. 

Tath.  Dam'  me,  Sir,  lay  your  Hand  upon  my  Mony! 

Dared.  Dam'  me,  Sir,  'tis  my  Mony  5  I  won  it  fairly. 

Beau.  Now,  CQurtme,  now 

Cour.  Now  look  to't,  Atheift' 

F<?^.  Sonof  a  Whore,  you  lie.  Thus  to  my  Hat  I 
fweep  the  yellow  Scoundrels,  and  drav/  my  Sword  in 
witnefs  th'are  my  own. 

Dared.  Nay  then  I'll 

Cour.  Hold,  Sirs,  no  drawing  Swords,  no  Quarrellmg. 

Dared.  I  am  glad  on't,  with  aJl  my  Hearty  for  though 
I  am  not  much  alraid  of  the  Devil,  I  hate  adrawnSwerd 
mortally. 

Beau.  Good  Sir- —  j^^^y 
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:Fath,  Stand  off. Dogj,  Atbcifts  win  my  Mony!«— « 

Rafcal, Good  morrow.  [Exit. 

Be  AH.  Till  nest  time  two  Deuces  come  before  Seven  5 
and  then  I  am  fui"e  to  fee  or  hear  from  you  again  inM- 
libly. 

Cour.  How  dod  thoD  intend  to  difpofe  of  this  wild,  ex- 
travagant, old  Father  of  thine,  Beaugard? 

Beau.  I  hope  to  find  him  run  fo  far  in  Debt  withia 
this  Fortnight,  that  to  avoid  the  Calamity,  he  fhall  be 
forced  to  compound  with  me  for  his  Freedom,  and  be 
contented  with  a  comfortable  Annuity  in  the  Country; 
that's  all  my  hopes  of  him. 

Cour.  Which  he'll  fell  in  one  Quarter  of  a  Year,  and 
return  to  old  Lcmdon  again,  for  t'other  Game  at  Hazard, 

Beau.  No,  like  a  wife  Guardian,  I'll  take  care  of  the 
contrary,  lay  it  too  far  out  of  his  reach,  and  tie  it  too 
faft  for  him.  Why  how  now,  Daredevil  What,  in  tha- 
dumps?  'Tis  an  unruly  old  Gentleman,  but  yet  he  has 
fome  Religion  in  him.  Daredevil. 

Dared.  Yes,  Pox  on  him,  to  cheat  mc  of  my  Mony, 
'TIS  well  he  was  your  Father,  Sir. 

Cour.  Why? 

Dared.  Had  he  been  my  own,  by  thele  Hilts  I  would 
have  faw'd  his  old  Windpipe  afunder  upon  the  Spot.  Rob 
me  of  my  Right! 

Cour.  Does  he  love  Fighting  fo  well  then  ?  I  thought 
moft  of  your  Atheifts  had  not  much  car'd  for  that  imper- 
tinent Exercife, 

Dared.  'Tis  a  little  impertinent,  that  Til  grant  you,  for 
honeft  Fellows  to  fall  out,  fquabble,  and  cut  one  anothers 
Throats,  to  fpoil  good  Company:  But  when  my  Ho- 
nour's injur'd 

Beau.  Then,  I  know,  thou  art  implacable.  But  for  a 
fcoli(h  trifling  Sum  of  Mony 

Dared.  Tralh,  trafli,  Dunghil,  and  Filthinefs!  I  giv« 
it  away  to  my  Wenches  and  my  Servants  j  we  part  with 
it  to  every  Body,  upon  all  Occafions.  He  that  values  Mo- 
ny, deferves  never  to  have  the  Benefit  of  it. 

Beau.  A  very  noble  Fragment  of  Philofophy.  Bat,  Cour- 
tme,  the  Morning  is  new  rifen  again,  and  I  have  receiv'd 

IntclU- 
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Jnteliigence  this  Night,  by  a  certain  Miniilcr  I  keep  for 
fuch  Offices,  where  my  poor  diftrcfled  Widow  \z  held  in 
Durance :  If  thou  thinkeft  there  may  be  any  Hopes  for 
thee  upon  the  Coafl:  I  am  bound  for,  let  us  embarque  to- 
gether, and  good  Luck  attend  us. 

CouY.  No,  I  have  other  Projeds  o'  foot:  Marriage  has 
crack'd  my  Credit  £o,  that  no  body  that  knows  my  Con- 
dition cares  to  dwell  with  me:  Therefore  I  am  refolv'd 
to  fet  out  for  new  Difcoveries,  and  try  how  I  can  thrive 
where  my  Name's  a  Stranger. 

Bmn,  What,  this  Morning ! 

Cour,  This  very  Morning:  Fortified  with  Bourdsaux,  as 
lam,  will  I  ifTue  forth  i  and  let  all  ftragling  Wives,  Wi- 
dows, and  Virgins  have  a  care  of  their  Cargo's. 

Beau.  Nobly  refolv'd,  and  good  Fortune  guide  thee^ 
Thou,  Daredevil,  wilt  not  part  with  me  i  thou  art  more, 
a  Friend  than  to  leave  thy  Difciple,  when  there  is  good 
iubilantial  Sinning  like  to  go  forward.  May  be  we  may 
do  a  Murder  before  we  part  3  fomething  that  h  very 
wicked  we'll  not  fail  of. 

Bared.  With  all  my  Heart;  ht  us  fire  a  Houfe  or  two,' 
poifcn  a  Conftable  and  all  his  Watch,  ravifh  fix  Cinder-- 
women,  and  kill  a  Beadle.  " 

Beau,  Shall  we  do  all  this  ? 

Bared.  Do't!  I'll  do't  my  felf. 

Bean.  Thou  art  the  very  Spirit  of  Iniquity. 
Tjiter  iootman, 

Fo&tm.  Sir,  C^L^tain  Bsau^ard. 

Beau.  With  me.  Friend? 

Toot.  Sir,  there  is  a  Mask'd  Lady,  in  a  Chair,  at  the 
Corner  of  th^  Street,  defires  a  Word  with  you  initantlv 

Beau.  Tell  her,  I'm  her  VaUal,  and  will  wait  on  her 
this  Moment.    Courtine,  good  morrow. 

Cour.  Gone  already? 

Be^.  Trading  comes  in,  Friend,  and  I  muft  mind  my 
Calling,  th2t sail,  uillom,  Baredevil. 
^  Bared.  Friend,  farewel  to  thee;  if  either  of  us  are  run 
tnrough  tlie  Lungs,  or  fl.ot  in  the  Head,  before  we  meet 
again  let  us  hear  from  one  another  out  of  the  Lower 
World,  how  matters  go  there,  and  what  Eateitainment 
Aheyg:veus.  -  -         ^ 
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CouY.  You  fhall  find  me  a  very  civil  Correfpondent,  Sir- 

Tfured.  Farewel. 

Cour.  The  fame  good  Willi  to  you,  Sir.  Nov/  will  I 
©ut  into  the  middle  of  the  Street,  pUy  at  Blind- mans-buff 
by  my  felf,  turn  three  times  round,  and  catch  who  I  can. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street.    Enter  Be!iUg2iTd  and 
Daredevil. 

Beau.  This  fhould  be  the  Place,  and  yet  I  fee  no  Chair. 

Bared.  Then  let  us  fall  to  Mifchief. 

Beau.  Prithee  a  little  Patience,  tho'  it  be  a  Vertuc,  dear 
Temptation. 

Enter  another  Footman. 

Tootm.  Sir,  is  your  name  Captain  Beaugard? 

Beau.  Yes,  my  dear  Mercury,  I  am  the  happy  Man. 

Tootm.  Then,  Sir,  this  Lettei-  is  for  you. 

Beau.  Stay  till  I  read  it.  Friend. 

Tootm.  Sir,  it  requires  no  Anfwer. 

Beau.  What  jilts  Trick  now! Sir, to  meet  m 

with  your  Swords  in  your  Hands  this  Morning,  behind  the  Cor- 
ner Houfecf By  my  Stars,  a  Challenge  from  the  ter- 
magant Sparks  that  fell  upon  us  laft  Night.  Why,  what  a 
deal  of  Love  and  Honour  have  I  lipon  my  Hands  now  ? 
Daredevil,  thou  canft  fight  ? 

Dared.  Why,  is  there  any  occafion  ? 

Beau.  Only  a  Challenge,  Daredevil,  that's  all;  See, 
there's  a  Breakfaft  for  thee,  if  thou  haft  any  St-omach  to'r. 

Dared.  Idle  Rogues,  Rafcals,  Hedors !  Never  mind 'cm  5 
hang  'em,  thefe  are  fome  hungry  Varlets  that  want 
Dinners  i  kt  us  break  the  next  Windows,  and  never  think 
on't. 

Enter  fix  Rujfians. 

1  Ruf.  Thefe  are  our  Quarry  j  be  fure  we  feife  'em 
both.     Is  the  Coach  ready  ? 

2  Ruf.  At  the  next  Corner. 

I  Ruf.  Fall  on  then.     Sir,  you  are  our  Prifoner. 

Beau.  Villains!  Rogues!  Thieves!  Murder!  Thieves! 
Rafcals,  you'll  not  murder  me  ? 

I  Ruf.  Nay,  Sir,  no  noifc,  no  fhugling,  as  you  tender 
your  Safety. 

Beau 
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Btmti.  Daredevil,  Dog,  Coward,  draw  thy  Sword  and 
refcue  me. 

Dared.  I  am  terrify 'd,  amazed  ^  fome  Judgment  for  my 
Sins  is  fallen  upon  me 5  alas,  I  am  in  Bonds  too!  Have 
mercy  on  my  Soul,  and  don'c  flay  me.  Gentlemen. 

Beau.  Damnation !  Blinded !  Rafcals,  Villains,  Ruffians  \ 
Murder! 

Dared.  Oh  Daredevil,  Daredevil,  what  will  become  of 
thee !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Theodore  a^id  Gratian. 

Theod.  This  Generoiiry  makes  good  thy  Charadler, 
That  thou  art  the  bravcft  Man,  and  truell  Friend. 
How  fhall  I  deferve  this  from  thee  ? 

Grat.  I  fliould  be  unjuft,  both  to  my  felf,  and  the  dear 
Mem'ry  of  thy  Noble  Brother,  whofe  Friendlhip  was  fo 
dear  to  me,  fhould  my  true  Sword  be  idle  in  thy  Caufe. 
Belides,  the  Love  v/hich  I  profefs  to  Forcia,  tdh  me  a 
Rival  mufr  not  tamely  carry  her. 

Theod.  She  is  thy  Right:  hfly  dying  Brotlier,  her  fbon-^ 
forgotten  Husband, 

But  thy  remember  a  Friend,  with  his  laft  Breath  thus  told  mc  j 
I  have  a  Friend,  Gratian,  the  Man  my  Heart 
Has  cherifh'd  moftj  we  trom  our  Youth  were  Rivals 
For  my  dear  P(?r£:/^ ;  Tell  him,  if  I  die,        jr 
I  left  her  to  him,  as  the  deareft  Legacy 
I  could  bequeath :  Bid  him  be  tender  of  her. 
For  fhell  deferve  it  from  him. Would  Ihe  did. 

Grat.  Heav'n  knows,  it  is  my  Carfe,fpite  of  her  Scox-n, 
to  love  her  even  to  Madnefs  j  nor  fhall  this  Man  of  War, 
this  French-hvcd  Hero,  win  her  with  nothing  but  his  Cap 
and  Feather:  I  wonder  he's  not  come  yer. 

Theod.  I  have  heard  the  Man  is  Gallant  j  but  in  honefty, 
as  thou  art  my  Friend,  I  wirti  thou  wouldH  h:;ar  good 
Counfel. 

Grat.  Thine  muft  be  Noble. 

Theod.  I'd  have  thee  think  no  more  of  this  proud  Woman, 

Grat.  I  wifh  'twere  pofTiblc. 

Theod  Their  Sex  is  one  grofs  Cheat,  their  wily  Study 
How  to  deceive,  betray,  and  ruin  Man : 
They  have  it  by  Tradition  from  their  Mothers, 

V'^^-"-  S  Which 
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"Which  they  improve  each  Day,  and  grow  more  exquifite. 
Their  Panting,  Patching,  all  their  Chamber-arts, 
And  publick  Affedations,  are  but  Tricks 
To  draw  fond  Men  into  that  Snare,  their  Love, 
Grat.  Would  this  could  cure  mine. 
Theod.  V/hcn  we're  caught  faft,  'tis  then  they  fhew 
their  Natures, 
Grow  haughty,  proud,  to  vex  the  Wretch  they've  conquer 'd  j 
Tho'  the  fame  Hour  they  glance  abroad  for  new  Ones. 
Let  but  2.  Woman  know  you're  once  her  Slave, 
Give  her  once  Teftimony  that  you  love  her, 
She'll  always  be  thy  Torment,  Jilt,  defign. 
And  pradile  Ends  upon  thy  honeft  Nature  j 
So  ftrong  is  their  Antipathy  to  Truth. 
Grat.  But  let  a  Fool — - 
Theod.  Oh  give  'em  but  a  Fool, 
A  fenfelefs,  noiiie,  gay,  bold,  briftling  Blockhead, 
A  Rafcal  with  a  Feather,  and  Cravat- firing, 
No  Brains  in's  Head  ;  a  vain,  pert,  empty  Rogue, 
That  can  prune,  dance,  lifp,  or  lie  very  much, 
They're  loft  for  ever:  They'll  give  all  they  have 

To  Fools,  or  for  'em. 

Grat.  But,  my  Friend,  this  granted. 
Grant  Torcift  this,  and  more,  as  fhe's  the  Reli£l 
Of  thy  dear  Brother,  and  my  valu'd  Friend, 
The  Injury  flie  brings  upon  thy  Honour 
Muft  not  be  flighted  ^  and  that's  my  Caufe  now. 
Theod.  There  thou  o'ercom.'ft  me:  Still  our  Men  of 
Mettle 
Delay  their  Time  j  the  Day  grows  late  j  let's  walk 
Down  by  von'  Wall  j  may  be  they  have  mifs'd  the  Place : 
Beiides,  I  tancy  Company  is  coming  this  way,  and  we 

may  be  prevented. 
Methinks  I  would  not  lofe  fo  fine  a  Morning,  and  do  no- 
thing. 
Crett.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Sylvia  and  Lucretia. 
Sylv.  Oh  Lucrece,  'twas  the  Pangs  of  Jealoufie,  curft 
Jealoufie,  that  brought  me  hither. 
Lu€.  Where  lodg'd  you  then  laft  Night? 

Sjlv, 
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Sylv.  Here,  in  this  Houfe,  my  Coufin  Torcias  Houfe : 
I  met  her  late  laft  Night,  jufl  as  I  alighted,  harraft  with 
my  Journey,  and  the  Caufe  of  it:  Had  fhe  not  took  pity 
of  me,  Heav'n  knows  how  my  Perplexities  would  have 
difpofed  me ! 

Luc.  What,  in  this  Houfe? 

Sylv.  Here,  in  this  very  Houfe. 

Luc.  I'm  glad  I  know  it  j  I'll  take  fuch  care,  it  fhall 
not  he  long  a  Secret. 

Syh.  The  Garden  opening  thus  upon  the  Fields,  invi- 
ted me  to  take  the  Morning-air  here ;  for  Sleep's  a  GueH: 
that  ftays  but  little  ivith  me.     Why  fighefl  thou,  Lucrece  ? 

Luc.  I'm  thinking  why  my  Coulin  ^orcia  fhould  chufe 
this  Refidence. 

Sylv.  'Tis  for  a  Lover,  Lucrece  \  Beaugard  courts  her,  a 
Friend  and  lewd  Companion  of  my  faife  Husband's. 

Luc.  I  know  him  but  too  well. 

Sylv.  Why,  doll  thou  love  him?  . 

Luc.  So  much,  that  I  can  neither  eat,  drink,  nor  fleep 
in  peace,  for  the  tormenting  Thoughts  of  him. 

Sylv.  By  Heav'ns,  I  pity  thee.  Oh  have  a  care  of  Mar- 
riage, Lucrece,  Marriage;  'twill  be  thy  Bane,  and  ruin 
thee  for  ever.  Marriage  Ipoils  Faces  j  How  I  look  with 
Marriage  I 

Luc.  I  fee  no  change. 

Sylv.  No  change!  I  have  not  fiept  fix  Nights  in  pcac«f 
fmce  the  curft  Day  I  wedded. 

Luc.  Will  then  a  Husband  fpoil  ones  Sleep  fo  fadly? 

Sylv.  A  Husband's,  Lucrece,  like  his  Wedding- Clothes^ 
Worn  gay  a  Week,  but  then  he  throws  'em  oiT, 
And  with  'em  too  the  Lover :  Then  his  Days 
Grow  gay  abroad,  and  his  Nights  dull  at  homer 
He  lyes  whole  Months  by  thy  poor  longing  Side- 
Heavy  and  ufelefs,  comes  faint  and  loth  to  Bed, 
Turns  him  about,  grunts,  fnores:  and  that's  a  Husbana, 

Luc.  Is  Courtine  fuch  a  one  ? 

Sylv.  'Tis  pain  to  tell  thee  the  Life  I  lead  with  him. 

He's  colder  to  me,  than  Adamant  to  Fire;   but  let  hhn 

loofe  amongft  my  Kitchen-Furniture,   my  Maids,  ncfcr 

was  feen  fo  termagant  a  Towz,er ;  Ik  lo^'e?  a  naity,  foiil- 

C  X  fed, 
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-'^ted,  fulfoftie  Drab,  and  fcorns  the  tender  Joys  my  Arms 
invite  him  to.  To  be  defpis'd  at  that  rate,  fo  diflionour'd, 
liiakes  me  even  curfe  the  Chance  that  made  me  Woman: 
•%ould  I  had  been  any  Creature  elfe. See  yonder,  yon- 

.  .-der  he  comes:  Thy  Mask,  thy  Mask,  dear  Lucrece. 

Luc,  Fareweli  Til  away,  and  leave  ye  fairly  both  toge- 

-ther,  l^""^- 

Enter  Gourtine. 
Cour.  What,  fly  thy  Ground,  faint  Soldier!  How,  ano- 
-■therl  Nay  then  'twas  nobly  done  5  two  to  one  had  beea 
^Odds  eife:  Had  it  not,  pretty  one? 
Syh.  Why,  who  are  you,  Sir? 

^O/^.  E'en  a  wandring  Knight,  that  have  forfaken  my 
:  Caftle  in  the  Country,  and  am  come  up  to  Town  for 
■  Preferment  truly, 

..Sylv.  And  one  would  think  fo  proper,  lufty,  a  weli- 
inade  Fellow  as  you  are  fhould  not  be  long  out  of  Em- 
ployment. 

Ceur.  Doft  thou  know  me,  my  DeareiT? 
£ylv.  No. 
Cour.  Then  I  am  fure  thou  canfi:  have  no  Exception  a- 

^ainft  me.  ,.   ,    r    ,       , 

Syh.  But  fuppofe  I  had  a  Mmd  to  a  little  farther  Ac- 
quaintance with  you ;  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  Why,  then  thou  may 'ft  reafonably  fuppofe  that 
Til  make  no  evil  Ufeof  thy  good  Inclimtions  3  Faith  there 
are  very  pretty  Gardens    hereabouts,     let  us  commit   a 
Trefpafs  for  once,  break  into  one  of  'em,  and  roll  a  Ga- 
...inomilc-walk  together  this  Morning. 
Syh.  Oh  Lord,  Sir  ! 
^Cour.  She's. GO ming  already. 

Syh.  If  I  fhould  let  you  make  advantage  of  my  Weak- 
'  Befs  now,  you  would  be  faife  afterwards,  forfake  me,  and 
/  break  my  Heart,  ,     o         ,     . 

^'Cour.  Pretty  Fool !  What  mnocent  Scruples  (he  makes! 
^Syh.  Have  you  no  other Miftrefs  already?  have  you  no 
i  Engagements  that  will  return  hereafter  upon  your  Heart 
to  my  Prejudice? 
iCour.  Shall  I  fwear  ? 
^vAd'c  But  han't  you  triily? 
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Cour.  If  1  have,  may   that   blue   Mountain^  over  ou^ 
Heads  there,  fall  down  and  crufh  me  like  a  pelted  Toad- 

Syh^.  To  fhevv  you  then  that  I  deferve  your  Faith 

Cquy.  V/hat  wilt  thou  fhew  me? 

S)lv,  A  Face  which  I  am  not  afham'd  of,  though  you'll 
perhaps  be  fcandaliz'd  when  you  fee  it. 

CouY.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  am  though,   fo  it  prove 
rK)t  very  horrible  indeed. 

Sylv.  What  think  you  tlien,  Sir,  is  it  flich  a  one  as  you 
loci'd  for  ? 

Cour,  My  own  Wife ! 

S^h\  Yes,  thy  unhappy  Wife, 
Thou  falfe,  deceitful,  perjur'd,  fhamelefs  Wretch: 
Have  I  deferv'd  this  from  thee  ? 

Com.  Pox  confound  her. 

{lakes  cut  a  Book  and  falls  ta  readmg, 

Sylv.  Is  this  the  Recompenfe  of  all  my  Love  r 
Did  I  beftow  my  Fortune  on  thy  Wants, 
Humble  my  felf  to  be  thy  Dove-like  Wife  ? 
And  is  this  all  I'm  worth? » 

CoHT.  Wealth  is  a  great 
Provocative  to  am'rous  heatj  {Readi, 

For  what  is  worth  in  any  thing, 
But  fo  much  Mony  as  'twill  bring  ? 
HuMras,  Part  the  Second,' Camo  the  Firft. 

Syh.  Patience  dire£^  me!  have  I  wrought  my  Nature 
To  utmoll:  Sufferance,  and  moll:  low  Contentment, 
Set  my  poor  Heart  to  cares !  have  I  been  bleft 
With  Children  by  thee:  to  be  left  with  fcorn, 
Caft  off,  negleded,  and  abandon'd  vilely  ? 

Speak,  is  not  this  hard  Ufage  ? 

Conr.  Umph! 

Syh.  Umph!  what's  Umph! 

Cour.  Umph,  that's  I,  Chilis  Umph  is  I,  I,  I,  ray 
Dear. 

Sylv.  Death!  death  and  torments!  Cut  my  wretched 
Throat,  don't  treat  me  thus :  By  Heav'a  I'll  bear't  no 
longer. 

Cour,  No  more. 
Sylv.  I  have  done.  Sir.. 

C  5  Cour 
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Cour.  "What  do  you  at  London! 

Sylv,  Is  it  a  fault  to  follow  what  Tm  fond  of! 

Cour.  Can't  I  enjoy  my  Pleafures,  take  my  Freedonis, 
but  you  muft  come,  and  fpoil  the  high-feafbn'd  Difh,  witli 
your  iniipid  whining  fenfelefs  Jealoufie  ? 

Sylv.  Prithee  forgive  me. 

Cour.  Where  did  you  lodge  laft  Night? 

Sylv.  Here  with  a  Kinfwoman, 
May  be  you  know  her  not ;  her  Name  is  TorcU. 

Ccur.  Death !  Beaugard's  Widow !  now  I  am  tindy  fitted. 
What,  at  this  Houfe  ? 

Sylv.  This  very  Houfe ;  that  Door 
Opens  into  the  Garden,  let  us  walk  there  j 
Won't  you  go  with  me,  Courtine  f 

Cour.  No. 

Sylv.  Prithee  do,  Love. 
Don't  be  thus  cruel  to  me. 

Cour.  Then  promife  one  thing, 
And  may  be  my  good  Nature  fhall  be  wrought  upon. 

Sylv.  I'll  grant  thee  any  thing  5  fpeak,  try  m'Obedience, 

Cour.  Then  promife  me,  that  during  our  Abode 
In  this  fweet  Town,  which  1  love  very  dearly, 
That  let  me  ramble,  fteer  what  courfc  I  will, 
Keep  what  late  Hours,  and  as  I  pleafc  employ  'cm. 
That  you'll  be  ftill  an  humble,  civil  Doxy, 
And  pry  into  no  Secret  to  dift«rb  me. 

Sylv.  Well,  'tis  all  granted. 

Cour.  On  then,  I'll  be  dutifil. 

Sylv.  Enter  you  firft. 

Cour.  No. 

Sylv.  Oh,  then  you'll  forfake  me; 
You  feek  but  opportunity  again  to  leave  me. 

Cour,  Well,  fince  I  am  trapt  thus, 
Like  a  poor  Beall  that  wanted  better  Pafture, 
There  is  no  Replevin,  and  1  muft  to  Pound.         [2xsmt. 
Enter  Theodoret,  Gratian  and  Lucretia. 

Theo-d.  What,  in  this  Houfe } 

Luc.  Here,  in  this  very  Houfe ; 
My  Coulin  Sylvia,  Courtme\  jealous  Wife, 
Coming  to  Town,  lodg'd  with  her  here  laft  Night. 

The^d. 
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Theod.  No  more,  I  guefs  the  caufe  we're  difappointed . 
Do  thou  go,  Gratian,  multer  v/hat  Friends  'tis  polTiblci 
I'll  try  my  Intereft  tc'_\;  well  ftorm  your  Fortrefs, 
Enchanted  Lady,  tuo-gh  yojr  Giant  guard  it. 

S  C  E  N  E    changes  to  the  Infide  of  a  Tery  fair 
Houfe^  adorn'  d  vjith  rich  turmttire  and  Lights, 

I.nter  Ruffia,m,  with  Beaugard  ^«.// Daredevil. 

:Beau.  Dogs!  Rafcals!  Villains!  how  do  you  intend  to 
deal  with  us? 

I  Rtij.  Much  better  than  your  Language  has  deferv'd, 
JJir.  [They  urMind  'eri%. 

Beau.  Sii-s,for  this  noble  U%e,  had  I  a  Svv-ordorPiftol 
sbout  me,  I  would  reward  ye  mofr  amply, 

[They  all  bow  and  mthdrayv. 
A  Plague  of  your  Civility!  where  the  Devil  are  we? 

Dared,  Where  are  we,  quotha!  why,  we  are  in  a  Palace 
Man,  prithee  look  about  thee  a  little. 

Beau.  By  Heav'n  here's  a  Paradife  j  hark  Daredevil ! 
Muiick  too ! 

Dared.  I'll  be  hang'd  if  'tis  not  a  bawdy  Dan cing- School ; 
Ibme  better  Whores  than  ordinary  defigning  a  private 
Bullum  rar.cum,  have  pitch 'd  upon  our  two  proper  Per- 
fons  for  the  bus'nefsj  we  are  like  to  have  afwingingtime 
on't,  Bsaugard. 

Beau.  A  Plague  o'your  Cowardife  !  you  were  whining 
and  praying  juft  now,  and  be  hang'd  to  you. 

Dared.  1  praying!  prithee  be  quiet  Man,  I  never  pray'd 
in  my  Life,  nor  ever  will  pray:  Praying  quotha!  that*s 
a  merry  Jeft  with  all  my  Heart. 

Beau.  Impudent  Poltroon!  he  faid  two  dozen  of  Tater- 
Nojiers  within  this  half  Hour,  and  every  jolt  the  Coach 
gave  was  afraid  the  Devil  would  have  torn  him  to  pieces. 

Dared.  Odd  I  like  this  Contrivance  very  v^ell :  Look, 
Beaugard,  what  comes  yonder?  'sheart,  two  Devils  in 
Petticoats,  how  my  Guts  ihrink  together! 


Diier 
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Enter  tvpo  Biack  Women.  ,  , 

Bcau:  Heyday!  Lady  Blackamores!  nay  t&en  we  arc 
certainly  enchanted.  What  are  you  two,  Maids  of  Ho- 
rour  to  the  Queen  of  Pomonkey?  and  is  this  one  of  her 
Palaces?  Not  a  Word! 

Dared.  How  I  long  now  to  be  familiar  vnxh  one  of 
thole  Sooty-fac'd  Harlots!  I  would  beget  a  chopping 
Black  Son  of  a  Whore  upon  her,  in  defiance  to  the  Prince 
of  Darlinef?. 

Enter  a  Bivarf. 

Eeau.  What,  another  too  of  the  fame  Complexion  ? 
this  mule  be  her  Majefty's  Page. 

Dc.red.  A  Pimp,  I'll  warrant  him  j  he's  fo  very  little, 
pert,  and  dapper,  the  Rogue  looks  as  if  he  could  infinuate 
himfelf  through  a  Key-hole, 

iJ-i^drf.  Welcome,  tliou  beft-lov'd  Man  of  the  fair  World. 

Ecau.  Well,  Sir,  and  what's  the  Service  you  have  in 
order  to  command  me  ? 

Dwarf.  My  Orders  are  to  lead  you  to  repoie  in  a  rich 
Bed  prepared  for  Reft  and  Love. 

Dared.  I  faid  it  was  a  Pimp  3  what  a  fmooth'd-tongu'd 
little  Rafcal  'tis  ? 

Beat4.  A  very  pretty  fort  of  an  Amufement  this  :"  But 
prithee  young  Dom'tne,  why  to  Bed ?  'tis  but  now  Day, 
and  the  Sun  newly  rifen  j  for  1  have  not  been  a-bed  all  Night, 
my  little  Monfterj  I  know  how  the  time  goes.  Child. 

Dmxrf.  Such  are  the  Orders  of  the  Power  I  ferve. 
For  you  are  come  a  long  unmeafurablc  Journey. 

BAved.  Hah!  . 

Djif^rf.  Drawn  by  wing*d  Horfes  through  the  untrafl 
Air. 

Beau.  A.  Pox  upon  thee  for  a  little,  black,  lying,  wcll- 
inftrudcd  Rafcal  j  but  fince  it  is  the  Cuftom  of  the  Place, 
and  my  laft  Night's  Fatigue  requires  it, .  I'll  accept  of  the 
Offer,  and  difpenfe  with  an  Hour  or  two  of  Sleep  to  fit 
me  for  better  Exercife  when  I  wake  again. 

[Sits  down  in  a  Chair  to  be  undreji. 

Dared.  Drawn  by  wing'd  Horfes  through  the  Air,  faid 
he !  if  tliis  Ihouldbe  true  now,  what  would  become  of  us ! 

Methought 
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Methought  indeed  the  Coach  whew'd  it  away  a  littk 
fafter  than  ordinary. 

[While  Beaugard  is  undrejfmg  the  tm  Black  Wsmm  dance. 

Beau.  A  very  notable  Entertainment  truly,    and  your 

little  Black  Ladyfhips  have  tript  it  moft  featly. 

[The  Women  (idiance  tovartis  him. 

What,  and  muft  you  take  charge  of  me  now! With 

all  my  Heart.     Daredevil  farewel  to  thee  -,   but  that  I  am 
in  hopes  of  a  better,  I'd  invite  thee  for  a  Bedfellow. 

[Women  lead  in  Beaugard. 

Dared.  Bedfellow,  quotha!  would  I  were  a-bed  with 
any  Bedfellow  that  I  was  fure  had  but  Flefh  and  Bones 
about  him. 

Droarf.  Come,  Sir,  you  are  my  Charge. 

Dared.  I  hope  your  little  Impfhip  will  be  civil  to  me: 
Pray,  Sir,  what  Place  is  this  ? 

Dvarf.  A  Chryftal  Caftle  built  by  Enchantment  in  a 
Land  unknown  to  any  but  the  Fair  One  that  commands 
it :  The  Spirits  of  the  Air  keep  guard  about  it,  and  all 
obey  her  Charms. 

Dared.  Oh  Lord!  and  what  Religion  is  the  Lady 
of? 

Dt»arf.  That's  a  Secret,  you'il  know  more  here- 
after. 

Dared.  Lead  on  then:  Now  in  the  lower  World,  whence 
I  come  lately,  were  this  but  known,  . 

HoTii>  would  the  Tate  in  Ballad  be  lamented^ 
Of  Daredevil  the  Athelfl,  that's  Enchanted. 


A  C  T   IV.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Gratian  itvd  Theodoret. 

Grat.  'np  H  E  S  E  are  your  Men  of  Honour  now :  I  ae- 
X  ver  knew  a  bluftering,  roaring,  fwafhing 
Spark,  that,  at  the  bottom,  was  good  for  any  thing. 
■  Theod.  Your  &ux  Braves  always  put  on  a  fhew  of  more 
Courage  than  ordinary  j  as  your  beggarly  half-Gentlemen 
C  f  always 
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always  wear  tawdry  and  finer  Cloaths  than  their  Fortune 

will  afford 'em.  .         •      u     tr    n. 

Gmt.  But,  to  lye  conceald  in  private  in  the  Houie 

with  her!  ^.  ,         .       ,      nr 

Theod.  Dam'  her,  (he's  a  Proftitutej  has  given  her  lelt 

already  to  his  Arms.  r  r      u  . 

Gr(it.  Yet,  Til  warrant  you,  (he  has  an  Excule  tor  that 

too,  if  it  be  foj  as,  Alas!  you  know,  Woman  is  but  a 

weak  Veflel.  ^ , ,  t^      ,  t     • 

Theod.  A  Pox  o'the  weaknefs  of  her  Veflcl!  Dam  her! 
Would  my  Sword  were  in  her  Throat!  But  will  our 
Friends  be  ready  ?  i    , ,  t-  n         u 

Grat.  Moft  pundually.  It  was  an  odd  old  Fellow,  that, 
which  we  met  with.  Was  he  certainly  Bemgard's  Fa- 
ther? 

Theod.  No  body  can  fv/ear  that,  for  his  Mother  was  a 
Woman ;  but  that  merry-conceited  old  Gentleman  has  the 
honour  of  it:  He  has  the  Title,  but  whofe  was  the  Pro- 
perty, that  I  dare  not  determine. 

Crat.  I  hope  he'll  be  as  good  as  his  Word  with  us. 

Theod.  It  wiU  not  be  amifs  if  it  prove  fo.  See,  here 
he  comes  too> 

Enter  Father  and  Fourbine. 

lath.  You  lie,  you  Dogi  you  Scanderbeg  Varlet,  you 
He.  Do  not  I  know  that  he  fate  up  all  Night  with  a 
Confort  of  Whore-maiters  and  Harlots  5  and  have  you 
the  Impudence  to  tell  me  he  is  not  at  Home?  Do  not  I 
know,  you  Villain,  that,  after  a  Debauch,  he  wnll  out-fnore 
a  Jleetfireet-Con^2h\e  and  all  his  Watch,  for  fix  Hours; 
ind  dare  you  tell  me,  he  is  not  at  home,  you  Cater- 
pillar ? 

lour.  Upon  the  word  of  a  true  Vakt  de  Chambre,  Sir,  I 
deal  finccrely  and  honeftly  with  you. 

¥ath.  No  more  to  be  faid :  But,  Sirrah,  do  you  take 
Notice  in  his  Behalf,  and  tell  him,  he  (ball  pay  for  thisj 
pay  for  it,  do  you  hear  you  Mongril?  Fob  me  off  with 
ten  ftinking  Ouineas,  when  I  had  loft  a  hundred !  Fiends 
and  Furies,  111  not  bear  it.  Good  Morrow  my  little 
Thttiider-boUsl  What  fay  you,  my  tiny  ferace  of  Blundcr- 

DuUes? 
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quffes  ?  can  I  be  ferviceable  ?  fhall  we  about  the  Bufincfs 
while  it  is  pradlicable?  hah  ? 

Theod.  Have  you  confider'd  of  it  throughly,  Sir? 

F/j//?.  Trouble  thy  Head  no  farther  3  I'll  do't,  my  Dar- 
ling. 

ihtod.  Have  you  confider'd,  Sir,  that  (he  is  your  Son's 
Miftrefs? 

Tath.  So  much  the  better  flillj  I'll  fvvinge  her  the 
ftoutlier,  for  alienating  h's  Affecftions  from  his  natural  Fa- 
ther. 

Gri^t.  But  fuppofe  you  fliould  meet  him  too  therein  her 
Defence,  Sir? 

Tath.  Still  better  and  beuer,  and  better  for  that  very 
reaioni  for  I  would  fwinge  him  too  with  much  father- 
ly Difciplinc,  and  teach  him  the  Duty  which  a  Son,  with 
a  great  deal  of  Mony,  owes  an  honeH:  old  Daddy,  that 
has  none. 

Theod.  Very  piouHy  refolv'd,  this 3  that's  th^  truth  on'f. 
Bur,  Sir,  I  would  hare  you  fatisfy'd  into  the  Bargain, 
that  this  will  be  no  trifling  matter.  No  Boys  Play,  old 
Tdbury. 

Fath.  Boys  Play,  Sir!  Sir,  I  can  fight,  Sir:  Though  I 
am  an  old  Fellow,  I  have  a  Fox  by  my  lide  here,  that 
will  fnarl  upon  Occaiion.  Boys  Play !  I  don't  underlland 
yiour  Boys  Play,  Sir 

Theod.  I  would  not  have  you  take  my  Plainncfs  ill,  Sir : 
I  only  hinted  it,  to  deal  with  you  according  to  an  old 
falhion  of  Sincerity,  which  Iprofefs:  Sir.  I  hope  you  are 
not  offended  at  it, 

Fath.  Then,  to  reclifie  all  Miftakae,  let  us  fairly  have  a 
Breakiart,  hoc  Momenta,  I  have  a  fort  of  gnawing  Cou- 
rage, that  when  it  is  provok'd,  always  gives  me  a  Sto- 
mach to  a  fa  oury  Bit,  and  a  cheerful  Bottle.  I  hate  to 
be  run  through  the  Guts,  with  nothing  in  'era  to  keep  the 
Wind  out. 

Grat,  Very  well  propos'd,  I  think  j  for  y/e  have  more 
FrienJs  to  meet  \;ls  at  a  Tavern  hard  by  here,  v/here  we 
intend  to  willi  our  Enu:rprile  well  in  a  bonny  Bottle  or 
two,  and  then  about  it  as  cheerfully  as  we  can. 

Ffith. 
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tath.  Very  well  faid,  that:  This  is  a  pretty  Fellow,  Tft 
warsant  him.     Now,  if  my  Rebel  be  run  through  the 
Midriffin  this  bufmefs,  I  am  the  next  Heir  at  Law,  and 
the  two  rhoufand   Pounds   a  Year  is  my  own,  declitro. 
Come  along  my  little  Spit-fires. 
Nom  allons. 
Brave  fir ippens. 
S'msff  avoir  ou  Nous  allons. 
Six  Bumpers  in  a  Hand  to  him  that  drills  the  firfl  Whore- 
Mafler  through  the  fmall  Guts. 

<^rat.  We'll  pledge  it  heartily,  Sir. 

Fath.  You  are  both  my  ho«eft  Boys,  my  beft  Children , 

march  along  then  bravely  and  boldly. 1  muft  borrow 

Mony  of  thefe  FelloWs  before  I  part  with  'em.    Nofn  aU 

Ims,  Brave  Jirippons.  {Bxeunt. 

tnter  Courtine. 

Cour.  Oh  the  unconfcionable  Importunity  of  an  unfe- 
VDury,  phlegmatick,  cold,  infipid  Wife!  By  this  good  Day, 
flTe  has  kifs'd  me  'till  I  am  downright  lick  5  I  have  had  fo 
jftuch  of  her,  that  I  Ihall  have  no  Stomach  to  the  Sex  » 
gain  this  Fortnight. 

l.nter  Sylvia. 

Sylv.  My  Deareft,  pray  my  Dearefl,  don't  thus  leave 
iiTe :  By  this  kind  Kifs  I  beg  it. 

Cour.  Oh,  the  Devil  I 

Sylv.  Look  kindly  on  mej  fpeak  to  me.— — 

Com.  Plague  intollerable! 

Sylv.  Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  love  you  with  fuch  fondnefs/ 
Pray  fpeak. 

Cour.  I  cannot. 

Sylv.  Why?  an't  you  well? 

Cour.  Oh,  there's  a  iudden  Faintnefs  comes  o'er  my 
Spirits!  Oh,  I'm  very  Tick!  Leave  fne,  if  thou  lov'ft  me, 
ftand  off,  and  give  me  Air  5  I  die  elfe.    Oh  h! — — 

Sylv.  I'll  kifs  thee  then  to  Life  again. 

Coar.  Stand  off,  I  fay  j  I'll  not  be  ftifled !  Murder!  Help  ! 
Murder  i  Help ! 

5y':;.Ill-natur'd  Tyrant! 

CoHr,  Good-natur'd  Devils!  Kifs,  i'th'  Devil's  Name!—- 

Sylv. 
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Sylv,  Come  near  me,  Husband. 

Cour.  Come  not  near  me,  Wife.  How  I  am  tortur'df--.- 

Sylv.  You  muft  be  kindj  indeed,  my  dear,  you  mufi. 

Cour.  Indeed,  my  deax,  by  your  good  Leave,  I  fha'not. 
Damnation ! 

Sylv.  You  long  to  be  rid  of  me  again. 

Cour.  That  I  do  mofl:  mightily  j  but  how  to  bring  it  a- 
bout,  if  I  know,  I  am  a  Rafcal !  Oh !  Oh ! 

Sylv.  What's  the  matter,  Dearee  ? 

Cour.  Oh,  I  am  fick  again  of  the  fudden !  Give  me  the 
Chair  there:  Oh!  my  Heart  beats,  and  my  Head  fwims' 
Oh!  oh! 

Sylv.  Alas,  I  fear  y*are  very  fick  indeed !  if  my  poor 
Lovee  fliould  die,  what  will  become  of  me ! 

Coi4r.  A  Plague  o'  your  whining !  Would  I  were  well 
out  of  the  Houfe  once  I 

Sylv.  Shall  I  fetch  thee  ibme  Cordial,  my  dearefl  Love, 
my  Joy?  Speak  to  me;  fhall  I? 

0)Hr.  Ay  if  thou  wilt,  my  Jewel.   lEx'tt  Svlv.]  Jewel 

quotha! what  a  plague's  this :  Hufh,  is  fhegone? 

Now  for  a  convenient  Balcony  to  venture  the  breaking 

of  a  Neck  at. 

^nter  Tage, 

^(ige.  Sir,  Sir,  a  word  with  you. 

Couri.  With  me.  Sweetheart  j  thy  Bufinefs? 

Tfiige.  A  Lady,  Sir,  that  dog'd  you  hither  this  Morn- 
ing  

CoHr.  A  Lady ! 

Tage.  Yes,  a  Lady,  Sir, 

Com.  Hift :  Get  you  in,  you  little  Monkey  ;  skip,  fculk, 

or  you'll  fpoil  all  elfe, Here's  the  Uefled  Comfort  of 

a  Wife  again  now :- — Oh,  oh  I [fix.  Vage. 

Biter  Sylvia. 

Sylv.  Howis't,  my  Bleffing?  Here,  take  tfeis:  Heav'n 
guard  thee. 

Cour.  From  thy  confounded  troublefome  Company,  if 
itbepoffible.  [Drinks, 

Sylv.  How  is't,  my  Dearee  ? 

Cour.  If  J  had  a  little  more  on't,  I>earee, 
Sylv,  rirfee  what's  left,  my  Joy. 

C6Hr» 


6^  The  Atheist:  Or, 

CoHY.  Do,  prithee  do,  my  Joy  then,  Joy  in  the  Devirs 
Name.  [£A;.Sylv, 

Hift,  Sirrah  Page,  come  hither. 

Enter  Fage. 
Page.  Is  your  Lady  gone,  Sir?  ,       /, 

Cour.  Yes :  But  what  News  of  the  other  Lady,  my 
tru^y  Mercury^ 

Page.  She's  now  below.  Sir;  and  delires  to  lee  you. 
Cour,  Is  fhe  young?  handfome? 
Page,  I  can't  tell  that,  Sirj  but  il^e's  rare  and  fine. 
Cmr.  Are  her  Cloaths  rich? 

Pa^e.  Oh  Sir,  all  Gold  and  Silver;  with  a  deep  Point 
Jh'mgim  Ihangum  over  her  Shoulders :  And  then  flie 
fmells  as  fweet  as  my  Lady's  DreiTing-Box. 

Cour.  Fly  little  Spright,  and  tell  her,  I'm  impatient: 

tell  her'  I'll  wait  on  her  within  a  Moment :  Tell  her 

Page.  But  Sir 

Cour,  Be  gone,  be  gone,  you  Knave,  or  you  11  be  caugnt 
clfe.     Oh!  ,  lEx.Page. 

Enter  Sylvia. 
Sylv.  Here's  all  that's  left,  my  Heart. 
Cour.  I  am  forry  for  it,  it  is  very  comfortable.  [DrMi.l 
Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Sylv.  What  ails  my  Life? 

Cour.  Oh,  I  have  a  horrid  Tremor  upon  my  Heart!  tis 
the  old  Palpitation  I  us'd  to  be  troubl'd  with,  return'd  a- 

gain.    Oh,  if  I  were  but 

i'y/x-.  Where,  Love? 

Cour,  Oh!  but  in  a  condition  to  go  abroad,  there  is  an 
able  Fellow  of  my  Acquaintance,  that  always  us'd  to  re- 
lieve me  in  this  Extremity. 

Sylv.  Where  does  he  live?  I'll  take  a  Coach  my  felf, 

and  go  to  him.  ^,  ,  ,  •  ^ 

Cour.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  know.' Oh!  tis  a  vaU 

way  oSt. ^Oh!  now  it  kills  me  again. 

Sylv.  I  fnall  not  think  it  fo,  when  it  is  my  Duty. 

Cour.  That's  but  too  kind,  my  Sweeteftj  though,  if  I 
had  but  one  Bottle  of  his  Elixir. 

Sylv.  How  is  it  call'd  ? 

Cour.  Specimen  VitA. 

3yh, 
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Sylv.  Specimen  Vit A? 

Cour.  Ay,  Specimen  Viu :  'tis  a  damn'd  hard  Name,  but 
it  is  very  good. 

Sylv.  Where  is't  he  lives  then  ?  Prithee  let  me  go  thi- 
ther. 

Cour.  Oh,  'tis  a  horrid  way  off!  Befides,  it  would  trou- 
ble me  now,  in  this  condition,  to  be  Co  long  without 
thee. 

Sylv.  Prithee  let  me  go. 

Cour.  Why,  'tis  as  far  as  Grub-fireet  Child,  zs  Grub- 
ftreet? 

Sylv.  I'll  be  back  again  inflantly. 

Cour.  1  had  rather^  indeed,  thou  fhouldft  go  thy  felf, 
than  fend  a  Mefienger,  becaufe  the  bulmefs  will  be  done 
more  carefully. 

Sylv.  How's  the  Diretfiion  then  ? 

CoHr.  In  Gr;u?-ftrset,  Child,  at  the  Sign  of  the  Sun  anJ 
Thdnix,  I  think  it  is,  there  lives  a  Chymift  j  ask  for  him, 
and  in  my  Name  deiire  a  Bottle  of  his  Specimen  Vitd.  Oh! 

Sylv.  Specimen  V:t<i? 

Cour.  Ay,  Specmten  VitA Til  try  in  the  mean  time  if 

I  can  walk  about  tlie  Room,  and  divert  the  tenor  of  my 
Fits.  ^ 

Sylv,  Heav'ns  blefs  my  deareft  Dearee. 

Cour.  Thank  you,  my  only  Joy.  — -  Would  in  the  De- 
vil's Name  fne  were  gone  once,  and  had  her  Guts  full 
of  that  Quzck's  Specimen  Vita. 

Sylv.  You'll  be  careful  of  your  felf.  Child  ? 

Cour.  As  careful  as  I  can.  Child. 

Sylv.  Gud  b'w'y  Cour  tee. 

Cour.  B'w'y  my  Sylvce. Oh,  oh!  [Exit  Sylvia. 

Enter  Page. 
Is  fhe  gone  ? 

Tage.  Yes,  Sir. 

Cour.  Where's  the  Lady  ? 

Fage.  Herej  juft  entring  up  the  Back-Srairs. 
Lady  appears  at  the  Boyr. 

Cour.  Ivkdam,  this  Honour  dciic  your  v,  orthlefs  Ser-, 
vant— » 


$4         77;^  Atheist:  Or^ 

Enter  Sylvia. 
•    Syhi.  Oh,  my  dear  Heart,    I  had  forgot  my  Wages. 
Pray  Courtee,  kifs  me  before  I  go. 

■    Cow.  Confound  her,  come  agaia!    Oh,  my    Love!  I 
have  made  hard  fhift  to  crawl  to  the  Door  here. 

Sylv.  Who's  that  behind  you  ? 

Cour,  Nothing  but  a  Page,  come  to  know  if  I  wanted 
any  thing.     A  Plague  of  her  Hawks  Eyes ! 

Sylv.  Gud  b'w'y  my  dear  eft  Love. 

Cottr.  Gud  b'w'y  my  Joy. 

Sylv.  Nay,  give  me  another.     B'w'y  Courtee. 

Cour.  B'w'y  Sylvee.-- — So,  is  fhe  gone  again? — ^— The 
Devil  take  me,  if  thou  interrupteft  me  any  more. 

[Locks  the  Boor  after  her. 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Is  that  your  Lady,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  Yes  5  but  I  hope  you'll  not  think  the  worfe  of 
mc,  pretty  One,  for  keeping  a  Wife  Company  now  and 
then,  for  want  of  better. 

Lady.  Can  you  be  fo  kind,  Sir,  not  to  forget  me  ?  Do 
you  remember  me  ftill,  Captain  i 

O^Hr.  Remember  thee,  Child!  Is  it  poflible  for  that 

Face  to  be  ever  bictted  out  of  my  Memory! Though, 

the  Devil  eat  me,  if  ever  I  faw  it  before,  to  the  beft  of 
my  Knowledge. 

Lady.  Where  is  your  Lady  gone,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  To  Grtib-fireet,  Jewel,  for  fome  Sfectmen  VUa. 

Lady.  Specimen  Vitd,  Sir!  Oh  dear,  whats  that? 

Cour.  Oh,  come  but  quietly  into  the  Hext  Room,  and 
I  will  •fhev.v  thee  what  Specimen  VitA  is  prefently. 

Lady.  You  may,  perhaps,  think  Urange  of  this  Freedom 
I  take  with  you,  Sir. 

Cmr.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Child  j  it  fhews  thy  Genero- 

fity. 1  We  her  now,  for  underftanding  her  Bulinefs, 

and  coming  clofe  to  the  matter  quickly. 

Lady.  But,  Sir,  prefuming  on  your  Quondam  Favours 
to  me,  I  am  come  to  beg  your  Advice  in  a  matter  of 
La.w,  which  I  am  at  prcfent  involv'd  in  :  and  ii  you 
plealie— • 

CQHr. 
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Cour.  To  retire  a  little  in  private? Oh,  thou  couldft 

not  have  picked  out  fuch  another  Man  for  thy  purpofe :  I 
am,  may  be,  the  bell:  Lavvyer  in  the  ^yor]d  for  Chamber- 
praftice.    And  if  I    do  not  find  out  the  Merits  of  thy 

Caufe  as  foon  as 

Lady.  Really,  you  are  fo  good-naturM 

Cour.  Grub-ftreet  and  Specimen  ViiA,  quotha  f  tfe  that  has 
the  Palpitation  of  the  Heart,  and  an  armful  of  thi*  won't 
cure  him.  let  him  die  upon  a  Dunghill,  and  be  bury'd  in 

a  Ditch,  I  fay. This  i&  the  rareft  Adventure. 

lExemt  Courtine  and  the  Ludy, 

The  SCENE  changes  to  a  Bed- Chamber, 

Enter  Beaugard  in,  as  Dre^ng  hiwfelf. 

Beau.  Heigho !  Heigho !  Boy,  Imp,  where  art  thou  ? 

Dwarf .  Here:  Your  Pleafure ?  What's  your  Pleafure,  Sir? 

Beau.  What  is't  o'  Clock,  Boy  ? 

Dwarf .  Sir,  in  your  World,  by  Computation,  I  guefs  it 
may  be  Afternoon. 

Beau.  A  very  pretty  little  Rafcal,  this ;  and  a  very  ex- 
traordinary way  of  Proceeding,  I  am  treated  withal  here : 
I  have  been  a-bed,  'tis  true,  but  the  Devil  a  wink  of  found 
Reft  came  near  my  Senfes  all  the  while j  but  broken 
Slumbers,  Dreams,  Starts,  and  fprawling  from  one  fide  to 
the  other,  in  hopes  the  fair  Unknown  that  keeps  this  Ca- 
ftle  might  have  been  fo  good-natur'd  to  have  given  a 
Stranger  a  Vifit.  This  can  be  no  lefs  than  fome  Roman- 
tick  defign  of  the  little  Fairy,  that  threatned  fhe  would 
cheat  the  Widow  of  me:  Now  will  I,  for  once,  if  fhe 
does  attempt  me,  put  on  that  monftrous  Vertue,  call'd 

Self-denial,  and  be  damnably  conftant. What,  Mufick 

again !  This  is  a  merry  Region,  I'll  iay  that  for  it,  where 
ever  it  be.    Boy ! 

Dwarf.  Did  you  call.  Sir  ? 

Beau.  My  Cloaths,  Monfter^  my  Veftments:  I  hace  a 
Difhabilee  mortally;  I  long  to  be  rigg'd,  that  I  may  be 
fit  for  A(5lion,  if  Occafioa  fhould  grelent  it  felf. 

[Dwarf  drejfes  him. ' 
A 
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A    S  O  N  G. 

I. 

Welcome  Mortal  to  this  place, 

Whei-e  fmiling  Fate  did  fend  thee: 

Snatch  thy  happy  Minutes,  as  they  pafs ; 

Who  knows  hoDP  few  attend  thee ! 

IL 

Floods  of  Joy  about  thee  roul. 
And  flow  in  endlefs  meafure. 
X>ip  thy  WifJ^es  deep,  a'^d  fill  thy  Soul 
With  Draughts  of  every  Fie  afire, 

III. 

Feafi  thy  Heart  with  Love's  Befire, 
Thy  Eyes  with  Beauty  s  Charms : 
With  Imaginations  fan  the  Fire, 
Thenflifle  it  in  thy  Arms.. 

Toryjince  Life's  a  flippery  Guefl, 
Whofe  flight  can't  be  prevented '^ 
Treat  it,  wh'dfl  it  flays  here,  with  the  heft^ 
And  then  'twill  go  contented, 

V. 
Comeym  that  attend  on  our  Goddefs'  Wdl^ 

Andfprinkle  the  Ground 

With  Perfumes  around; 
Shew  him  your  Duty,  andfljew  us  your  Skill, 

Enter  four  Black  Women,  that  dance  to  the  Tame 
Meafure  of  the  Song,  and  fprinkle  Sweets. 

Circle  him  with  Charms, 
And  raife  in  his  Heart 
Such  Alarms, 
As  Capid  ne'er  wrought  by  the  Power  of  his  Dttrt. 


They 
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They  dance  round  him. 

Till  all  his  Veins  mth  a  tender  Defire, 
And  then  pew  a  Beauty  t^fei  'em  a-Jire; 
'Till  kind  panting  Breafis  to  his  Wound  (lie  apply y 
Then  on  thofe  vhite  Pillows  of  Love  let  him  die. 

[The  Dance  ends, 

Bern.  Faith,  and  with  all  my  Heart ;  for  I  am  weary 
ofthelingringDifeafe,  and  long  totafte  my  Mortality  moft 
mightily.  Hah!  A  Banquet  too,  uilier'd  in  by  a  couple 
oi Cupids!  \T-(co  Cupids  run  in  a  Table  fumijh'd:]  Pretty 
innocent  Contrivance!  Well,  here's  no  fear  of  ftarving, 
that's  one  Comfort.  Now,  my  dear  Muficians,  would 
ye  be  but  as  good  as  your  word,  and  fhew  me  the  Beauty 

you  have  fo  prepar'd  me  for! But  then,   my  Widow! 

my  dear,  generous,  noble-hearted  Widow !  She  that  loves 
Liberty  as  I  do.  She  that  defies  Matrimony  as  1  do  too. 
Shall  I  turn  Recreant,  and  be  falfe  to  her  ?  Ah  Daredevil^ 
Daredevil!  How  I  want  thee  to  help  me  out  in  this  Cafe 
of  Confcience  a  Uttle ! 

Enter  Daredevil. 

Dared.  Beaugard,  where  art  thou  ? 

Beau.  Ah  dear  Damnation !  I  was  jufl  now  heartily 
wifliing  for  thee. 

Dared.  Such  News!  fuch  Tidings!  fuch  a  Difcovery! 

Beau.  Hah !  What's  the  matter,  Man  ?— - 

Dared.  Only  fix  and  fifty  Virgins  apiece  for  us,  that's 
all  i  pretty  little  blufhing  opening  Buds,  you  Rogue,  that 
ne^^er  had  fo  much  as  a  blaft  of  Mafculine  Breath  upon 
them  yet.— -What's  here?  A  Banquet  ready?  Nay,  then  I 
am  iatisfy'd.  Never  were  Heroes  fo  inchanted  as  we  are. 

Beau.  But  where  are  the  Virgins,  Daredevil  i  the  Vir- 
gins ! 

Dared.  There's  only  one  of 'em,  Child  5  only  onej 

but  fuch  a  one,  my  Soldier. 

Beau.  Is  there  but  one  then  ? 

Dared.  That's  no  matter,  Manj  I'll  be  contented  till 
thou  haft  done  with  her :  I  hate  a  new  Conveniency  that 

was 
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was  never  praftifed  upon ;  'ris  like  a  new  Shoe  that  wes 
never  worn,  wrings  and  hurts  ones  Foot  bafely  and  fcur- 
vily.     I  love  my  eafe,  I. 

Beau.  But  is  ihe  very  Lovely? 

Bared.  Such  a  Swinger,  you  Dog!  fhe'ii  make  thy 
Heart  bound  like  a  Tennis  Ball,  at  the  iight  of  her :  with 
a  Majeftick  ftately  Shape  and  Motion. 

Beau    WeH. 

Bared.  A  Lovely,  AngcHcal,   Commanding  Face. 

Bvau.  By  Heav'ns. 

Bared.  With  two  Triumphanti  Rolling,  Murdering 
Eyes,^  that  fwear  at  you  ev'ry  time  you  look  upon  h^r. 

Beau.  Stand  off,  ftand  off,  I  fay  5  flip's  mine  this  Mi- 
Bete.    But  thcH  again,  my  Widow ! 

Enter  a  Lady  Mask'd, 
Hah! Mask'd  too,  when  the  Devil  (hall  I  fee  a  Wo- 
man with  her  own  natural  Face  again  ?  Madam 

Zady.  Be  pleas'd.  Sir,  to  repofe  your  felf  a  little  3  there 
is  a  fmall  Account,  Sir,  to  be  adjufted  betwixt  you  and  L 
Where  are  my  Servants  ?  Who  is  it  waits  there  ? 

[Several  Meri  Vizatded,  and  Arm^d,  appear  at  the  Doors. 

Beau.  What  the  Devil  can  be  the  meaning  of  tliis  now-? 
I  am  not  to  be  murdered,  I  hope,  after  all  this  Ceremo- 
ny and  Preparation. 

Bared.  Murder'd,  in  the  Devil's  Name  ?  Here  is  great 
fear  of  being  murdered,  truly. 

Lady.  Come  Sir,  fit  down  Sir. 

Beau.  Madam,  I'll  obey  you. 

Lady.  I  doubt  not.  Sir,  but  fince  your  coming  hither. 
You  are  much  furpris'd,  and  wonder  at  your  Treatment. 

Bared.  So,  now  the  Fardle's  opened,  we  fhall  fee  what 
B  in  it. 

Beau.  Madam,  't  has  been  fo  very  highly  generous- — 

Lady.  That  you  are  prepar'd  with  Compliments  to  pay 
me  for  it. 
But,  Sir,  fuch  Coyn's  adulterate  and  bafe : 
I  muft  have  honeft  Dealing  from  your  Heart. 

B/irea.  Swear  to  her,  fwear  to  her  a  little,  Man  j  pour 
out  a  Bufhel'  of  Gaths  upon  her  inftantly :  Swear,  fwear, 
if  thou  wilt  do  any  good  upon  her. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  I  know  my  Rival. 

Btdti.  Ay, 'tis  fo,  juft  fbjuft  as  I  thought  5  my  poor  Vfi- 
dow  wil]  run  a  damnable  hazard  of  lofing  this  fweetPer- 
fon  of  mine,  if  I  do  not  take  abundance  ^  care  in  the 
bufitrefs.  Here  are  Rogues  on  each  hand,  with  Blunder- 
bufles  too.    I  fhall  be  raviih'd. 

Lady.  She,  by  her  Arts, 
And  the  good  Fortune  to  have  firfl:  attempted  it, 
I  know,  's  poflefs'd  already  of  your  Heart. 
But  know  too,  Tm  a  Woman  loath  Rcfulal, 
Scornful  Refufal 

Bared.  Swear  to  her,  I  tell  thee :  That  ever  a  Fello-vv 
lliould  lofe  all  this  time  for  an  inlignificant  Oath  or  two! 

Lady.  Or,  if  my  Fortune, 
Which  is  not  defpicable,  prove  too  weak 
An  Argument  to  tell  you  I  deferve  youj 
Yet  I  have  this  to  boail,  I  ne'er  concealed  my  felf, 
-Either  for  Sham.e  or  Ends  3  but  rather  chofe 
To  run  the  Rifque  of  being  deny'd  your  Love, 
Than  win  it  by  bafe  Artifice  and  Practices, 
V/hat  think  you.  Sir.? 

Bern.  Hah! 

That,  Madam,  Tm  moft  miferable, 
Unlefs 

Lady.  Your  Widow  ¥orcia.  Sir,  your  Widow.    '' 

Beau.  Madam,  I  muft  confefs 

Lady.  Well: 

Beau.  That  I  love  her,  and  will  for  ever. — 

Lady.  Death!  Do  you  confefs  it  too .? 
See  you  not  here  your  felf  within  my  power. 
And  dare  you  ftill  confefs  you  love  that  Creature.? 
Thus  far  Tve  kept  my  Word,  IVe  crofs'd  her  Stratagems. 
You  are  here  my  Prisoner,   and  by  what  is  paft, 
You  ought  to  think  me  capable  of  more. 

pared.  If  this  Fellow  would  but  fwear  a  little,  all  this 
might  be  redtify'd.    Madam,  to  my  own  knowlcdee™ 
^  BenH.  Fool,  ftand  off.  ^ 

I'm  fenfible  that  you  are  the  loT^icfl  Creature 
My  Eyes  e'er  gaz'd  on  j  biit'-*'^^ 

Lady.  But  w^t.' 

Bean, 
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Beau,  Vm  fure  t?     ^ 

You'd  vour  felf  fcorn,   nor  think  me  worth  your  Heart, 
Could  I  be  faithlefs,  could  I  be  unconftant. 
Pitv  mc,  fair  One;  yet,  methinks  this  Hand—- 
Lady.  Should  fend  a  Dagger  to  thy  ungrateful  Heart. 

By  Heav'n,  I'll  never  bear  it 

Beau.  Madam! 

Bared.  Madam,        ^        ^  p         «. 

Could  you  but  throw  fome  favour  on  your  Servants 

Lady   By  all  the  fury  in  a  Woman's  Heart, 
ril  be  reveng'd  on  his.     Make  ready,  Slaves, 

To  do  your  Office 

Band.  Madam .    ,  «  .  , 

B^au.  Look  you,  Madam,  your  Ladyflup  may  do  your 
rlcafure-    you  may  command  half  a  dozen  of  Bullets 
throueh  my  Verier amum,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  have  your 
Beauty  fpoke  well  of  by  the  Criticksof  Holborn,  that  once 
a  Month  fwarm  at  their  Windows  to  fpy  handlom  Faces: 
Upon  that  confideration  you  may  murder  a  poor  conftant 
Monfter  if  you  pleafe,  Madam. 
Lady.  Still  am  I  fcorn'd  then. 
Beau.  Would  you  kill  me  barbaroufly?       _ 
Sure  thofe  fweet  Eyes  could  not  fee  fuch  a  Sight.  ^ 

Lady.  No,  take  your  Life,  and  with't  this  tatisfaition  i 
forcia  fcorns  you,  as  much  as  you  do  mc: 
And,  till  thou  fueft  upon  thy  humble  Knees 
To  me  for  Pity,  Vorcla  (hall  defpife  thee. 
Beau.  Madam,  1  fwear! 
Lady.  No  more. 
Beau.  By  all  thofe  Beauties. 

Lady.  Be  gone,  for  ever  fly  this.   Ah  h! [Squeaks. 

Enter  Courtine. 
Cour.  Death,  Damnation,  Devils!  How  came  I  hither? 

Beaumrd!  ,     ,    ,  , 

Be%ig.  Friend  Courtine !  Speak  Man :  What  s  the  matter  ? 

Cour.  Damnation!  Jilted,  chous'd,  betray'd 

E?2ter  Woman. 
Worn.  A  Midwife!  Run  for  a  Midwife,  run  for  fome 

good  Woman. Oh  Madam,  an  Accident, 

Beau.  A  Midwife!  ^    , 

tady. 
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I^^.  Heav'ns!  a  Midwife!  [Zxit. 

CoMT.  Yes,  Friend,  a  Midwife.  I  am  fweetly  managed,* 
I"- 1  thought  I  had  been  in  private  here,  in  this  Houfc' 
with  a  civil  Perfon  of  good  Reputation,  and  it  proves  a 
damn'd  trapanning  Strumpet.  Juft  in  th^  middle  of  all 
our  good  Under/landing  together,  fhe  htchcs  a  great 
Shriek,  and  roars  out  for  a  Midwife:  The  Drab  is  full 
gone  with  Baftard,  and  fwears  I  am  the  Father  of  it. 

Beau.  A  very  great  happinefs,  take  my  Word  for't. 
Friend  j  Children  bring  a  great  Honour  with  them,  Cour- 
tme:  It  may  grow  up  to  be  a  Comfort  to  thee  in  thy  old 
Age,  Man. 

Dared.  Oh,  your  Olive  Branches  are  unfpeakable  Blef- 
fmgs,  the  Gift  of  Heav'n.  I  love  to  fee  Pofterity  go  for- 
ward, and  Families  encreafe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Cour.  Let  me  be  hanged  and  quartered.  Gentlemen,  if 
ever  I  fet  Eyes  on  the  Harlot  in  my  Life  before.  My 
fweet  Wife,  with  a  Pox  to  her,  brought  me  hither. 

Bern.  Why,  is  thy  Wife  in  London  ? 

Cour.  Yes,  Hell  confound  her !  Ihe  has  hunted  me  full 
Cry  up  to  Town;  feiz'd  upon  me  this  Mornincr,  and 
brought  me  hither,  where  it  feems  ihe  lay  all  the  lafl: 
Night. 

Bared.  Why  then,  for  ought  I  know,  we  may  be  i^ill 
enchanted. 

BeoH.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that,  with  all  my  heart  Is 
ihe  m  the  Houle  ? 

■Cour.  No;  I  was  forced  to  counterfeit  Sicknefs  'till  I 
was  e'en  lick  indeed,  to  get  nd  of  her,  upon  pretence  of 
going  to  my  Phyfician,  in  the  Devil's  name;  that  this  con- 
founded Bulkcr,  with  her  Guts  full  of  Balbrd,  and  I 
might  confole  together  for  half  an  hour;  and  I  am  fweetly 
htted  with  a  Concubine,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Beau.  This  comes  of  your  Whorin?,   Courtine;  if  you 
had  kept  me  Company,  and  liv'd  vertuouJlv,  none  of  this 
had  happened  to  you  now.     B.it  you  muft^  be  wandring. 
No  reafonable  Inic^uity  will  fferve  your  turn. 
Bnter  Lady. 

Lady.  Ha,  ha,  ha!   V/ell,  I'il  f^ear,  Captain  Courtlne 
>ouare  the  happieft  Gentleman!  Tender's  the  ficeil  chop- 
ping 
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ping  Boy  for  you.  Why,  it  will  be  able  to  carry  a  Muf- 
Let  in  your  Company  within  this  Fortnight  And  then, 
I  am  fo  obliged  to  you  for  bringing  the  Lady  to  lye  m 
at  my  Houfe,  that  if  your  Wife  will  do  me  the  honou., 
I'll  take  it  for  a  favour  to  (land  for  Godmother  with  her 

Cour.  And,  Madam,  to  return  your  Compliment,  1 
wilh  with  all  my  heart  you  were  pregnant  with  a  Littre 
of  nine  fuch  chopping  Boys,  upon  condition  that  I  were 
bound  to  be  Godfather  to  the  whde  Kennel.-— Con- 
found  your  being  witty,  with  a  Plague  to  you.       ^Afide, 

Bern.  That^s  fomething  coarfe  though,  Friend,  to  a 
Lady  that's  fo  civil  to  you.  ^  - 

Inm  feverd  Maids  of  the  Family,  one^ith  theCh^ld. 

1  Maid.  See  Jenny,  yon's  the  Manj  that,  that  s  the  Fa- 

2  Maid  rU  fwear  it  is  a  proper  Perlon. 

,  Maid.  Oh  Sir,  Heav'ns  blefs  you,  you  re  the  happieft 
Man !  Here  is  my  young  Mafter,  as  like  you  as  if  you  had 
bore  it  your  felf. 

1  Maid.  What  a  pretty  little  Nofe  it  has 

2  Maid  And  juft  its  Father^s  Eyes  for  all  the  World. 

I  Maid.  It  would  never  grieve  a  Body  to  have  a  ChiM 
bv  fuch  a  handfom  Gentleman.  . 

cL  Ye  Whores!  ye  Drabs!  ye  fulfom,^  ftmkmg 
Whore;i  Clufters  of  Poxes  on  ye,  and  no  Holpitals  pity 

ye: Confound  ye,  leave  me.  . 

^  Beau   Fyeuponit,  Courtine}  fye  for  fhame:  give  fome- 
thing to  the  Nurfe,  Man^  that's  but  civil. 
^  Enter  Syhiz. 

Sylv.  A  Baftard!  Death,  aBaftard!  Under  my  Nofc  too! 
Where's  the  vile  hateful  Monger? 

Beau.  Have  patience,  Lady.— ^^ 

Syh.  Falfe,  loathfome  Traytor. 

Cour.  Now  my  Joy's  compleatcd. 

Syh.  Let  me  come  at  him,  let  me  go.— - 

Cour.  Hold  her  faft,  Friend,  if  thou  loveft  me, 

Svlv  Thou  Devil! Thou  treacL'rous,  faithlefs,  per- 

jur'd  Wretch!  Thou  Husband!  Look  in  my  Face. 

cm.  WelL-^  ^^^^, 
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S-jlv,  Did  I  e'er  deferve  this  ? 
Degenerate  Brute!  Thou,  only  in  FaliTiood,  Man. 
Thou  rampant  Goat  abroad,  and  Drone  at  home. 

Cour.  Like  a  Dog  mth  a  Bottle,  6cc.  [Sings. 

Sylv.  Thou  perfedl  Yoke-fellow!  Thou  heavy  Ox, 
That  want'ft  a  Goad  to  make  thee  know  thy  Scrength! 
Death,  Fiends  and  Torments!  I  could  dig  thofe  Eyes  out, 
ril  bear't  no  longer :  Bedlam !  Bedlam !  Bedlam ! 

[Courtine  fings,  and  dances  a  figg" 

Syh.  No  more!  I'll  ftay  no  more  to  be  his  Triumph. 
Be  warn'd  by  me,  ye  Virgins  that  are  bleft 
With  your  firll:  native  Freedom  j  let  no  Oaths 
Of  perjur'd  Mankind  v; oe  ye  to  your  Ruin. 
But  when  a  creeping,  fawning,  weeping  Crocodile 
Moans  at  your  Feet,  remember  then  my  Fall : 
And  when  for  Pity  moft  his  Tears  implore. 
Like  me,  your  Virtue  to  your  Hearts  recal ; 
Refolve  to  fcom,  and  never  fee  him  more.  [Exit. 

Cour.  With  all  my  Heart,  thou  dear,  dear  Wife  and  Plague. 

Beau.  Mechinks  a  very  pitiful  Cafe,  this,  Madam. 

Lady.  If  your  Widow  were  but  here.  Sir,  now,  fne 
might  fairly  fee  what  Hie  is  like  to  trufl  to. 

[Here  the  Sham  Scene, 
Enter  a  Woman  and  Daredevil. 

Worn.  Oh  Madam,  Madam!  What  will  become  of  us 
all? 

Lady.  Become  of  us,  Woman!  Prithee,  what's  the 
Matter  ?  are  we  in  any  danger  ? 

Dared.  Only  your  Brother-in-Law,  Madam,  and  his 
Friend,  with  about  a  dozen  armed  Men  more.  Madam, 
that's  all  the  Matter,  Madam. 

i4^.  My  Brorher-in-La  vv ! 

Dared.  Yes,  your  Brother-in-Law,  Lady,  if  your  Namj 
be  Porcia:  Such  a  one  they  ask  for. 

Beau.  Porcia! 

Ceur.  Yes,  Porcia:  I  could  have  told  vc\i  flie  was  Por- 
cia before. 

Per.  'Tis  but  too  true,  Sir  5  my  unhappv  Name  Is  Foraa. 

Beau.  Porcia,  my  Widov/!  my  dea"r  lovely  V/idow  i 
What  an  il!-na:ur'd  Trick  was  this  Concealment' 

Vol.  II.  D  '        j>on 
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Tor.  Though,  Sir,  you  never  faw  my  Face  before,^ 
If  now  you  think  it  worth  your  leaft  Regard, 
Proteft  me^  for  I  dread  my  Brother's  Fury, 
Ey'n  worfethan  Matrimony.    Here,  Sir,  I  yield  my  felf 
Up  yours  for  ever. 

BesiH.  And  fhall  I  claim  thee? 

Tor.  From  this  Hour,  for  ever. 

BcAH.  And,  by  this  happy  Hour,  I'll  keep  thee  mine  then," 
Secure  thy  felf  in  the  next  private  CI ofet. 
Peace  to  thy  Heart,  poor  Widow,  [Exit  Torciz. 

Give  us  but  Arms! 

Dared.  Thofe  Tve  provided  far  you. 
I  found  our  Swords  in  a  certain  private  Corner  that  Ihall 
fee  namelefs,  where  I  was  propofing  fome  civil  Familiari- 
ties to  the  Lady  Governefs  of  the  FamJly,  juft  as  the 
■BiuHierers  entred. 

Beau.  Are  they  in  the  Houfe,  then  ? 

Bared.  Yes,  and  have  bound  the  Servants  too;  the  hun- 
gry Rogues  were  all  furpris'd  at  Dinner  5  you'll  hear  more 
of  them  prefently,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Ccur.  Stand  to  your  Arms,  Beaugard;  the  Enemy's  up- 
on us. 

Bared.  We  have  had  a  SuccefTion  of  very  pretty  Adven- 
tures here;  firft  we  are  enchanted,  then  we  are  fiddled  to 
fleep,  then  we  are  fiddled  up  again :  Then  here's  a  Dif- 
covery  of  a  very  fair  Lady,  follow'd  by  another  of  a 
bouncing  brown  Baflard  ^  and  when  we  might  have 
thought  all  Fortune's  Tricks  had  been  over,  we  are  in  a 
very  fair  way  at  lafl  of  having  our  Throats  cut.  But  I'llfe- 
cure  one  Life,  that  ihall  be  my  care. [is  ftealing  off, 

BeAH.  Dog,  flay  and  fight,  or,  by  Heaven,  Til  rip  vour 
Heart  out. 

Bared.  Well  then,  if  I  muft  fight  I  muft:  What  a  Pox. 
I  have  two  good  Seconds  o'my  fide 3  and  that  has  fav'ci 
many  a  Coward's  Credit  before  now.  iNoife  within. 

Tkeod.  Break  open  the  Door  there,  force  ths  Paffage* 
down  with  it. 

Bster  Theodoret,  Gratian  and  lather. 

Beau.  Well  Gentlemen,  what  farther?  What  means  this 
yiolcnce  he-re  ? 
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Iheod.  I  hope.  Sir,  that's  no  Secret,  when  you  fee  who 
vv€  are. 

T^th.  We  come,  Sir,  to  demand  a  Lady,  Sir^  one  Porci^ 

Beau,  How's  that,  my  Father! 

Fath.  Father  me  no  Fathers :  I  am  none  of  thy  Father, 
Fellow  i  but  I  am  thefe  Gentlemens  Friend  here.^ — — » 
Now,  Atheiri,  will  I  m^urder  thee. 

Dare^.  Oh  Law'd ! 

Fath.  Jack,  Jack,  Jack!  Come  hither  Jack:,  a  word 
with  thee,  fack:  Give  me  a  hundred  Pieces  now,  and 
I'll  be  o'thy  fide  Jack-^  and  help  thee  to  beat  off  thefe  im= 
pudent  Fellows.  Gentlemxen,  I  cannot  but  own  to  ycAi. 
that  this  is  my  Son. 

Beau.  Sir,  were  you  nick'd  to  your  Shirt,  I  wotild  no 
part  with  a  fingle  Shilling,  Sir. 

Fath.  Though,  if  he  were  my  Son  Ten  thousand  timer, 
in  fuch  a  Caufe  as  yours,  I'd  draw  my  Sword  againfi 

Bern.  You  may  remember.  Gentlemen,  a  ChaUeno-e. 

Crat.  Which  you  forgot,  Sir.  ^ 

CoHr.  Hah!  a  Challenge,  Beaugard? 

Beau,  ril  tell  thee  more  hereafter.  To  fhew  vou  1 
ha'not  forgot  it,  the  Lady  you  thus  penecute  is  now  un-- 
der  my  Protection,  and  with  my  Sword   Hi  keep  her 

Cour.  It  we  don  t,  may  my  Wife  get  the  better  of  me, 
and  wear  mine  for  a  Bodkin. 
Theod.  Come  on  then,  Sis, 
Beau.  For  the  Lady, 
Grat.  For  my  Honour. 
Ccur.  And  for  my  Friend,  Sir, 
Dared.  Old  Brimftone-Beard,  have  at  thee. 

[Fight.  The  reflof  Theodoret'j  Bart','  Ml  m 
Com.  Bafc  Traitors !  Odds !  ^'^''^yjm^  if*. 

■   Bern,  Confound  'em,  thruft. 

T>       ^   rM,    T  n  .^,^^^^S^^^^^^  Corn-tine  </W-c;.^;7  of. 

mred.  Oh,  I  am  flam!  my  Maw  runs  out:  What  wiU 
become  of  me !  Oh !_  [Gratian  md  Daredevil^//. 

iunter  Theodoree. 

FriS"^'  ^''"-  ''"-  ^'^2'  now;-^How  fares  my 
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-Gmt.  I'm  wounded:   Send  for  a  Chyrarglon  quickly, 
Ifor  I  bleed  much. 

Thi(K!.  Look  to  your  Mafter,  Sirrah  j  and  you,  Fellow, 
'he  careful  of  this  Bead  here. 

Dared.  Oh,  a  Parlon !   a  Parfon !   dear  Sir,  a  Parfon  ! 
i^ome.Dious  good  Divine,  if  you  have  any  Charity-, 
Enter  Fa^er  with  Porcia. 

T.ith.  Here,  here  Ihe  is;  I  ha 'got  her  for  yoij;   let  me 
iilonefor  ferreting  a  Female's  Qiiarters  out. 

The&J.  I'd  have  you,  Sir,  take  care  for  your  Security  : 
There's  Mifchief  done.  Sir. 

.Fath.  Ths  more  Mifchief  the  better ;  thou  fl:ialt  find  me 
,'jio  Flincher,  Boy :  here,  here ;  make  fure  of  her. 

..For.  Inhufnan  Tyrant!  Why  am  I  abus'd  thus  ?  Help  ! 
.Murder!  Help! 

.Thecd.  None  of  your  Tricks;  no  Cries,  no  Shrieks  for 
Succour : 
"^yHell,  here's  that  fhall  filence  you  for  ever. 
*rhQu  Woman!  thou  young,  itching,  wanton  I>evil! 
Fly  to  bale  Cells  of  Luft!  G've  up  thy  Virme, 
}Dirgracethy  Name,  sad  triumph  e/'n  in  Infamy, 
*^Ob  what  atott'ring  Point  his  Honour  flands, 
3'hat  trufts  the  Treafure  in  fuch  lavilh- Hands.       [Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Znter  hucveth  inMans  Cloaths,  and  Cfeloris. 
Zuc T^^OM  this  gay  Minute  farewel  Love  and  Doat- 
Jl  ing :  I  have  ihook  the  lazy,  flretching,  williing 
f  ollv  out  of  my  Blood,  and  nowmy  wandring  Heart  is 
-ifborae  again.  Let  me  fee;  I  have  a  hundred  and  a 
ilundred  times  wilh'd  my  felf  a  Man;  and  now,  in  out- 
*vard  Appearance,  lama  very  Fellow ;  nay,  a  vei'y  pret- 
.ty  Fellow: -For,  methinks  Foppery,  Impertinence,  5elf- 
<coaceit,  and  other  Mafculine  Quality  i  grow  upon   me 

iiragely.- Oh,  Mifchief,  Mifchief,    Mifchief!  thou  art 

ji  yerj  iwest  Employmeat:— — -But  Opportunity]   Be- 
witching, 
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witclr'ng.  Lovely,  Omnipotent  Opportunity !   Hsvr  l^ali 
I  come  at  thee  ?  Chloris! 

Chlo.  -Madam. 

Lpic,  Give  me  my  Sword. 

Chlo  Here  Madam  :  B'els  us.  What  wilf  ^v'Our-Lady^ip' 
do  with  ycur  felt' in  this  Equipage  I 

Li^c.  Ladyfhip,  HuLzv !  take  notice  from  this  impor- 
tant Moment,  1  am  no  more  your  Milbefsi  but  that  im- 
perial Creature,  your  Mafler:  And  therefore  know  too, 
I  will  have  my  Fcemininc  Habiliments  burnt  indantly, 
and  an  Opuaror  fent  for  to  make  me  a  Beard  grow.  1  will 
learn  to  Ride,  Fence,  Vault,  and  make  Fortifications  in- 
Dirt-Pies :  Nay,  if  the  humour  hold,  111  go  Voluntier  in-; 
to  Gewiany  again  ft  the  Turk. 

Chh.  But  what  will  be  the  end  of  all  this,  Madam  ? 

Luc.  Why,  if  I  go  into  the  War,  I  fl^all  have  the  Pri- 
vilege, when  I  return  home,  to  talk  cf  Marches,  Battels 
and  Sieges,  Vv'hich  I  never  v/as  at,  nor  underftand  any 
more  than  the  Fools  I  tell  my  Story  to.  If  I  ftay  at 
home,  with  the  Privilege  of  good  Cloaths,  Pertnefs  and 
much  Simplicity,  will  1  fet  up  for  a  Spark,  grow  fami- 
liar at  Wl'/ite-Hall,  and  impudent  with  fome  great  Man 
there  or  another  j  run  in  Debt  with  a  high  Hand,  be  ter- 
rible in  Eating-Houfes,  and  noifie  all  over  the  Town, 

Chlo.  A  very  hopeful  Rcfolution. 

Liic.  As  thus:  When  I  and  another  Spark  mcetj  Dam 
me,  J^.ck,  feys  I,  What  Times  are  there  ftirring?  What 
Ready  to  be  had :  What  Caravans  have  you  met  with,  or 
v/hat  Loofc  lately  m.anaged  ?  You  Rogue,  you  look  very 
high  upon  the  Huckle. 

Ck'o.  Well  Madam  J  But  what  will  all  this  Gibb&ii(>> 
/ignifie  ? 

Luc.  Signifie,  you  Fool!  v/hy  what  it  fignifies  already  j 
Wit,  Courage,  Martial  Difcipline,  Intercfr  at  Court,  Pie- 
tence  to  Preferment,  Free  Qiiarters  in  my  Lodgings,  and 
Free  Booty  in  every  Cuckold's  Shop,  who  fliall  truft  me 
againft  his  palpable  Knowledge,  that  I'm  not  worth  a 
Groat  J  and  never  have  the  Impudence  to  hope  to  be 
paid. 

Chlo.  And  mufl  jour  Honour  have  a  Miftrefs  too  ? 
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Luc.  Yes  Huzzy,  and  you  (hall  be  ferviceable  to  me  m 
the  Matter:  Til  have  a  Doxy  this  very  Night  j  I  have  fing- 
led  her  cut  already  5  Ceartine's  Wife,  that  jealous,  raging, 
infatiable  Help-meet  of  the  Captain's  fhall  be  my  Duldneit 
del  Tcbofo,  She's  in  Love  with  me  already,  that's  my 
Comfort:  As  I  pafled  through  the  Hall  juft  now,  fhe 
coming  into  the  Houfe  to  pay  a  Vilit  to  the  Widow  Vor- 
cia,  (who,  by  the  way,  is  as  wicked  as  my  felf,  and  my 
great  Councellor  in  this  noble  Projeft)  we  met :  I,  you 
muft  know,  bow'd  very  refpedfully  j  fhe  taking  me  for 
a  Stranger,  CurtTy'd  as  lov/j  and  viewing  me  ftriflly 
leer'd  at  me,  as  if  that  Minute  fhe  took  Aim  at  my  Heart, 
and  defign'd  me  for  her  Quarry. 

Chlo.  But,  Madam,  fhe  knov7s,  and  muil  difcover  you. 

Luc.  Thou  art  a  Fool :  She  never  faw  me  'till  Yefter- 
day  in  her  Liie-time,  then  too  difguifed :  So  that  if  I  do 
not  praftife  on  her  Frailty,  and  by  that  means  find  a  way 
to  revenge  my  felf  on  that  Vizard-monger  Bemgardy  may 
1  be  condemned  to  wear  Breeches  as  long  as  I  live,  and 
sever  know  more  than  the  prefent  uie  I  make  cf  thern. 

Chlo,  Hift  Madam,  ^i\€s  returning. 
Enter  Sylvia. 

Luc.  Hulh  then :  Now  my  Caufe  is  coming  on,  and 
have  at  her. 

Sylv.  Sweet- heart,  pray  oblige  me  fo  far  to  fhew  me 
the  way  to  the  Gardens  i  I  come  to  pay  a  Viiit  to  Madam 

Vorcia,  and  am  informed  fhe's  gone  there  for  the  Air. 

A  very  handfom  Youth [A/ids, 

Chlo.  Madam,  this  young  Gentleman  here  is  come  hi- 
ther on  the  fame  kind  Errand  with  your  Ladyfhip,  and 
waits  'till  her  Return. 

Luc.  But.  Madam,  the  good  Fortune  of  feeing  you  is  2 
Happinefs  v^ould  recompence  the  being  dilappointed.  of 
all  the  Converfation  of  yo'or  Sex  beiidcs^. 

Syh.  Indeed,  Sir ! 

Luc.  Yes  indeed,  Madam. 

Syh.  Are  you  a  Relation  to  this  Family,  Sir  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  the  greateft  Advantage  I  hope  from  ths^ 
Family  is,  henceforth  to  have  oftner  the  Honour  of  killing 
your  fair  Hands  here :  It  k  an  Opportunity  I  fnould  make 
uo  ungentlemanly  ufe  of,  Syh. 
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Sylv.  Opportunity,  Sir  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  Opportunity,  Madam:  I  am  not  afhamed  to 
mention  fo  honeft  a  Friend  as  Opportunity,  to  one  that, 
by  her  Years  and  Beauty,  ihould  not,  methinks,  be  a  mor- 
tal Foe  to  Opportunity. 

Sylv.  Do  you  know  me,  Sir? 

Luc.  Why,  Madam;  do  I  treat  you  like  a  Stranger? 
Know  you !  By  this  good  Hour,  there  has  not  been  a  Day 
or  Night  fmce  1  firfl  law  you,  tliat  I  have  thought  or 
dream'd  of  any  thing  elfe.  Are  not  you  the  Wife  of  a 
certain  fwaggering  Squire  about  this  Town,  who  calls 
himfelf  Captain  Courtme? 

Sylv.  Yes,  Sir  j  fuch  a  Friend  in  a  Corner  I  have.  Sir.; 
and  what  have  you  to  fay  to  him,  Sir?  Til  fwcar,  a  very 
handfome  Youth  ftill. — — 

.  L:ic.  What,  Madam!  wha::  I  have  to  fay  to  you,  rather 
than  lole  you,  I  would  fay  to  him:  Which  is,  that  I  like 
you,  love  you,  languilh  for  youj  and  would,  with  all  my 
Heart,  Blood,  Spirit  and  Fleih,  1 

Sylv.  ril  fwear,  Sir,  I  am  mightily  oblig'd  to  you,  and 
fo  is  Mr,  Courtinej  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Luc.  Mr,  Coiirtine !  Take  notice.  Madam,  I  receive  tha" 
ExprePfion  as  kindly  as  if  you  had  cali'd  him  what  I  wilh. 
him :  For,  pretty  one,  if  my  Intelligence  be  true,  he  lives 
with  your  Ladyfhip  as  much  like  Mr.Ccurtifie,  as  mucii 
hke  a  Gentleman 

Sylv.  Sir! 

Luc.  Madam ! 

Sylv.  Oh  Gaud !  he's  very  handfomiC. 

Luc.  Shall  we  walk  in  thefe  Gardens  anon,  for  I  have 
the  Privilege  of  a  Key  that  opens  into  the  Fields :  The 
Ivloon  fnines  too. 

Syh:  Detv/een  Ten  and  Eleven  does  the  Moon  fhine? 

Luc  As  bright  as  any  thing  but  your  felf, 

Sylv.  But  you'll  tell,  young  Gentleman, 

Luc.  Only  you  how  I  leve^ycu. 

Sylv.  Eleven's  a  lars  Hour. 

Luc.  Not  too  late. 

Sylv.  Indeed! 

Lifc,  Take  this,  and  my  Word  for  it.  [Kijjes  ker 

D  4f-  Syiv. 


gq         The  Atheist:  Or, 

Syl-v.  Fie,  how  you  ufe  me,  when  you  mean  to  for- 
get me. 

Luc.  Hufli,  no  more  J  Company's  coming.  Eleven. 

Sylv.  Ten,  if  you  arc  kind  enough. 

inc.  Well  faid,  my  chaft  Sex. 

I.nUY  Porcia. 

Toy.  Oh  Coufin,  art  thou  come  !  Thou  art  the  wel- 
romeft  Creature  on  the  Earth  \  I  have  expefted  thee  al- 
mofl:  to  defpair  for  thefe  three  Hours.  Oh,  Sir  !  your 
Servant. 

Luc,  I  am  here,  Madam,  in  order  to  your  Commands. 

S'p.v,  Her  Commands! 

for.  Oh,  Coufin,  the  prcttieft  beft-natur'd  Youth!  He 
is  {bmething  related  to  us  a  great  way  off;  and  by  that 
mearra  has  the  Privilege  of  vifiting,  w'ithout  Offence  to 
my  jealous  Brother-in-Law,  and  tyrannical  Guardian. 
Have  you  contriv'd  that  bufinefs  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  it  is  done! 

Syl-v.  Bus'nefs!  What  Bus'nefs,  Coufin? 
Lord,  Coufin,  you  fcem  concerned  at  it. 

Toy.  Ill  tell  thee :  Seemg  my  felf  here  confin'd  to  the 
Rules  and  Limits  of  a  very  Prilbn,  I  am  refolv'd  to  put  as 
good  a  face  upon  the  Matter  as  it  will  bear,  and  make  my 
Misfortune  as  eafie  as  I  can.  Wherefore,  for  a  little  pre- 
ient  Diverfion,  I  have  contriv'd  a  Letter  in  an  unknown 
Name,  by  this  young  Agent  here,  and  convey'd  it  to 
thy  lewd  Husband,  with  another  in  my  owm  to  Beaugardy 
and  fcnt  for  thee,  my  Dear,  to  fhare  in  the  Pleafure  of 
the  Confequence. 

Sylv.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  But  what  will  be  this  Confequence, 
Coufin  ? 

PoY.  Twenty  to  one  but  it  occafions  fome  new  Alarm, 
and  Divertilement  to  my  Jailours; "  who  are  fo  very  ca- 
pricious, they  would  fancy  a  Rat  behind  the  Hangings  for 
a  concealed  Lover.  It  may  too,  by  chance,  produce  me 
fome  lucky  Opportunity  once  more  to  make  my  Efcape 
out  of  their  mercilefs  Power.  Nay,  they  are  already  half 
difpos'd  to  run  away  themfelves;  for  by  my  Woman's 
Intereft  in  the  Chyrurgion,  who  has  care  of  the  fvvearing 
Atheistical  Fellow,  Yelterday  hurt  in  the  Scuffle,  and  af- 
terwards 
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terwards  convey 'd  hither,  he  gives  it  out,  that  he  fears 
his  Wounds  may  be  mortal.  Upon  which,  my  Lover 
Gratian  iighs,  and  turns  up  his  Eyes  like  a  godly  Brother 
at  Exercife.  My  Brother  Theodoret  puffs,  fwells,  grinds 
his  Teeth,  and  ftamps  as  if  he  would  brain  himfelf  a- 
gainfl  the  next  Wall  i    while  poor   Beaugard's   ne'er-be- 

food  Father  has,  with  pure  fear,  loft  a  red  Nofe  that  has 
een  his  fafl:  Friend  for  thefe  forty  Years;  and  every  time 
he  fees  his  Face  in  a  Glafs,  fancies  every  Wrinkle  there 
has  the  fhape  of  a  Gibbet. 

Enter  Phillis. 

Thil.  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Lady,  what  will  become  of 
us!  the  mo  ft  unhappy  Accident! 

For.  Hah! 

Phil.  Indeed  iMadam,  I  could  not  pofTibly  help  it:  I 
ha'  loft  it. 

For.  Loft  it,  loft  ^vhat.?  What  haft  thou  loft?  Would 
thou  hadft  loft  thy  felf ;  loft  a  Leg  or  an  Arm,  or  any 
thing,  rather  than  have  put  me  in  this  fright.  Speak, 
what  is  the  matter? 

Phil.  Oh,  Madam,  the  Billet ;  Madam,  the  Billet. 

^^^1^'    >  How's  this  ? 

for.  Wnat,  the  Note  I  fent  to  Beaugard? 

Phil.  As  I  hope  to  fee  you  happy.  Madam,  I  put  it  as 
faft  here  bet'A-een  thefe  two  poor  naked  Breafts  here,  as 
ever  it  could  ftick,  fo  I  did;  when,  j aft  as  I  was  going 
forth,  who  ftioulu  meet  me  but  the  old,  wicked,  ranting, 
roaring  Gentleman  that  lies  hid  here  for  fear  of  hanging, 
would  he  had  been  v/ell  hang'd  a  Twelvemonth  iincej 
and  there  he  fell  a  tow  zing,  and  a  mowzing,  and  a  med- 
dling with  me;  1  was  never  fo  afraid  of  being  ravifh'd  in 
my  Life,  gad  he  knov/s :  So  in  the  ftruggle,  I  gucfs  the 
Note  was  loft  truly;  though,  in  my  Heart,  I  wifn  I  had 
been  ravifti'd  fo  times  over,  rather  than  fuch  a  Misfortune 
had  happened.  Neverthelefs,  I  ha'  done  your  bus'nefs  for 
you,  fo  I  have. 

For.  Bus'nefs  I  what  Bus'nefs?  Uglinefs'and  ill  Reputa- 
tion light  on  thcf.  Thou  haft  undone  ?.nd  ruin'd  me  for 
ever. 

P  f  Fhil 
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Thil.  Why,  I  have  met  with  the  Captain,  and  told  hii» 
the  whole  matter,  as  well  as  if  he  had  read  it  in  the  Let- 
ter himfelf.  He's  but  too  kind  a  Man  to  you,  and  I  too 
faithful  a  Servant,  fo  I  am,  to  be  thus  reviled  and  curfed 
by  you,  for  all  this. 

Tor.  What  then  did  he  fay?  Fool,  Beaft  and  Rlockheadj 
tell  me. 

Phil.  Why,  he  faid,  he'd  die  a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand 
times  for  you,  were  it  pofTible,  fo  he  did;  and  that  that 
he  will  not  eat,  drink  or  fleep  'till  he  has  fet  you  at  liber- 
ty, fo  he  wo'  not  i  and  that  he  will  be  in  the  Garden  be- 
fore Ten. 

Luc.  What's  in  this  Cafe  to  be  done.  Madam  ? 
Tor.  O  deareft  Coufm,   retire  if   you  love  mcj   for, 
fliould  the  Lords  of  my  Liberty  get  any  notice  of  thij 
Billet,  and  find  a  Man  here,  notwithftanding  your  Rela- 
tion, who  knows  what  ill  Ufage  it  may  aggravate! • 

To  thy  Chamber,  dear  Lucrece,  e'er  the  Storm  comes  up- 
on us.  \_Afi(le. 
Luc.  I  am  all  Obedience.     Sweet  Creature,  you'll  re- 
member !                                                             \To  Sylvia, 
Sylv.  It  is  not  poffible  to  forget  you,  furely. 
Luc.  Bleffmgs  on  you  for  this  Goodnefs. 

[Klffes  her  Hand,  and  Exit, 
Enter  Theodoret  in  a  Rage. 
Thecal.  Double  Bar  up  all  the  Doors  and  Windows :  Load 
all  the  Arms  in  the  Houfe,  and  be  ready  for  Execution 
inftantly,  all  of  ye.     By  thofe  Devils  that  dance  in  your 
gogling  Eyes,  Madam,  I'll  try  if  you  have  given  your  Mi 
over  to  Hell  lb  far,  that  you  can  out  at  a  Key-hole. 
For.  What  m-ans  the  great  He-Brute? 
TheoJ.  To  cut  off  your  Intelligence,  Lady,  and  make 
thee,  e'er  1  have  done,  to  curfe  thy  Father  and  Mother 
that  let  thee  learn  to  write,.   Seefi:  thou  this!  thou  irre- 
clamable  profligate  Wretch!  fogh!  fend  you  the  drigglc- 
tail'd  Mimiler  of  thy  lewd  Affairs  a  hunting,  full  cry  about 
the  Town,  u£on  the  rank  fcent  of  a  brawny-back'd  He- 
^•or !  By  Heav  ns !  the  thought  of  it  makes  me  loath  the 
Houfe,  and  fancy  it  ftinks  of  the  foul  Sins  thou  hafu  ima» 
gin'd  in  it. 
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Ppr.  Thou  barbarous,  ill  manner'd,  worle  than  Beaft ! 
Why  am  I  abus'd  thus?  why  made  aPrifoner  too,  at  your 
fawcy  Will  ?  tetter'd  up,  and  barr'd  all  Liberty  and  Con- 
verfe  ? 

Thod.  For  the  fame  Reafon  other  too  hot-blooded  Fe- 
males arci  becaufe,  if  pofTible,  I  would  not  have  a  good 
Breed  Ipoil'd. 

Vor,  What  a  Load  of  Dirt  is  thy  Thick-Skull  cram'd 
withal,  il  the  Tongue  were  able  to  throw  it  out ! 

Theod.  Filthy,  filthy,  fuHbme  filthy!  What,  be  a  T>dU 
Common^  follow  the  Camp!  How  lovelily  would  your 
fair  Ladyfhip  look,  mounted  upon  a  Baggage-Cart,  pre= 
fidlng  over  the  reft  of  the  Captain's  dirty  Equipage! 

Syiv.  If  any  thing  in  the  World  would  make  me  fol- 
low a  Camp,  it  v/ould  be  a  very  ftrong  Fancy  I  have, 
that  I  fhould  never  fee  you  in  one.  Sir. 

Thtod.  Your  Ladyfhip  has  reafon  to  defend  the  Soldi- 
er's Caufe;  You  have  marry 'd  one,  as  I  take  it,  Madam, - 
Ka,  ha,  ha. 

Vor.  He  in  a  Camp!  he  has  not  Courage  enough  to  ani- 
mate half  a  Taylor,  nor  good  Nature  enough  to  make  a 
Spaniel  of,  nor  Senfe  enough,  if  he  were  that  Animal,  to 
learn  to  fetch  and  carry. 

Theod.  This  will  open  no  Locks,  Lady. 

Vor.  But  there  are  Inftruments  to  be  had,  that  will 
break  open  Locks,  Sir, 

Theod,  Will  you  pleafe  to  retire,  and  confider  farther  of 
that  in  your  Chamber, 

Vor,  No,  I'll  not  ftir,  Sir. 

Theod,  Nay,  by  Heav'n,  but  you  fhall.  Madam, 

Sjlv,  Nay,  by  Heav'n,  but  Ihe  ihall  not.  Sir. 

Uather  at  the  Dc^r 

Theod,  Hew! 

lath,  "^yjove,  and  that's  well  faid,  I'll -ft-nd  flill  a^ 
little,  and  fee  what's  the  m.atter. 

Theod,  Do  not  drive  me  to  ufe  Violence, 

lath.  How  I  Violence  to  a  fair  Lady  !  that's  not  Co 
well,  neither. 

Vor,  Hark  you,  Sir;  my  Jaylor,  or  my  Hang- man j  fcr 
which  "of  the  cv/o  your  Oiiice  will  end  in,  by  your  pro- 
ceedings 
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cecdings  I  cannot  imagine :  do  but  touch  me,  or  offer  the 
lead  Violence  to  compel  me  to  a  clofer  Confinement ;  by 
this  injur'd  Heart,  I'll  fire  the  Houfe  about  your  AlTes 
Ears:  I'll  fooner  burn  with  you,  to  be  reveng'd,  than  en- 
dure fuch  Infolence  and  Torment  any  longer. 

Theod.  Very  well. 

Tath.  I  'gad,  a  brave  Girl,  a  delicate  Wench !  how  my 
Fingers  itch  to  take  her  part  now !  I  have  a  Months  mind 
to  clpoufe  her  Quarrel,  and  make  Friends  with  poor 
Jcicky  again.  VioacOi  Jacky !  'tis  the  beft-natur'd  Boy  in 
rhe  World,  though  I  was  fuch  a  Bead  to  fall  out  with 
him. 

Tor.  Inhumane,  cruel  Thzodoreti  why  do  you  afflld:  me 
thus  ?  why  do  you  force  the  Tears  from  my  poor  Eyes, 

and  wrack  a  tender  Heart  that  never  wrong'd  you?- 

[JVeeps. 

Theocl.  For  your  Soul's  Health,  Lady;  and  the  Welfare 
of  your  wafting  Reputation.  A  Pox  o' your  Whining! 
come,  to  your  Chamber,  to  your  Prayer-Book  and  Re- 
pentance: Farting  and  Humiliation  will  be  good  for  you. 
To  your  Chamber. 

For.  To  my  Grave  firft. 

Theod.  Nay  then Wha,  hoa! 

[Offers  to  lay  hold  of  her. 

Por.  Stand  off!  Murder!  Cramps,  Rheums  and  Failles, 
\vith,  c^c.  thy  unmanly  Hands. 

Theod.  By  Heav'n! 

Tor.  You  dare  not  do't. 

Theod.  Hahl 

Syh.  No  Sir,  you  dare  not  do't,  you  dare  not. 

Theod.  Davaunt  Fafs!  Confound  me,  but  I  (hall  be 
fcratch'd  here  prefently  for  my  Patience. 

Syh.  What  an  ill-bred  Camel  'tis !  - 

Tath.  Nay,  and  what's  more;  you  fhall  not  do't,  you 
ihall  not,  Sir.  Hoh !  Is  this  the  IlTue  of  your  honourable 
Pretenfions  ? 

Theod.  Et  tu  Brute! 

Tath.  Brute,  Brute!  Brute  me  no  Brutes  Friend :  Oounds 
I  am  a  Man,  Fellow  j  Battoons  and  Bilboes!  Brute!  a 
Gentleman  / 

Jheo^ 
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Theod,  Yeur  Pardon,  Sir  ! 

Syhj,  Don't  pardon  him,  Sir. 

'Enter  Gratian  Uan'mg  on  a  Stdff, 

Grat.  Oh,  Friend ! 

Theod.  Poor  Gratian. 

Grat.  If  ever  we  ought  to  do  any  thing  for  our  Safety, 
let  us  now  prepare,  and  look  about  us :  I  have  made  har4 
fhift  to  hobble  hither,  my  Wound's  grown  very  trouble- 
fome. We  are  all  loft. 

Theod.lcsin  fear  nothing  when  my  Friend's  Co  near  me. 

Syh.  Now  Coufin  rebel,  and  force  your  Freedom  nobly. 

Tath.  Jacky,  I  hope,  facky  at  the  Head  of  Mirmidons, 
and  declaring  for  his  Property.  Look  you,  Gentlemen  j 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  Remorfe  of  Confcience,  and  am 
fenfiblc  I  have  been  a  Rebel :  Wherefore,  if  my  Liege  Son 
and  Heir  have  recruited  his  Power,  and  be  once  more  up 
in  Arms,  Loyalty  and  Natural  Affedion.  Friends,  will 
work  i  I  muft  pronounce  for  Prince  Jacky  j  and  here  I  re- 
folve  to  defend  his  Territories.         [Draws  a  broad  Sword. 

Grat.  If  Prince  facky  have  Intereft  enough  to  get  your 
Pardon  for  Murder,  Sir,  it  will  be  your  beft  way  to  clofc 
with  him  J  for,  in  fhort,  the  Atheift  D^r^^e^v/,  your  An- 
tagonift,  is  dead,  Sir. 

Theod.  Hah!  Dead! 

lath.  Dead ! 

Grat.  Yes  dead.  Sir. 

Sylv.  So  much  the  better,  Torcla,  let  us  run  up  to  the 
Leads,  and  cry  out  Murder  to  the  Streets  this  Moment. 

:Path.  Then  I  find,  that  I  am  but  a  fnort-liv'd  Sinner ; 
farewell  for  ever  Old  Hock,  Sherry,  Nutmeg  and  Sugar ; 
Seven  and  Eleven,  Sink- Tray,  and  the  Doublets!  Never 
comes  better  of  rebelling  again  ft  one's  natural  born  Chil- 
dren. I  ftiall  be  hang'd  one  of  thefe  Sun-fhiny  Mornings, 
and  a  Ballad  come  out  in  the  Afternoon  to  a  lamentable 
Eighty  e^ght  Tune  of  the  careful  Son,  and  prodigal  Fa- 
ther.   Dead  faid  you  Sir.? 

Grat.  Or,  at  leaft,  cannot  furvive  half  an  Hour  j  there- 
fore it  is  my  Opinion  that  we  inftantly  (^uit  the  Houfe, 
and  provide  all  for  our  Safety. 

Theod,  Conluiion,  Devils! 

Tor-. 
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Tor.  Nay,  Sir,  ftand  faft!  dare  but  to  open  a  Door,  ^rj 
by  Heav'n,  that  Moment  I'll  alarm  the  Town :  You  fhall 
not  think  to  efcape,  reeking  with  a  poor  Man's  Blood, 
fhed  in  defence  of  me. 

Theod.  Lady,  no  fooling. 

For.  No  Sir,  no  fooling:  but  now,  Sir,  do  you  to  your 
Chamber,  Sir,  to  your  Chamber}  to  your  Prayer-Book 
and  Repentance  5  Fafting  and  Humiliation  will  be  good 
for  you:  To  your  Chamber,  Sir,  as  you  tender  your  Neck, 
Sir. 

Theod,  Damnation !  unhand  me ! 

For.  I'll  dye  e'er  Til  unhcld  you.  Think  you  fo  bar- 
barouHy  to  leave  me  here  in  the  Houfe  with  a  dead 
Wretch,  and  have  the  Punifhrnent  of  his  horrid  Murder 
light  on  my  innocent  Head  ? 

Theod.  What  do  you  refolve  to  do,  Sir? 

Tath.  Do,  Sir!  What  can  I  refolve  to  do,  Sir?  I  have  no^ 
means  to  hope  to  efcape,  Sir:  for,  in  the  firil  place,  I 
have  no  Monyj  and  a  Man  that  kills  another  without 
Mony  in  his  Pockets,  is  in  a  very  hopeful  Condition.  In 
the  next  place,  for  a  Diiguife,  I  have  no  Cloaths  but  thefe 
you  fee  on  my  Back ;  with  this  Tripe-Buff  Belt  here, 
which  there  is  not  a  Con/lable  in  the  whole  City  but 
knows,  and  has  had  in  his  Cuftody,  Sword  and  all.  Look 
you,  Gentlemen,  I  have  civilly  kill'd  a  Man  for  your  Ser- 
vice; if  you  will  refolve,  fairly  and  fquarely,  to  hang  like 
Friends  togetherj  fo ;  If  not,  I  mutiny ;  and  the  word  is, 
Difcover  the  Plot,  the  old  Boy  mufl  im.peach. 
Enter  Rofard, 

Ro/  Oh,  Sir  I  where  are  you  ? 

Grat.  Well,  Rofard y  what's  the  News  now? 

Rof.  The  Gentleman,  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  is  revlv'd  a- 
gain,  Sir ;  tho'  the  Dodors  fay,  fjch  another  Fit  will  rer* 
tainly  carry  him  off.  The  poor  Creature  is  v€ry  weak, 
but  very  penitent. 

Fath.  In  troth,  and  that's  a  very  ill  Symptom ;  there= 
fore  ray  Opinion  is  Hill— —I  am  for  hanging  all  toge» 
ther. 

Theod.  Hark  you,  eld  Ruft;  you  fay  you  have  no  Mony, 
wherefore,  during  the  prefent  Interval,  in  the.  fud  place, 

becauis 
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becaufe  I  will  have  no  Mutiny  upon  this  Occafion  j  in  or- 
der to  your  Efcape,  there's  Mony  for  you :  In  the  next 
place,  as  you  want  change  of  Rayment,  here  is  the  Key 
of  a  (mall  Wardrobe,  at  the  lower  end  of  the  Gallery  a- 
bove,  you'll  find  the  Door  to  it:  Equip  your  felf,  and 
provide  for  your  Security,  as  your  beil  Difcre^ion  fhaU 
diredl  you. 

T^ith,  Look  you,  Friend,  the  fooner  the  better  j  for,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  elfe  I  fhall  make  but  a  fcurvy  matter 
of  it'  at  Tyburn  Crofs;  with  a  whining,  fniveling  Account 
of  breaking  the  Sabbath,  and  keeping  ill  Company.  Where- 
fore, not  being  good  at  m.aking  Speeches,  I  will  leave  the 
Opportunity  to  you,  of  l"hewing  your  politer  Rhetorick, 

and  fave  a  Member  of  the  Common-wealth. There's 

no  great  harm  in  Murder,  when  it  brings  a  Man  Mony, 

\_Aficley  and  Exit, 
Tor,  And  now  my  Tyran^  Brother,  I  hope  we  ftand  on 
even  Terms.  'S? 

Theod.  No,  Lady,  not  yet :  There's  Life  return'd,  and 
therefore  hopes  ftillj  though,  at  prefent,  in  fome  meafure 
to  comply  with  }ou,  and  eafe  your  Appreheniions,  with- 
in the  Limits  of  the  Houfe  and  Gardens  you  are  at  your 
Liberty,  but  no  farther  this  Night:  And,  for  your  ampler 
Satisfaction,  it  I  have  any  Midnight  Alarms  from  your 
Correfpondent  abroad,  there's  Entertainment  ready  for 
him,  which  he  may  not  be  very  fond  of  j  foGood  Night,  it 
isalmoflTen.  Who  waits?  What  hoa,  be  ready  there. 
Come  Gratian,  Til  fee  you  to  your  Repole,  and  then  to 
my  Pofl  of  Giuni .  [Ex,  Theod.  and  Grat. 

For.  Ten !  That  was  the  Hour,  Phyllis,  Beaugard  men- 
tioned ;  was  it  not  ? 
ThiL  It  VNTas,  Madam, 

Ter,  Be  ready  then,  all  ye  propitious  Powers,  that 
fmile  on  faithful  Love j  Wait,  like  kind  Angels,  on  him; 
efrablilh  Conqueil  in  Iiis  able  Hand,  and  Kindnefs  in  his 
Heart.    Oh,  5;/^/,i!/ 

Sylv.  You  arc  tranfported,  Coufm  ! 
Tor.  With  hopes  of  Liberty  I  am  indeed ;  It  is  an  En- 
f^'p)  Woman's  natural  Right,    Do  not  onr  Fathers,  Bro- 

ihers 
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thers  and  Kinfmen  often,  upon  pretence  of  it,  bid  fair  for 
Rebellion  againft  their  Soveraign?  And  why  ought  not 
we,  by  their  Example,  to  rebel  as  plaufibly  againft  them  ? 

Sylv.  Moft  edifying  Do6triae  this  is,  truly. 

[A  M^hiftle  without, 

Vor.  The  Sign !  Hark,  the  Sign  !  VhylUs,  heard  you 
nothing?  iWhiJiU  aga'm, 
Tis  there  again;  he's  true,  and  I  am  happy.  Syhta,  let 
us  retire  our  felves  ;  you  know  your  Apartment,  for 
precious  Mifchief  will  be  foon  on  foot;  and  Adion  worthy 
Love's  great  Caufe.  Thy  Husband  too,  may  chance  to 
have  his  fliare  in  the  bus'nefs,  and,  as  I  have  order'd  Mat^ 
ters,  meet  fomething  in  the  Adventure,  to  mortifie  his 
roving  Humour,  and  reconcile  him  to  his  Duty  and  Al- 
legiance.  Hark :  [M'hifik  again. 

There,  'tis  once  more  a  Summons  to  the  Citadel  to  fur- 
render.     This    inall,   in   after   Story,   be  call'd.   Captain 
Beaugard's  belieging  of  the  Widow. 
Which,  as  'tis  laid  iiire,  with  Succefs  muft  end,  ^ 

Since  Juftice  does  his  Enterprize  attend  > 

Without,  and  powerful  Love  within's  his  Friend.  ^ 

SCENE  changed  to  Tields  on  the  Bach  fide  of 
a  Garden, 

Tnter  Beaugard,  roith  a  Tarty. 

^eau.  Hold,  ftand  fail;  I  have  juft  now  receiv'd  Intel- 
ligence over  the  Garden- Wall,  that  our  Delign  has  taken 
air,  and  there  will  be  no  eafie  Entrance. 

I  Man.  Ah  Captain ;  the  time  has  been,  when,  under 
your  Command,  we  fliould  have  had  no  need  of  a  Coun- 
cil of  War  for  the  attacking  fuch  a  Eorrification  as  this  is. 

Beau.  Peace  Tlunder,  Peace,  you  Rogue;  no  Moroding 
now;  we'll  burn,  rob,  dcmolifli  and  murder  another 
time  together :  This  is  a  Bus'nefs  muH  be  done  with  de- 
cency.  Hark. 

2  Man.  Some  Company  coming,  Sir,  from  the  Back- 
Street- Ward. 

Beau.  Hold  then,  TlnnJer:  Do  you,  with  your  flying 
Party,  hover  at  a  diilance  about  the  Fields  j  while  I,  with 

the 
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the  reft  of  the  Body,  poft  my  fclf  as  advantagioufly  as  I 

can,  to  watch  the  Enemies  xMotions. [Exenm. 

Enter  Thcodoret  and  his  Varty. 

Theod.  This  way  the  Noifc  was:    Be  lure  keep  £z^c  the 
Garden  Gate,  and  follow  me  carefully.         [Exit  Theod. 
Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  So,  here  I  am^  and  now  for  my  Inftruftions. 
Let  me  fee.  {^Reads  the  Billet.']  Tray  corbie  difgutfed.,  that  if 
the  Defign  fliould  mifcarry,  your  Retreat  may  be  the  eafier. 
YoHr  unknovrn  MtiJJjing  Servant Humph!  Blu flung  Ser- 
vant! Paflmgly  modeft.  Til  warrant  you!  Fray  come  dif- 
guifed!  So  I  am,  or  the  Devil's  in'tj  for  I  look  more  like 
a  Cut-throat,  than  any  thing  elfe.  Let  me  fee^  Upon 
this  very  Spot,  the  lall  time  I  was  here,  did  I  meet  mv 
damn'd  Wife:  Avert  the  Omen,  fweet  Heav  n,  I  befcecn 
thee.  And  now,  as  I  am  confidering,  where  can  my 
Friend  Beaugard  be  at  prefcnt  too  ?  With  a  Whore .  There's 
that  Queftion  anfwer'd.  Wherefore,  would  but  my  un- 
known blufhing  Servant  appear,  or  give  me  a  kind  Sign ; 
would  but  my  little  Partridge  call,  methinks  I  could  lb 
Ihucklc,  and  run,  and  Bill,  and  clap  my  Wings  about  her 
Hah!  [Tums  tibout. 

Enter  Theodoret. 

Theod.  Stand  :  Who  goes  there? 

Cour.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

I  Ser.  Stand,  Sir  :  What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  What  am  I,  Sir!  A  Man,  Sir. 

Theod.  A  Man,  Sir,  we  fee  you  are :  But  what  Man  are 
you,  Friend? 

Conr.  A  Gentleman,  Friend  3  and  you  had  h^ii  ufe  me 
fo. By  Heav'n,  Theodoret?  and  if  I  am  but  difcover'd! 

Theod,  Hands  off,  unloofc  him.  You  are  not  him  we 
look  for,  Sir. 

Cour.  I  am  glad  of  that  with  all  my  Heart. 

Theod,  And  therefore  I  ask  your  Pardon.  But,  if  you 
are  a  Gentleman,  you  will  aflift  one  in  me,  that  have  been 
injured.  I  have  reaibn  to  believe,  my  Houfe  is  now  be- 
fet  by  Villains,  who  have  bafe  deiigns  upon  the  Honour 
of  my  Family.  Wherefore,  if  you  are  what  you  pretend, 
you'll  draw  your  Sv\rord  to  do  a  good  Caufe  Jaftice. 

Cour. 
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Gour.  Sir,  I  wear  it  for  no  other  end ;  and  you  fhall 
command  it. — Ay,  'tis  fo ;  Beaugard  upon  new  Exploits 
for  the  Recovery  of  his  Widow.  Nothing  but  Knight- 
Errantry  ftirring  this  Moon. 

Theok.  Pleafe  you  then.  Sir,  to  flay  here  with  my  Ser- 
vants, while  I  walk  to  the  Corner  of  yon  Wail,  and  try 
what  I  can  difcover.  [Exit  Theod , 

Cofir,  You  may  truft  me,.  Sir.  Now  will  I  fhew  my 
felf  a  true  Remgado;  take  Entertainment  in  Chrillian  Ser- 
vice, to  betray  'em  to  my  Brother  Turk,  upon  the  firfl 
opportunity.  And  fo,  my  blufliing  Unknown,  you  may 
e'en  ftay  your  Stomach  with  your  Sheets  for  this  Night, 
'Re-enter  Theod  oret. 

Theod.  They  are  here,  Hand  faftj  be  refolute,  and  be 
rewarded. 

Znter  Lucretia. 

Luc.  Now,  for  a  convenient  Opportunity  to  do  a 
Mifchief;  Beaugp/rd,  I  find,  is  come,  and  my  kind  Miftrefs 
punfcual  to  Appointment  in  the  Garden.  Now,  could  -I 
but  order  tahe  Affair  £o,  as  to  ilur  Bcfiugard  u'^on  her,  in- 
Jftead  of  my  £tlt;  and  her  upon  him,  inllead  of  Forcia,  my 
ConfcJence  would  be  fatisfiedi  and  he,  Mr.  Courtine,  my 
Rival  Widow,  and  the  Wife,  ferv'd  all  in  their  kind. 

Theod.  Hold.  Sir:  What  are  you  ?  [To  Beau,  ai  the  Enirmce, 

Ccur.  Ayj  Now,  now. 

Bern.  No  matter,  Sir  j  this  is  not  a  time  of  Night  to_ 
anlwer  Queftions. 

Theod.  Nay,  then. — — 

Beau.  Nay,  now  Sir  j  and  when  clfe  you  think  fitting. 
Sir :  I  am  the  Man  you  look  for  j  and  you  are  him  I  wifht 
to  meet  here. 

Cc:ir.  Now  how  the  Devil  I  fhall  do  to  tilt  Booty  j  Hang 
me  Hke  a  Dog  if  I  can  imagine. 

Beau.  Come  on  there. 

Theod.  You  pafs  upon  your  Death. 

Beau.  I  have  learnt  to  fcorn  Death  more  fince  firfl  you 
threatned  it; 
I  fee  your  Numbers  too,  and  come  prepar'd  i 
B&rcms  my  Claim,  and  here  Til  win  or  lofe  her. 

Theod.  Then  take  thy  duej  and  dye  like  a  midnight 
Thief.    Fallon. 

[Beaii. 
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[Beau.  ;t«.'/Thcod.  engage,  mil  their  Parties.  Be^u.  anJ 
Theod.  quit  each  ether.  Beiu.  falls  upon  Courtine, /»«<;^ 
Theod.  upon  Beziigird' s  Tarty  ^  whe  retire  from  him, 
as  Cour.  does  from  Beau,  off  from  the  Stage. 

Theod.  He  runs,  he  runs ;  the  half-bred  Hefbor  runs. 
Falfe  Cards  and  Dice,  and  Quart-pot  Brothel  Brawls,  were 
fitter  for  his  Management,  than  honourable  Difference: 
Hark,  clafliing  of"  Swords  flill,  by  Heav'n  I  mifs  our 
Friend  the  honourable  Stranger,  that  fo  generouily  took 
our  Party  j   if  it  be  him,  let's  out,  and  give  him  Succour. 

Enter  Bcaguard  drivmg  in  Courtine,  vphd  retires  beyond 
the  reach  of  his  Sword. 

Beau.  BafeRafcal!  Coward,   flie! 

Cour.  No,  Sir,  I  ftand  ftock  ftiil,  and  won't  ftir  an  Inch  5 
but  iince  you  are  fo  uncivil,  refolve  not  to  fight  a  ftroks 
more:  So  there's  my  Sword,  and  here's  your  humble  Ser- 
vant. 

Beau.  Courtine! 

Cour.  The  fame. 

"BeatL.  And  thou  my  Enemy  too! 

Ccur,  No,  Sir,  youi'  Friend,  had  you  been  wife  enoup-h 
to  huve  found  it.  I  came  hither  diiguis'd,  for  a  Reafon 
you  fhall  know  hereafter3  but  falling  into  the  hands  of 
the  Enemy,  was  forced  to  rake  Party  agr.inityou,  forfeaf 
of  being  beaten  for  you:  Yet  with  a  defign  of  revoIdn<y, 
would  you  have  given  me  leave.  But  you,  when  you  Ihould 
have  kept  at  the  head  of  your  Friends,  took  a'  particular 
fancy  to  be  tickling  my  fmall  Guts,  and  now  you  fee 
what  you  have  got  by  it. 

Beau.  Then  fare  wel  for  ever  poor  Widow  .-—But  flay,  it 

were  bafe  and  unmanly  to  give  it  over  fo Let  me  fee 

Lend  me  thyDilguife,  quickly,  quickly,  quickly,  my  Ima- 
gination's warm. 

Cour.  Ay,  v/ith  all  my  heart,  and  glad  to  be  rid  of  it 
io—  [pifguifes  Beaugard. 

Mean.  Take  this,  and  rally  my  fcatter'd  Forces,  [G/V« 
him  his  M^hiftle.]  They  know  the  Signj  and  cannot  be  far 
off  under  the  Condu6l  of  Plunder  that  was  my  Serjeant 
abroad,  thou  knowTc  him  j  make  what  hafte  is  poiTible, 

I'U 
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ril  be  hereabouts,   and  be  near  me,  if  any  new  Dlfadcr 
fhould  happen. 

Cour.  Well,  with  all  my  Heart  for  once:  here  is  ane.v 
delign  in  Embrio  now ;  though  I  fancy  when  we  have 
got  her,  we  fliall  never  make  of  this  Widow  what  llie 
has  coil  us. 

Beau .  No  more  j  I  hear  Company ;  Vanifh .—  [Exit  Cour . 
I.nter  Theodoret. 

Iheod.  This  way  1  think  I  heard  it:  Look,  is  not  that 
he!  Oh  my  dear  generous  Friend,  let  me  embrace  you: 
I  hope  you  are  come  off  well. 

Bean.  Very  well.  Sir,  I  thank  you,  if  I  were  but  well 
off  from  this  place;  I  fear  the  Man  I  had  to  deal  withal 
is  fallen,  for  I  left  him  ilagg'ring.  Security  were  beft 
for  us  all.  Sir. 

Theod.  My  Houfe  fhall  be  your  Saniftuary,  and  I'll  die 
with  you  but  Til  prote<a  you. 

Beau.  I  gad,  and  that's  kindly  faid,  as  things  ftand  be- 
tween us,  and  if  he  knew  all.  \_Ajtde, 

Theod.  Open  the  Garden-gate  there :  You  fhall  re(l  yo'ur 
felfin  an  Arbor,  while  I  dilpofe  of  the  grofs  of  my  Fa- 
mily, and  prepare  an  Apartment  for  your  Privacy. 

Beau,  If  I  had  dy'd  in  your  Quarrel,  Sir,  a  Generofity 
like  this  had  over-rewarded  it.        [Cour.  at  the  Entrance. 

Cour,  Stand  ftill  ye  beaten  fcatter'd  Scoundrels,  1  think 
that's  he,  follow  me  but  at  a  diftance. 

Theod.  Open  the  Gate  I  {zy  there  5  come  Sir 

[They  eiite*-  the  Gardn. 

Cour.  The  Stratagem  fucceeds,  and  Jrcy  at  lall  is  taken. 
Enter  Lucretia. 

Lucr.  Oh  dear  Sir,  are  not  you  Captain  Beaugard} 

Cour.  The  fame,  my  dear  Child^  the  lame;  halt  thou 
any  good  tidings  for  me  ? 

Lucr.  The  private  door  of  the  Garden  on  the  other  fide 
is  opened,  and  you  may  enter.  Sir.  My  poor  Lad  vis  dy- 
ing almoft  with  defpair,  that  Ihe  lhallne\,er  fee  you  more: 
Could  you  now  tell  me  Nev/s  of  Captain  Courthie? 

Cour.  Hah!  Does  then  mj^  Bluihing  unknow  belong  to 
thefe  Territories?  It  mufl  be  fo.  Captain  Courtine  is  jufl 
gone  in  before  Sweet-heart,  thcrefoie  if  thou  art  a  true 
Friend  tc  Love,  quickly  conduct  me.  Lucr. 
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Lucr.  I'll  (hew  you,  Sir,  into  the  Door,  where  you  may 
conceal  your  felf  in  one  of  the  Arbours  till  I  go  through 
the  Houie,  and  bring  you  farther  Intelligence. 

Cour.  And  if  my  Adventure  happen  really  to  be  at  the 

end  of  this  bufinels,    my  Friend  and  I  fhall  not,  I  fancy, 

pafs  our  time  very  uncomfortably.    Rogues  follow,  me! 

follow  me  Rogues.  l-Exemt. 

SCENE  the  GardeTt. 

Beaugard  looking  out  of  m  Arbour. 

Beau.  So,  Co,  thus  far  I  am  undifcovered  j  it  is  as  dark 
as  if  the  Devil  himfelf  were  abroad  a  folacing  amongft  a 
Company  of  Northern  Witches  to  Night:  UCourtmehQ 
but  enter'd  with  my  Mirmulons,  the  Widow's  infallibly  all 
my  own.  Hiil: !  Who  comes  here  .> 
Enter  Lucretia. 

Lucr.  Sir,  Sir,  where  are  you  ? 

Beau.  Here,  here,  my  Friend,  I  wait  you, 

Lucr.  Friend!  Is  not  your  Name 

Beau.  My  Name,  what!  what  can  this  mean  >— r^/7^^ 

Lu^r.  Beaugard  Come,  come,  I  know  you:  You  need 
not  dJlruft  your  lelf,  my  dellgn  is  to  do  you  Service  • 
yoMxVorcia  knows  you  are  here,  and  expeds  you  with 
her  Arms  open  j  follow  me.  ^ 

Beau  Be  rhou  my  good  or  bad  Angd,  at  the  charm  of 
'perdidoT     """^  '""'^"^  '^'''   ^^"^'Sh  thou  lead  m^  to 

Lucr.  Softly,  no  noife,  this  way,  give  me  your  Hand. 

^  [Bxeunt. 

Bnfer  Courtine. 

wh^Tl  ^j;  f '  ^''  "^^  ^'''.¥  ^"^^  ^  '^^^  ^s  ^"Arbour 

Ti^j  TT       ,        ^^^^  Theodoret. 

fniT^  L-  i^^^^i'?  ^'  ^'^  ^  ^^^'  ^ini,  it  is  wonder, 
fully  dark:  Friend!  Friend!  Where  are  yj)u? 

Cofcr  HaJ  that's  another  fort  of  Voke  than  the 
YoungftersI  depend  on:  By  Heav'n:    JheoZtTlAfde 

Theod.  Friend,  Fnend,  I  fay,  where  are  you >      ^^ 

C^HT.hy,  hut  theDevilawordyougetoutofme  T^^. 

n^ol  Why,  Sir  Friend,  do  no^t  yoK  m^  ^  ^^'^^' 

CcHr. 
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Cour.  No.  [A/iJg: 

Theo'd.  I  am  fure  this  muft  be  the  Arbour  j  I'll  run  and 
call  a  Flambeaux. 

'    Co//>'.  That  may  not  be  £o  well  neither,  my  Aftairs  will 
not  ac^ree  with  the  Light,  as  I  take  it.  [^Afide, 

Theod,  May  be  he's  fallen  afleep;  let  me  fee.  [Gropes  in. 
to  the  Ai'bour,  and  feels  him.}   'Tis  even  Co :    What  hoa, 

g-^, , [Courtine  fnores.. 

Friend,  Friend,  awake,  your  Chamber's  ready,  and  I  flay 
for  you. 

Com-.  Who's  there?  What  are  you?  , ,  ,,   , 

[Aloud,  as  if  frighted  fuddenly. 

Theod.  HuHi,  make  no  noife;  but  come  away. 

Conr.  Is  it  you,  Sir? He  miftakes  m-e  for  Bean^ard, 

I  hope. 

Theod.  The  fame :  I  wait  upon  you,  follow  me. 

Cour.  If  he  difcover  me,  all  again  is  rum'd  j  but  Dark- 
nefs,  1  hope,  and  Impudence,  will  befriend  a  good  Qm^-^ 
SCENE,  D^vtdcvW's  Chaml^er^ 

With  only  one  fmall  Lamp  burning,  and  Daredevil 
on  the  Bed. 

Bared.  Oh!   oh!  oh!  my  Wounds  and  my  Sins!  Con- 
fcience,  Confcience,  Confcience,  how  fhall  I  quiet  thee! 
[Beaugard'^  Father  at  the  door, 

Tath.  This  cowardly  Chicken-hearted  Rafcal  will  die, 
and  be  damn  d  at  laft.  How  do  you  do  Sir  ?  How  do  you 
find  vour  fclf  ? 

riarod.  Oh  very  ill,  Heav'n  knows!  withm  few  hours 
of  a  Grave,  and ,  without  great  Mercy,  of  a  deeper  place : 
Who  ever  you  are,  if  you  have  any  Charity,  procure  me 
fome  Confciencious  Godly  Divine  to  unburden  mj  fclf  ot 
my  Iniquity  to.  ^  ^  . 

F^i';^,''This  puling,  whining,  repining  Rogue,  witnm 
thefe  two  days  was  blafpheming : ,  Ought  I  to  be  hang'd 
nowforfuchaVarkt!  Shall  i  i^end  you  a  Divine,  iaid 
you  Sir?-  •      .^-' 

Bared.  It  wbuM  be  a  great  Favour,  and  a  Comfort  to 

"''''"'•  nth. 
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Tath.  ril  try  what  I  can  do  for  you,  ^mct  I  fee  your 
condition  fo  dangerous  J  a  Pox  o'your  Queafie  Confdence- 
There  is  no  Safety  for  me  in  flaying  here,  that's  one  thir^ 
the  Houfe  being  certainly  befet  for  the  apprehending fonfe 
body:  For  looking  out  at  the  Wardrobe  Window  as  I 
was  dreffing  my  felf,  I  obferved  fix  or  feven  arm'd  Rogues 
with  hangmanly  Faces,  fncaking  and  fculking  about  the 
Garden,  that's  another  thing j  wherefore  I  will  hafienand 
finifh  myDifguife,  and  if  there  come  an  Alarum,  ^takethe 
faireft  opportunity  to  get  off  in  it ;  and  that  for  me  will 
be  tiie  beft  thing.  ^^,,  P^^^^^_ 

'Entir  Courtine. 

CouY.  To  what  an  infignificant  purpofe  have  I  taken  all 
this  pains  to  Night?  here  have  I  been  put  into  a  Room  with 
3  Bed  in  It,  wirh  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  be  pleafcd  to  take 
your  reft,  m  the  Devil's  Name ;  when  my  defign  has  not  beea 
to  take  my  Reft,  but  my  Recreation:  I  fancy  I  heard  a 
kind,  fmall,  complaining  Voice  this  way  too,  and  muft  at 
prefent  confefs  my  fc^f  in  a  very  good-natur'd  Humour 
very  much  inclined  to  fuccour  any  diftreffcd  Damfel  that 
wants  a  Companion  to  pafs  away  a  tedious  Night  withal 

Biired.  Oh!  oh!   Would  but  this  dear  Man  come  now'* 

Ccur.  Hah!  hark!  That  muft  certainly  heme  fbe  means- 
nay,  I  am  fure  on't :  Til  on  a  little  larther.  ' 

T>ared.  Oh  hh! 

Co«r.  Where  art  thou,  thou  poor  Creature  ?  I  am  come 
to  comfort  thee. 
_^  i^Med.  I  wilh  you  had  come  a  little  fooner,  I  am  very 

QJ/^.  Alas  kind  Soul,  fhe's  fick  with  paffionate  Ex- 
peaation.  This  muft  be  my  blufliing,  unknown  Servant, 
at  the  leaft. 

Band  Whereabouts  are  you  ?  Give  me  your  hand  hi- 
tner,  wiH  you? 

,   C-^^^-  Here   here  it  is,   and  my  Heart  too,  thou  haft 
em  both :  1 11  fwear  ft.e  has  a  well  grown  Palm,   by  the 

Ru^  of  Proportion  111  warrant  iier  a  Swinger; But  no 

i^atter,  'tis  in  the  dark.  ^  TaqZ. 

h^^'  "'^''   ^'^  ^'°"  ^^'-     ^''    ^^^^  P<^°^  ^^^^' 
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Cour.  Breaking,  dear  Soul!  No,  no,  never  fear  ft;  I'll 
^ve  thee  a  Recipe  to  keep  it  whole  I  warrant  thee  This 
IS  the  moft  Romantick  Adventure.  ^FaUs  to  mdrejjlng  htmfelf. 
Porcia  and  Phillis  at  the  door. 

Tor.  Has  then  £e^//^^r</ gotten  entrance  art  thou  fure  ? 

Cour.  Hah!  ,    ^     »•     •    » 

Thtl  Madam,  fo  fure,  that  his  Vdet  lombm  is  here  m 
the  Houfe,  and  told  me  fo  himfelf. 

Cour.  What's  that?  ,,      ,  r   u 

Tor  Then  now  my  Part  begins:  Was  there  ever  fuch 
inhumane  Cruelty  committed,  a  Wretch  barbaroufly  mur- 
dered and  exposM,  without  comfort  or  fuccour? 

Cour  Murder,  faid  they?  What,  Manflaying  when 
all  mv  thoughts  were  upon  nothing  but  Manmaking.  I 
gad  then  'tis  time  that  I  take  care  for  one,  and  tilla  better 
conveniency  offer  it  felf,  here's  my  Burrough.  Murder  m 
the  Devil's  name.    What  do  they  lay  now  ? 

[Creep  under  the  Bed, 

Tor  No  no    my  Confcience  will  not  bear  it,   I  muft 

proclaim  it  to  the  World:  What  hoa  there,  Murder,  Mur- 

^Co«r!^  Oh^Lord,  here's  a  comfortable  Condition  that  I 

am  got  into.  ,,       i        •        .  •  i    „« 

Tor.  But  docs  the  Chyrurgion  fay  there  is  certainly  no 

^piTonly  a  thin  skin  Wound  on  the  outfide  of  his 
Belly  'but  that  the  Force  of  Fear  in  the  Cowardly-heart- 
ed Fc'llow,  will  let  him  think  of  nothing  but  a  Grave  and 

^X''^Th"e  prefent  Advantage  of  it  then  muft  be  improv'd : 
wherefore,  I  fay,  the  flinging  of  my  Confcience  will  not 
kt  me  reft,  I  die  not  conceal  this  Murder  Murder  Mur- 
der   Murder  I  Cry  Murder  you  Witch,  and  alarm  the  Houie. 

m.  Here  is  fomebody  coming  already,  Madam. 

Tor.  Stand  ftill  and  obferve  then. 
Tenter  Beaugard. 

Beat*  1  think  it  was  this  way,  but  no  matter,  for  lam 
fure  I  reign  Lord  Paramount  of  this  Caftle  now :  The  an- 
gTy  jealous  Brother  is  gone  to  Bed  and  all  his  warhke 
laL  ly,  where  he  lies  as  faft,  and  fiiores  and  gapesjo 
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wide,  one  might  fteal  the  Widow  out  of  his  Mouth  if 
fhe  were  there :  Now  could  I  but  find  the  way  to  her  Lady- 
(hip's  Chamber,  while  P/«;z</fr  is,  according  to  Orders,  with 
his  Crew  binding  the  drowzy  Rogues  of  the  Family  in 
their  Beds!  What  an  opportunity  would  that  be!  For  there 
is  but  one  way  of  making  a  flippery  W^idow  fure  to  you. 

Vor.  No  matter,  happen  how  it  will,    I  fay  again  it  is 

a  crying  Sin,  it  is  an  Abomination,  'tis  a Ah! 

[5"fe/>si^  Beau.  difguis\l,  is  frightid  ayul  runs  ouf, 

Bern.  Hah!  What  do  Ghofls  walk  here  at  this  time  o* 
Night,  and  in  Petticoats  too  j  Nay,  then  have  at  you.  Ye 
airy  Forms. 

[Going  out,  is  met  by  his  Father,  difguisU  like  a  Thar.atick 
Treacher. 

Fath.  Yes,  verily,  and  indeed  it  is  an  Abomination,  a 
burning  Shame,  and  a  lewd  Abomination. 

Beau.  Hell  and  the  Devil  I  My  Spirit  in  Petticoats  that 
fqueak'd  Abomination  in  E!a,  converted  to  the  fleflily  ii- 

militudeof  a  Holy  Brother,  that  Cants  it  in  Ga??iiit 

Hoh !  Speak,  what  art  thou  ? 

Fath.  A  Miniller  of  Peace  to  wounded  Confdences,  I 
come  here  by  appointment  with  an  Olive  Branch  in  my 
mouth,  to  vilit  a  mortal  Ark  tolVd  and  floating  in  flood> 
of  its  own  Tears,  for  its  own  Frailties. 

Beau.  And  are  you  really.  Sir,  a  Man?  Really  the  God- 
ly Implement  you  appear  to  be,  for  the  fcowrmg  of  foul 
Confciences  ? 

Dared.  Ha!  ha!  ha'  Godly  Implement!  it  has  almofl 
made  me  laugh  j  that's  a  merry  Gentleman,  Til  warrant 
him:  Oh  hh! 

Fath.  I  am,  Friend,  I  tell  thee,  an  Inftru(fler  of  the 
Chofen ;  Thou  favour'ft  of  the  old  Man,  fland  off,  and 
do  not  pollute  me  with  too  near  communication ;  I  come 
to  convert  a  Sinner  to  the  Truth ;  it  was  I  that  convert- 
ed  as  ibme  fay  no  bodyj  aiid  expounded  the  groari 

of  the  Proteftant  Board.     How  fareth  our  Brorherr 

Dared.  Alas,  Sir,   very  weak^   upon  the  point  of  Dil- 
folution,  and  tormented  with  the  llingi  of  « terrif) 'd  Con 
icience. 

Fath.  Lay  then  one  Bind  upon  thy  H^ari. 
Vol,  II.  E  T)>ir^d 


^8 
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Dared.  I  do  fo. 

Tath.  Lend  me  the  others  that  in  the  pouring  forth 
thy  iins.  thy  right  hand  may  not  know  what  thy  left 
hand  doth. 

Beau.  A  very  material  Point  that  is  truly. 
Jath,  Thou  haft  hvcd  in  Wickednefs  long. 
Dared.  From  Sixteen  to  Eight  and  Forty,  without  the 
leaft  Repentance,  or  a  thought  of  it. 

:Bath.  A  very  dangerous  ftate  j  but  for  thy  darling  Sins, 
Imprimis,  vs/hat? 

Dared,  Drunkennefs. 

Fath.  A  very  pernicious  fin,  and  of  the  Devil's  own 
inftitution ;  for  it  lets  our  Souls  a  fire :    Nay,   it  fets  our 

Nofeso'fire,  and  fets  Houfes  o'fire.    Drunkennefs! 

Did  you  ever  burn  any  Houfes? 

Dared.  Never  but  three,  and  they  Houfes  of  Pollution 
too:  Ba'vdy-houfes,  Sir. 

F^h.  So  much  the  worfe:    For  if  Bav/dy-houP*s  be 
burnt,  what  civil  Family  in  this  City  fleeps  fafe  ?  I  never 
burnt  a  Bawdy-houfe  in  my  Life,  that's  my  comfort.  Jiefn. 
Dared.  Whoredom,  Adtrkei-yT 

Fath.  For  Adultery,  I  mean  corrupting  of  other  Mens 
Wives,  let  me  tell  you  it  is  a  crying  Sin,  and  a  very  loud 
cne  too ;  but  do  you  repent  ? 

Dared.  From  the  bottom  of  my  Heart. 
Beau.  So,  Heav'n  be  thanked,  there's  no  harm  in  plain 
Whoredom. 

Fa'h.  No  more  to  be  faid  then;  be  comforted,  and  I'll 
abfolve  thee :  But  with  v/hom  was  this  Wickednefs  com- 
mitted laft  ? 

Dared,  With  my  Bofom  Friend's  Wife,  and  one  that 
deferv'd  much  better  of  me. 

Beau.  And  that  v/as  very  friendly  done  of  thee  truly. 
Fath.  Impudent  Rogue!  But  was  ihe  very  yoang^ 
Beau.  Ay,   now  the  feeling,   circumftanriil  Queftions 
are  ftarting. 

Dared.  About  Eighteen;  and  not  yet  v/edded  a  full 
year. 

Fath.  Voluptuous  Dog!  Buthandfom  too?  Was  Hie  very 

handiom  ? 

D^usd. 


The  Soldiers  Fortune.       99 

B^ired.  Too  beautiful,  to  have  had  fo  little  Virtue. 

'Fath.  Her  Name,  her  Name!  Tell  me  her  Name. 
Qaickly,  I  fay  anto  thee,  let  me  know  her  Name. 

Beau.  Well  laid,  well  laid  there,  old  Fo:nicatiori ! 

T>^red.  That  I  have  promifed  {hall  for  ever  be  a  S;3crct:, 
Sir. 

Tath.  Then  thou  art  damn'd,  and  I  donotabfblvethee. 
I  muft  know  this  precious  young  Harlot.  [Afide. 

Once  more  I  fay  her  Name ! 

D^reJ.  But  1  have  fworn,  Sir  ;  you'd  not  have  me  be 
forf .vorn  ? 

F.^th.  A  mortal  Sin  in  it  felf :  Swearing  is  another  Sin. 
Farewel,  I'll  have  no  more  to  do  with  thee:  Thy  Sins 
are  of  too  deep  a  Dye,  and  Satan  be  upon  thee  3  a  damn'd 
Ro2:ue  not  to  tell  me  her  Name. 

D;ired.  Oh\  oh!  dear  Sir,  comeback  again,  and  leave 
me  not  in  this  defperate,  dcfponding,  fad  condition. 

'''  [Exit  Father. 

It  he  has  any  mercy  in  this  Cafe  but  upon  his  own  con- 
ditions, he's  no  Father  of  mine  I  am  fure  on't.        [^/ide. 
Enter  Lucretia. 

Lucr.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you^  a  word 
with  you  in  private  J  turn,  turn  this  way  into  the  next 
Room  quickly  i  Porcia,  Forci;i,    your  Widow  Forcia,  Sir. 

Be.zH.  Hah!  fpeak,  where  is  fhe,  thou  pretty,  fmiiing 
Mercury !  ^ 

Lucr.  i  am  to  bring  her  to  you  this  moment:  No  more 
words,  but  in  Sir,  in,  if  you'll  be  happy. 

Cour,  Forcia,  ForcU,  faid  he  ?  Then  I  am  fure  it  muft 
be  Bemgard;  a  pretty  Pimp  that  111  warrant  him.  VAfide, 
■    Beau.  And  fliall  I  truft  thee  ? 

Lucr.  Why  l"hould  I  deceive  you  ? 

Beau.  Be  fure  thou  dod  not,  as  thou  lovefl  the  welfare 
of  this  foft,  tender  Outfidej  adieu  for  a  minute.      [Exit. 

Lucr.  That  minute  gives  her  to  your  poircflion.  Sir - 

Hifl,  Madam,  Hifi!  The  Coall  is  nov/ clear. 

Syl.  Where  are  you,  Ill-nature  ? 

Lucr.  Here,  tortur'd  with  my  Longings:  Where  are 
you?  come,  come. 

Sjh,  Why  do  you  m^ke  me  do  this.^ 

^  ^  Lucr. 
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Lucy,  Is  that  a  Queftion  now?  Turn,  turn  in  to  the  dark 
Chamber:  Til  but  fecure  this  Door,  and  then  the  Night's 
our  own. 

Syvl.  Don't  flay  too  long. 

Com.  How  afraid  fhe  is,  left  he  fiiould  come  again  too 
foon !  [Ajide, 

Lucr.  Be  fatisfy'd,  I'll  fly that  is  from  you  as  faft  as 

I  can,  for  I  hope  I  have  fitted  you.  [Exit  Sylvia. 

Cour.  Nay,  faith,  if  this  be  the  Cuftom  of  the  Houfe^ 
I'll  lurk  here  no  longer :  The  Devil  again  !^ 
Re-enter  Father. 

Fatth,  Trouble  me  no  more,  I  fay  I  will  not  be  pcr- 
fuaded,  I  will  know  the  Adultrefles  Name,  that  I  may 
admonifli  her;  for  it  has  been  of  ancient  Pradlice  in  thefe 
our  pious  Offices,  to  make  our  Converts  confefs,  not  only 
all  they  know,  but  all  that  we  have  a  mind  to  know. 

Dared.  Not  Sir,  I  hope,  if  it  be  improper. 

Tath.  No  matter  for  that,  proper  or  improper,  right 
or  wrong,  true  or  falfe,  if  it  be  for  our  ufe,  it  muft  be 
confefled.  Therefore  I  fay,  and  lay  again,  I  do  not  abfolvc 
thee,  thou  art  in  the  ftate  of  Perdition  ftill ;  tell  me  her 
Name,  or  for  thy  Drunkenefs,  and  burning  of  Houfes  j 
Thy  Whoredoms,  and  Adulteries;  Blafphemy,  and  Pro- 
fanefs;  thy  Swearing,  and  Forfwearing;  Thy  rubbing 
out  Milk-fcores,  and  lamb-blacking  of  Signs  in  Covent- 
Garden-y  Thy  breaking  of  Windows,  killing  Conftables 
and  Watchmen,  Beadles,  Taylors,  Hackney-Coachmen 
and  Link-Boys:  for  all  thefe 

[Noifes  of  fyueakin^  from  each  Jide  of  the  Stage,  one  from 
Sylvia. 
Hiirk  there  the  fcreaming  Fiends  are  at  thy  door  already. 
Hark.  .  [Scream  again. 

Cour.  Nay,  Madam,  if  you  fqueak,  and  think  to  alarum 
the  Houfe,  if  I  do  not  behave  my  felf  like  a  true  Friend  to 
Love,  I  am  miftaken,  and  fo  here  I  am  pofted,  and  thus 
will  maintain  the  Pafs. 

[Goes  to  the  door  where  Beau,  and  his  Wife  are,  and  draws 
his  Sword  to  defend  it. 

Lucr.  [At  the  Door.']  Well  faid,  ray  civil,  dear  and  friend- 
y  Cuckold. 

Enter 
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'Enter  Theodoret,  a,nd  Porcia  cry'mg. 

The&d.  Come  forth  thou  Strumpet. 

Vor.  Nay,  cruel  Theodoret,  do  not,  do  not  kill  me :  here 
on  my  Knees 

Ceur.  How's  this ?  Vorc'ia,  taken,  there,  and  my  Friend 
here  in  private  with  Vorcia  too ! 

Theod.  By  Heav'n  thou  dy'ft  this  moment. 

Cour.  By  Hell  though  but  Ihe  fhall  not,  Sir. 

Enter  Sylvia  and  Beaugard  purfdng  her. 

Beau.  Nay,  Madam,  then!  how's  this?  My  Widow 
fpiit  in  twain!  My  Porcia  there,  and  Pom^  here  too  ?  Con- 
found- me,  Courtine's  Wife!  I  have  done  finely. 

Theod.  You'll  juftifie  this  ufagc? 

Cour.  You  fee.  Sir,  I  am  refponfiblc.  [Shevos  him  Beau. 

Beati.  By  Heav'n  unhand  her,  or — Nay,  look  Sir  weil^ 
you'll  know  me.  [Throws  off  his  Dijguife^ 

Per.  My  faithful  Soldier! 

Bea:*.  My  viftorious  Widow!      [She  runs  into  his  Arms. 

Ihefid.  Call  up  my  Servants  there,  raifealltheHoufhold. 

Beau.  I'll  do'c  Sir 

[Gizes  the  Sign,  Plunder  and  his  Party  appear. 
See,  here  are  thofe  that  are  ready  to  w^ait  on  you,  if  you 
have  any  fervice  to  command  them. 

ll^eod.  And  I  will  find  'cm  fervice  that  fliall  warm  'em 

iEx:f. 

Cour.  Now,  I  fancy,  by  this  Lady's  concealing  her 
felf,  fhe  may  be  a  difcovery  worth  the'rp.aking.  xMadam, 
you  fee  here  my  Friend  is  unconftant,  but  truly  nothing 

could  ever  wean  him  from  this  Widow  here Sylvia! 

My  Wife!  my  rigid  virtuous  Wife!  my  uamn'd,  confound- 
ed, Jealous  Wife ! 

Beau.  Now  here  are  very  hopeful  matters  towards. 

Cour.  It  was  very  courteoufly  done  of  me,  Beaugard, 
was  it  not,  to  keep  the  door  for  you,  with  my  own  Wife, 
Sir? 

Beau.  Nay,  let  us  not  quarrel,. AW:  I'll  give  thee  a 
friendly  account  of  this  matter  to  morrow  between  our 
fclvcsj  in  the  mean  time  be  fatisfy'd,  I  have  nor  wiang^d 
thee. 

£  3  For, 
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Tor.  Will  you  never  leave  this  Foraging  into  other  Folks 
Quarters,  Captain? 
Beau.  I  am  afraid,  Widow  of  mine,  you  had  a  fin-^er 

in  the  Plot,  though 

Sylv.  Indeed,  my  Deareft. 

Ccur.  Your  humble  Servant,  my  Dearefl!  I  am  only 
glad  of  this  fair  opportunity,  to  be  rid  of  you,  my  Dearc-ft: 
henceforth,  myDeareft,  I  (ball  drink  my  Drink,  my  Dear- 
eft,  I  ihall  Whore  my  Deareft^  and  fo  long  as  I  can  Pimp 
fo  handfomly  for  you,  my  Dearefr,  I  hope  if  ever  we 
return  into  the  Country,  you'll  wink  at  a  fmall  fault  now 
and  then  with  the  Dairy-Wench,  or  Chamber- Maid,  my 
Dear  eft. 

Sylv.  I  always  was  a  Burden  to  your  fight,  and  you 
{hall  be  this  time  eas'd  on't.  [Exit. 

Cour.  With  all  m^y  Heart!  Heav'n  grant  it  would  iaft 
for  ever. 

Znter  Theodoret. 
Iheod.  My  Doors  lockt  up !    my  Servants  gagg'd  and 
bound!  I  am  betray'd,  undone,  and  Til  not  Hve  tobearit» 
Beau.  Nay,  hold,  Sir,  none  of  that  neither :  This  De- 
lign  was  not  laid  for  a  Tragedy. 

Theod.  How  do  you  intend  to  deal  with  me  ? 
Beau,  Like  a  Gentleman,  Sir,  though  you  hardly  de- 
fcrve  it  of  m.c :  In  Pnort,  this  Lady  is  in  my  Charge  now, 
and  you  in  my  power,  and  by  her  Authority;  this  being 
her  own  Houfe,  I  have  made  thus  bold  with  it ;  and  will 
take  care  to  difpofe  her  hereafter  out  of  the  reach  of  your 
mercilefs  Tyranny ;  nay,  if  this  reverend  Perfon  will  do 
us  the  friendly  Office,  though  I  have  often  renounced  it, 
am  ready  to  do  it  one  way  this  moment.  Darede'^il,  wilt 
thou  lend  me  thy  Chaplain  ? 
Dared.  Heh! 

Tor.  Rife,  Sir!  Won't  you  rife  ?  If  your  old  Friend  and 
I  make  a  match  on't,  I  hope  you'll  be  fo  kind  to  dance 
at  the  Wedding. 

Dared.  Dan<:e,  Madam!  I  am  dying. 
Thil.  That's  falfe,  to  my  knowledge,  Madam :  For  the 
Surgeon  told  me  iaft  dreilmg,  it  was  fo  flight  a  Wound, 
he  had  much  ado  to  keep  it  from  hcahng. 

Dared, 
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Bared.  Yes,  by  the  fame  token  vvhen  he  had  done  with 
UK  he  began  with  you,  forfooth,  and  faid  he  would  fhew 
voJ  a  little  of  his  operation,  for  handling  and  tampering 
with  his  Box  of  Inftruraents,  and  there's  tne  truth  out 
now. 

All  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha!  .     ,     ,        • 

Boi-a  WhyGentlemen,  Ladies,  Friends,  Acquaintance, 
am  not  f  dying  ?  Am  not  I  wounded  ?  Is  not  there  a  hole 
in  my  Belly,  that  you  may  turn  a  Coach  and  fix  m? 

Bmh  No,  no :  Prithee  leave  ravmg,  and  get  up  for 
{liame  Man.  Thou  an  Atheift,  thou  believe  neither  a  God 
nor  a  Devil,  and  be  afraid  of  a  hurt  no  bigger  than  a  Pin- 
hole' Courune,  lend  us  thy  hand  to  raifeupour  o.d  Friend 
here :  Well,  how  is't  now?  [_Set  him  on  h:s  Legs 

Dared.  Ha!  Faith  and  Troth,  I  fancy,  not  fo  bad  as  I 
thought  it  was.  Rethinks  I  begin  to  hnd  my  felf  pretty- 
hearty  5  1  can  ftand,  I  can  walk  tco,  I  have  no  pain  at  all. 
How  doft  thou  do,  old  Orthodox? 

[Strikes  hhn  on  the  ShonUler,   vhich  fljakes  the  Difguife 

fivm  his  Face. 
Cour.  Ah'  but  you  repented,  Daredtvtl;  thou  didit  re- 
pent, Friend:  1  am  forry  to  hear  of  it  with  all  my  Heart, 
it  v/ill  be  a  foul  blot  in  thy  Efcutcheon :   But  thou  didft 

Fat'h.  A  Pox  on  the  Block-head,  now  I  fliall  be  known. 

[Fumbling  to  f.x  his  Difguife  Again. 

Dared.  Repent !     Prithee    be    quiet,    Man  :    Repent, 

quotlia!  Why,  doH  thou  think  I  did  not  know  my  old 

Qiflomer  for  two   Deuces  here,  old  Mti-Jhraham,  the 

Father  of  Un'oelievers  ? 

Fath.  My  f  achy  I   my  little  Rogue!    my  dainty  Boy! 
Thou  Son  of  thy  nown  Father,   1  can  hold  no  longer  j 
andlmuflkifsthee,  and  I  v/ill  kL^s  thee,   eeee  you  Dog, 
vou  Dee,  you  Do^,  you  Httle  dear  damn'd  Dog. 
^  ^^  [SMgsoldSimo^. 

Huz^zji,  the  Widow's  our  own:  There  lie  Divinity. 

Beau .  A  very  Cutter,  as  I  hve,  had  he  but  a  Tahitha,   a 
perfed  Cutter. 

Fath.  Nov/,  facky  hoy;  Jachj,  you  Rogue,  fhall  not 
E  4.  .      I 
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I  have  a  little  fpill  out  of  this  Portion  now  hah  ?  The 
jolly  Worms  that  have  fattened  fo  long  in  this  ?vlalmfey 
Nofe  of  mine  with  the  Fumes  of  Sack  will  d:\t,  and  drop 
out  of  their  Sockets  elfe.  Couldft  thou  have  the  Heart  to 
fee  this  illuminated  Nofe  of  mine  look  like  an  empty  Ho- 
ny-Combj  couldft  thou  be  fo  hard-hearted? 

for.  Faith,  Captain,  be  moUify'd  j  the  old  Gentleman, 
methinks,  propoles  very  moderately. 

Tath.  It  fliall  be  fo:  She  fhall  be  my  Daughter-in-Law, 
though  I  invert  the  Order  of  Duty,  and  ask  her  BleiTing! 
^mu.  Look  you,  Sir :  Though  you  have  been  a  very 
ungracious  Father,  upon  condition  that  you'll  promifc  to 
leave  off  Gaming,  and  (lick  xo  your  Whoring  and  Drink- 
ing, I  will  treat  with  you. 

'Edth.  The  truth  on't  is,   I  have  been  to  blame,  Jwhl 
But  thou  fhalt  find  m,e  hereafter  very  obedient  j   that  is, 
provided  I  have  my  Terms :  which  are  thefe. 
Beau.  Come  on,  then. 

Tath.  Three  Bottles  of  Sack,  Jack,  per  Diem,  without 
Dedudion,  or  falle  Mcafure;  two  Pound  of  Tobacco 
per  Month  i  and  that  of  the  beft  too. 
Cour.  Truly  this  is  but  reafonable. 
T/ith.  Buttock-Beef  and  March-Beer  at  Dinner,  you 
Rogue:  A  young  Wench  cf  my  own  chuf.ng,  to  wait  on 
r.o  body  but  me  always:  Mony  in  my  Pocket:  An  old 
Pacing  Horle,  and  an  £lbow-Chair. 

Beau.  Agreed.  You  fee,  Sir,  already,  I  am  beginning 
to  fettle  my  Family  j  and  all  this  comes  by  the  Dominion 
Chance  has  over  us.  By  Chance  you  took  the  Charge  of 
an  old  Father  off  from  my  Hands,  and  made  a  Chaplain 
or  him.  By  the  fame  fort  of  Chance  I  have  taken  this 
Lady  off  from  your  Hands,  and  intend  to  make  her  ano- 
ther fort  of  Domeftick.  What  fay  vou,  Sir?  Are  you 
contented?  '  ^ 

rhcod.  I  cannot  tell  whether  I  am  or  no. 
Bern.  Then  you  are  not  fo  wife  a  Man  as  I  took   you 
for.    In  the  mean  timej  for  your  Liberty,  you  muff  dif- 
pcnfe  With  the  v/ant  of  ^t,  tia  I  have  this  Night  fecured 

the 
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the  Safety  of  my  Widow.    Your  Friend  Gratian,  becaufe 
of  his  Wounds,  is  only  lock'd  in  his  Chamber,  and  may 
take  his  Reft  as  otherwifc.    For  the  other  part  of  the  Fa- 
vmily,  I  care  not  to  make  Excufes. 

ThHsflilly  with  Tower  in  hand,  we  treat  ofTeace; 
But  when  'tis  ratify' d,  Sufpicions  ceafe : 
The  Cenqner'd  to  recrnting  Labours  move. 
Like  me,  the  Vi^&r^  Crowm  his  Eafe  with  Lqvb, 


Ey 


EPI. 


EPILOGUE, 

By  Mr.  T>uke  oiCambriip. 

IT  is  not  longfince  in  tht  mijre  Pit  ^ 

Tmiiultuom  V^^tncn  fate  the  Judge  c/Wit>  •    S 

Then  Keaves  appl'atuled  what  their  SWckheads  ^;>.    ,  ,  J^ 

At  a  Whig- Brother 'i  Flay,  the  Bfty^n^  CroTP^   .\  i'\^- 
Bwfi  out  i/i  Shoiiis,  As  2:ealou3.,  a'adAs'loidd,.  ■_'''  ./  '^'.V 
AswhenfomeMtm^zQr'spoutEk£t[on-'QQtr 
Cains  the  mad  Voice  of  a  whole  Drunken  Shire. 

And  yet,  even  then,  our  Poet's  Truth  was  try'dy 
Tho'  'twas  a  Devlifh  pull  to  flem  the  Tydcj 
And  tho'  he  neer  did  Vme  of  Treafon  wfite. 
Nor  made  one  Rocket  on  ^uem  BeiTe's  Nighty 
Such  was  his  Fortune,  or  fo  good  his  Caufe, 
Even  then  hsfa:id  not  wholly  of  Ap-^laufe. 
He  that  cffuid  then  efa.pe,  now  bolder  grows : 
Since  the  Wh^g-Tyde  runs  out  the  Loyal  Jlaitfs^ 
All  y OH  who  Iztely  here  p-cfitm'd  to  beif^l. 
Take  warning  fmnycur  Brethren  at  Guild-hail  :: 
Ihe  Spirit  ot  ilebellion  there  is  cptelTd, 
Ana  here  your  Poet's  Adcs  ftre  all  reipeaVd: 
Impartial  [urti&e  hoj  refurnd  again 
Her  awfid  Seat,  nor  bears  the  Swo^-d  in  vain. 
2 he  Siz'^Q  frjalllajh  the  Follies  of  the  Times, 
And  the  Lav/s  Vengeance  ovei-take  the  Crimes, 
The  perjur'd  Wretch  f:all  no  Prctecl:o.^  gain 
From  his  difoO'Wur'd  Robe^  and  Goluen  Chain  j 
Fut  fiana-  expos  d  to  all  th"  infulting  Town, 
h'hiie  rotten  Eggs  bepaw  the  Scarlet  Gown. 
Fark  hence  betimes,  you  that  were  j:e-ver  fpfiriyig 
To  la.e  the  Land,  and  dam'  your  felves;  by  Swearing^; 

Shond  the  Wife  City  r^ow,  to  eafeycur  Fears., 
Freci  an  Office  to  Irfure  your  Ears, 
Thithgr  fuch  numerous  Shoals  <^  Witneiles, 
^id  Jur;e5,  corf  clous  of  their  Qu'dt,  woudprefs, 
That  to  the  Chamber  hence  might  mere  be  gaind^ 
Than  ever  Mother  Crefwell pom  it  drain'd.j 
JrJ  Perjury  to  the  Orpliniis  Bank  refcr&. 
UhaiCier  Whoredcm  robb'd  a  of  before*. 


THE 
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OR,    THE 

Unhappy  Marriage, 

A 

TRAGEDY. 


<S)m  VeUgo  credit  meigm,  fe  foenore  tollitj 
6)ui  Pugnas  ^  Caftra  petit,  pr£cingitur  Amo-j 
Vilis  Adulator  piBo  jacet  Ebrius  Ojiro; 
Et  PuifoUicitat  Kuptas,  ad  prd^via  peccat : 
SoU  pruinojis  horret  Fiicmidia  pannis, 
Aicme  'mopi  Ungual  defertas  in^jocat  Ar*es.  Petron.  Arb.Sat. 


Primed  in  the  Year   i/ii- 


T  O    H  E  R 


Royal  Highnefs 

THE 

DUTCHESS. 


MABAM, 

ll  F  T  E  R  having  a  great  while 
wifh'd  to  write  fomcthing 
that  might  be  worthy  to  lay 
at  Your  Highnefs's  Feet,  and 
finding  it  impoffiblc:  Since 
the  World  has  been  fo  kind 
to  me  to  Judge  of  this  Poem  to  my  Ad- 
vantage, as  the  moft  pardonable  Fault  which 
I  have  made  in  its  kind  ^  I  had  finn'd  a- 
gainftmy  felf,  if  I  had  not  chofen  this  Op- 
portunity to  implore  fwhat  my  Ambition 
IS  moft  fond  of;  Your  Favour  and  Pro- 
tcftion; 

For 
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For  though  Fortune  would  not  fo  far  bkfs 
my  Endtrarours,  as  to  encourage  them  wkh 
Your  Royal  Highnefs'sPrefence,  when  this 
came  into  the  World  \  Yet,  1  cannot  buc 
declare  it  was  my  Defign  and  Hopes,  it 
might.,  have  been  Your  Divertifement  in 
that  hnppy  SeAfon,  when  You  retum'd  a- 
gain  to  chear  all.thofe  Eyes,  that  had  be- 
fore wept  for  your  Departure,  and  enliven 
all  Hearts  that  had  droop'd  for  Your  Ab- 
fcnce:  When  Wit  ought  to  have  paid  its 
choice^  Tributes  in,  aitd  Joy  have  known 
no  Limits,  therv  I  hop'd  m^  littk  Mite 
would  not  have  been  rejc61:ed  s  though 
my  ill  Fortune  was  too  hard  for  me,  and  I 
loft  a  greater  Honou:-,  by  Your  Royal  High- 
nefs's  Abfence,  than  all  the  Apphufes  of 
the  World  be  fides  can  make  me  Repai'ati- 
on  for. 

Nevtrthtlefs,  \  ihoaght  my  fcif  not  q^ite 
Unh?vppy,  fo  long  as  i  had  Hopes  this  way 
ytt  to  Rtcompe'nce  my  Dirappointment 
pTift :  When  1  confidcr'd  affo,  that  Poetry 
might  chiim  right  to  a  little  Share  in  Your 
Favouv:  Far  Tajo,  atid  Arhjh^  fame  of  the 
btlt,  haTe  made  their  Names  Eternal,  by 
tranfinitti-ng  to  After- Ages  the  Glory  of 
Ygot  AnceftoTS!  And  unJer  t!ie  fi^reading 
of  thni  Sh^de,  \^here  two  of  the  heft  have 
planted  their  Lawrel?,  how  Honoured 
ihould  I  be,  who  am  the  worilj  if  l:ut  O;^ 
BriatiCh  might  grow  for  me.. 
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I  dare  noc  thiakof  ofFeriag  any  thing  in: 
this  Addrds,  tliac  «»ight  look  like  a  Pane- 
gyrick)  for  fear^  left  when  I  hav€  done  my 
beft,  the  W<*i<i  ^ould  condemn  me,  for 
fayhig  too  litde,  a-nd  you  your  felf  check 
m^,  for  n^dikjg;  vfkh  ^Ji^^tm^t  tforoiny 
Tiileftt.,      :":    .>KKnrl7  ^-rii   i  j' J;  ,^.'       -  ^ 

F<^r  the  Defer iption  of  Virtues  ai^d  Per- 
fections fo  rare  as  Youf s  ure;,  ought  txD  bedooe 
by  as  deliberate,  as  skilful  a  Hand  \  the 
Featiires  mud  be  drawn  very  finc^  to  be. 
likc;^  haily  d^wbing  will  but  fpoil  the  Pi-: 
fl:tir<^,  and  make  it  fo  uonaiuriil,  ^  muft 
want  falfe  Lights  to  fet  it  off:  And  Your 
Virtue  caft;  receiv't  156  more  Luftre  from 
Pradicesj  than  Your  Beauty  can  be  improved 
by  Art  J  whkh  as  it  Charms  the  bravcfl 
Prince  that  ever  amaz'd  the  World  with 
his  Virtue:  So,  let  but  all  other  Hearts  en- 
quire into  themfelves,  and  then  Judge, 
how  it  onglrt  to  be  pr^is'd. 

Your  Love  too,  as  none  but  that  great 
Hero,  who  has  it,  could  deferve  it,  and 
therefore,  by  a  particular  Lot  from  Heav'n, 
was  dtftin*t3  tDlb  extraordinary  a  Bleiling, 
fo  matchlefs  for  its  felf,  and  fo  wondrous 
for  its  Conftancy,  fhall  be  rcmember'd  to 
Your  ImmorLal  Honour,  when  all  other 
Tr.mfa6lions  cf  the  Agt  You  live  in  fhall 
be  forgotten. 

But  1  forger  that  I  am  to  ask  Pardon  for 
ikei^mUiti^batt  teen  all  this  while  Com- 


mittmg. 
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mittlng.    Wherefore  I  beg  YourHighnefs 

to  forgive  me  this  Prefumption.and  that  You 

Will  be  pleas'd  to  think  well  of  one  who 

cannot  help  refolding  with  all  the  Aftions 

ot  Life,  to  endeavour  to  dcferve  it:  Nav 

more,  I  would  beg,  and  hope  ic  may  be 

granted,  that  I  may  through  Yours  never 

want  an  Advoate  in  his  Favour,  whofe 

Heart  and  Mind  You  have  fo  entirl  a  Share 

in  i.  It  IS  my  only  Portion  and  my  Fortune. 

I  cannot  but  be  happy,  fo  long  as  I  have 

^Ht™P«I  may  enjoy  it,  and  I  muft  be 

miferablc.  fhould  it  ever  be  my  ill  Fate  to 

This  with  Eternal  Wilhes  for  Your  Roy- 
g  Highncfs's  Content,  Happinefs,  and 
Profpcrity,  in  all  Humility  is  prefented  by 

Tow  tnoft  Ohedient  and 
Devoted  Seniant^ 


Tho.  Otwat; 
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To  You,  great  Judges  in  this  Writing  Age, 
The  Sons  ofJVtt,  and  Patrons  of  the  Stage, 
mth  all  thofe  humble  Thoughts,  rchich  flill  ha'vefvafA 
His  Tride,  much  doubting,  trembling  and  afraid 
Ofvhat  is  to  his  -want  of  Merit  due^ 
And  aw'd  by  every  Excellence  in  you. 
The  Author  fends  to  begyo^  tcould  be  kind. 
And  ff  are  thofe  many  faults  you  needs  mufl  find. 
Tou  to  -whom  Hit  a  common  Foe  is  groivn. 
The  thing  ye  from,  and  publickly  difown  \ 
Though  now  perhaps  yare  here  for  other  ends. 
He  fwears  to  me  ye  ought  to  be  his  Friends: 
For  he  neer  caWdye  yet  infipid  Tools ; 
Nor  rorote  one  Line  to  tell  ye  you  ivere  Fools: 
But  fays  of  Wit  ye  have  fo  large  afiore. 
So  lery  much,  you  never  will  have  more. 
He  ne'er  with  Libel  treated  yet  the  Town, 
The  Names  of  Honefl  Men  bedawb'd  and  fljown. 
Nay,  never  once  lampoon  d  the  harmlefs  Lift 
Of  Suburb  Virgin,  or  of  City  Wife. 

Satyr's  the  FffeB  of  Poetries  Difiafe  j  ^ 

M^ich,  Sick  of  a  lewd  Age,  fl^e  vents  for  Fafe,  ^ 

But  now  her  only  Strife  flwuld  be  to  pteafe-^  ^ 

Since  of  ill  Fate  the  baneful  Cloud's  withdrawn  \ 
And  Happinefs  again  begins  to  dar^n, 
Since  back  with  Joy  and  Triumph  he  is  come, 
That  always  drove  Fears  hence,  ne'er  brought  *em  home. 
Oft  has  he  plow'd  the  boiflerous  Ocean  o'er,  ^ 

Yet  ne'er  more  welcome  to  the  longing  Shore,  •        ^ 

Not  when  he  brought  home  Viciories  before.  ^ 

For  thenfrefjj  Lawrels  fiourifJj'd  on  his  Brow, 
And  he  comes  crown'd  with  Olive  Branches  now, 
deceive  him !  Oh  receive  him  as  his  Friends; 
Fmbrace  the  Blejfngs  which  he  Recommends  ; 
Such  ^iet  as  your  Foes  flmll  ne'er  defiroy; 
Then  /hake  off  Fears,  and  clap  your  Hands  for  Joy . 

Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfon^. 


MEN. 

Acajio^  a  Nobleman  retir'd-^ 

from  the  Court,  and  li^ingCMr.  Gillor^, 
privately  in  the  Country.  3 

CaJiaUoj  ?  rr-  q  M^*-  Better  ton, 

Tolydore,  S      ^^  ^^"^"^^  Mr.  Williams. 

CW;;/,  a  Young  Soldier  of7  y^         .^j^^ 
Fortune.  3 

ErneJIo^-l  Servants  in  th^  Fa-?  Mr.  Norris. 
Tanlino.S      mily.  5"  Mr.  Wihjhire. 

Cordelia^  Tolydore'z  Page.  A  little  Girl. 

Chaplain.  Mr.  FercivaJ. 

WOMEN. 

Monimia^  iht  Orphan,   left^ 

under  the  Guardianlhip  of>Mrs.  Barryl 
OldAcafto.  S 

Serinaj  ^cajio's  Daughter.       Mrs.  Boteler, 

Florella^  Mommas  Woman.    Mrs.  Oshorn. 


SCENE,  BOHEMIA, 


THE 


ORPHAN. 


ACT    I.    SCENE   I. 


IBnt^r  Paulino  and  Ernefto. 

?  AU  L  l\^  O, 

I S  ftrange,  I.Yneflo,  this  Severity 
Should  ftill  reign  pow'rful  in  Acaflo^s 

Mind, 
To  hate  the  Court  where  he 
Was  bred  and  liv'd, 
All  Honours  heap'd  on  him  that  Po\v*r 
could  give. 

"Em.  'Tis  true,  he  came  thither  a  private  Gentlcmai% 
But  young  and  brave,  and  of  a  Family 
Ancient  and  Noble  as  the  Empire  holds. 
The  Honours  he  has  gain'd  are  juftly  his; 
He  purchased  them  in  War ;  thrice  has  he  led 
An  Army  againft  the  Rebels,  and  as  often 
Return'd  with  Vidory;  the  World  has  not 
A  truer  Soldier,  or  a  better  Subjear. 

Vmi.  It  was  his  Virtue  at  firft  made  me  fervc  himj. 
He  is  the  beft  ot  Maltcrs  as  of  Friends : 
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I  know  he  has  lately  been  invited  thither; 
Yet  ftiU  he  keeps  his  ftubborn  purpofe,  cries. 
He's  old,  and  willingly  would  be  at  reft: 
I  doubt  there's  deep  Refentment  in  his  Mind, 
For  the  late  Slight  his  Honour  fuffer'd  there. 

£r»  Has  he  not  Reafon?  When  for  what  he  had  born. 
Long,  hard,  and  faithfiil  Toil,  he  might  have  claim'd 
Y^/=^s  in  Honour,  and  Employment  high  j 
A  huffing,  fhining,  flatt'ring,  cringing  Coward, 
A  Canker-worm  of  Peace  was  rais'd  above  him. 

Tml.  Yet  ftill  he  holds  juft  Value  for  the  King, 
Ivor  ever  names  him  but  v/ith  higheft  Reverence. 

jTis  noble  that 

£^.  Oh  !  I  have  heard  him  wanton  in  his  Praife, 
Speak  things  of  him  might  charm  the  Ears  of  Envy, 
Tml.  Oh  may  he  live  'till  Nature's  felf  grow  old. 
And  from  her  Womb  no  m.ore  can  blcfs  the  Earth! 
For  when  he  dies,  farewel  all  Honour,  Bounty, 
All  generous  Encouragement  of  Arts, 
For  Charity  her  felf  becomes  a  Widow. 

£w.  No,  he  has  two  Sonj  that  were  ordain'd  to  be 
As  well  his  Virtues,  as  his  Fortunes  Heirs. 

P^«/.  They're  both  of  Nature  mild,and  fullof  Swectnefi. 
They  came  Twins  from  the  Womb,  and  ftill  they  live 
As  It  they  would  go  Twins  too  to  the  Grave; 
Neither  has  any  thing  he  calls  his  own. 
But  of  each  others  Joys  as  Griefs  partaking} 
So  very  honeftly,  fo  well  they  love. 
As  they  were  only  for  each  other  born. 

:Etm,  Never  was  Parent  in  an  Off-fpring  happier  j 
He  has  a  Daughter  too,  whofe  blooming  Age 
Promifes  Goodnefs  equal  to  her  Beauty. 

P^«/.  And  as  there  is  a  Friendihip  'twixt  the  Brethren, 
So  has  her  Infant  Nature  chofen  too 
A  faithful  Partner  of  her  Thoughts  and  Wiflies, 
And  kind  Companion  of  her  harmlefs  Pleafures, 

^n   You  mean  the  Beauteous  Orphan,  fair  Uonmia^ 
^mU  The  fame,  the  Daughter  of  the  brave  ClmmonU 
He  was  our  Lord's  Companion  in  the  Wars, 
Where  luch  a  wondrous  Friendihip  grew  between  'em 

As 
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As  only  Death  could  end :  Chxmonth  Eftatc 
Was  ruin'd  in  our  late  and  Civil  Difcordsj 
Therefore  unatle  to  advance  her  Fortune, 
He  left  his  Daughter  to  our  Mailer's  care  j 
To  fuch  a  care  as  (he  fcarce  loft  a  Father. 

JEre.  Her  Brother  to  the  Emperor's  Wars  went  early, 
To  feek  a  Fortune  or  a  noble  Fate  \ 
Whence  he  with  Honour  is  expe(5led  back, 
And  mighty  marks  of  that  great  Prince's  Favour. 

Vml.  Our  Mafter  never  would  permit  his  Sons 
To  lance  for  Fortune  in  the  uncertain  World, 
But  wants  to  avoid  both  Courts,  and  Camps, 
Where  Dilatory  Fortune  plays  the  Jilt 
With  the  brave,  noble,  honeft,  gallant  Man, 
To  throw  her  felf  away  on  Fools  and  Knaves. 

£rw.  They  both  have  forward,  gen'rous,  ac1:ive  Spirits, 
'Tis  daily  their  Petition  to  their  Father, 
To  fend  them  forth  where  Glory's  to  be  gotten  j 
They  cry  they're  weary  of  their  lazy  home, 
Reftlefs  to  do  fome  thing  that  Fame  may  talk  of^. 
To  day  they  chas'd  the  Boar,  and  near  this  time 
Should  be  return'd. 

Taul.  Oh  that's  a  Royal  Sport ! 
We  yet  may  fee  the  old  Man  in  a  Morning, 
Lufty  as  Health  come  ruddy  to  the  Field, 
And  there  purfue  the  Chace  as  if  he  meant 
To  o'ertake  Time,  and  bring  back  Youth  again. 

[Exewit. 
Enter  Caftalio,  Polydore,  and  Tage. 

Caji.  Tolydcre !  our  fport 
Has  been  to  day  muck  better  for  the  Danger  j 
When  on  the  brink  the  foaming  Boar  I  met, ' 
And  in  his  fide  thought  to  have  lodg'd  my  Spear, 
The  defperate  Savage  rufht  within  ray  Force, 
And  bore  me  headlong  with  him  down  the  Rock. 

Pol.  But  then 

CaJi.  Ay  then,  my  Brother,  my  Friend  Polydore, 
Like  Perfius  mounted  on  his  winged  Steed, 
Cam.e  on,  and  down  the  dang'rous  Precipice  leapt 
To  ^YQ  CafifiiiQ,    'Twas  a  God-iike  Adi. 
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Vol.  But  when  I  came,  I  found  you  Conqueror. 
Oh  my  Heart  danc'd  to  fee  your  danger  paft! 
The  heat  and  fary  of  the  Chace  was  cold. 
And  1  had  nothing  in  my  Mind  but  Joy. 

Caft.  So,  Tolyikre,  methinks  we  might  in  War 
Rufli  on  together i  thou  ihou'dft  be  my  Guard, 
And  I  be  thine j  what  is't  could  hurt  us  then? 
Now  half  the  Youth  oiEump  are  in  Arms, 
How  fulibme  muft  it  be  to  flay  behind. 
And  die  of  rank  Difeafes  here  at  home  ? 

Tol.  No,  let  me  purchafe  in  my  Youth  Renown, 
To  make  me  lov'd  and  valu'd  when  Fm  old  j 
I  would  be  bufie  in  the  World,  and  learn. 
Not  Jike  a  courfe  and  ufelefs  dunghill  Weed, 
Fixt  to  one  fpot,  and  rot  jufl  as  I  grw. 

Cafi.  Our  Father 
Has  ta'en  himlelf  a  furfeit  of  the  World, 
And  cries  it  is  not  fate  that  we  fliould  take  itj 
I  own  I  have  Daty  very  pow'rful  in  me  j 
And  tho'  I'd  hazard  all  to  raiie  my  Name, 
Yet  he's  fo  tender  and  fo  good  a  Father, 
I  could  not  do  a  thing  to  crofs  his  WilL 

Fel.  Cafidw,  I  have  doubts  within  my  Heart, 
Which  you,  and  only  you,  can  fatisfie: 
V/ill  you  be  free  and  candid  to  your  Friend  ? 

Caji.  Have  I  a  Thought  my  ^-olydore  fhould  not  know  ? 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

Tol.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  you  too, 
By  all  the  ftrideft  bonds  of  faithful  Friendlhip, 
To  fliew  your  Heart  as  naked  in  this  point, 
As  you  would  purge  you  of  your  -Sins  to  Heav'n. 

C^fi.  I  will. 

Vol.  And  fhould  I  chance  to  touch  it  nearly,  tear  it 
With  all  the  fufPrance  of  a  tender  Friend. 

ChjI.  As  calmly  as  the  wounded  Patient  bears 
The  Artift's  hand,  that  miniflers  his  Cure. 

Tol.  That's  kindly  faid.    You  know  our  Father's War^ 
The  fair  Monimia;  is  your  Heart  at  Peace? 
Is  it  fo  guarded  that  you  could  not  love  her  ? 
Ca/i.  Suppofe  I  fhould. 
^vl.  Suppofe  you  Ihould  not,  Brother.  Cajl, 
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Cufl.  You'd  fay,  I  muft  not. 
Vol.  That  would  found  too  roughly 
'Twixt  Friends  and  Brothers,  as  we  two  are. 
Cafi.  Is  Love  a  Fault? 
Toi.  In  one  of  us  it  may  be: 
What  if  I  love  her? 

Caft.  Then  I  muft  inform  you, 
I  lov  d  her  hrft,  and  cannot  quit  the  Claim, 
But  will  preferve  the  Birth-right  of  my  PaflTioo* 
Pol.  You  will. 
Cafi.  I  will. 

Tol.  No  more,  I've  done. 
Ca(i.  Why  not  ? 
Vol.  I  told  I  you  had  donej 
But  you,  C^flalio,  would  difpute  it. 

Cafi.  No: 
Not  v/ith  my  Volydorc-.^  though  I  muft  own 
My  Nature  obftinate  and  void  of  fuff ranee. 
Love  reigns  a  very  Tyrant  in  my  Heart, 
Attended  on  his  Throne  by  all  his  Guards 
Of  furious  wifhes,  fears,  and  nice  fufpicions. 
I  could  not  bear  a  Rival  in  my  Friend fhip, 
I  am  fo  much  in  love,  and  fond  of  thee. 
Vol.  Yet  you  would  break  this  Friendilip! 
Cajl.  Not  for  Crov?-ns. 

Vol.  But  for  a  Toy  you  would,  a  Woman's  Toy, 
Unjuft  C.xjMig. 

Caji.  Prithee,  whcre's  my  fault? 
Vcl.  You  love  Monimia. 
Caji.  Yes. 

Vd.  And  you  would  kill  me. 
If  I'm  your  Rival. 

Cajl.  No,  fure  we're  fuch  Friends, 
So  much  one  Man,  that  our  Afieclions  too 
iSluft  be  united,  and  the  fame  as  v/e  are. 
Vol.  I  dote  upon  MommiA, 
Cafi.  Love  her  flilli 
Win,  and  enjoy  her. 
Vol,  Both  of  us  cannct. 
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Cafl.  No  matter  ,      ,    ,  ,  r   ,, 

Whofe  chance  it  proves,  but  let  s  not  quarrel  for  t. 

Vol.  You  would  not  wed  Mmmid,  would  you? 

C/i/?.  Wcdher! 
No!  were  (he  all  defire  could  wilh,  as  tair 
As  would  the  vaineft  of  her  Sex  be  thought, 
With  Wealth  beyond  what  Womans  Pride  could  waftc. 
She  (hould  not  cheat  me  of  my  Freedom.    Marry  ? 
When  I  am  old  and  weary  of  the  World, 
I  may  grow  defperate. 
And  take  a  Wife  to  mortify  withal. 

Vol.  It  is  an  elder  Brother's  duty  fo 
To  propagate  his  Family  and  Name  : 
You  would  not  have  yours  die  and  buryM  with  you? 

Cajl.  Meer  Vanity,  and  filly  Dotage  allj 
No,  let  me  live  at  large,  and  v/hen  I  die 

Vol  Who  ihall  poffefs  th'  Eflate  you  leave? 

Cafi.  My  Friend, 
If  he  furvives  me;  if  not,  my  King, 
Who  may  beftow't  again  on  lome  brave  Man, 
Whofe  Honefty  and  Services  deferve  one. 

Vol.  'Tis  kindly  offer'd. 

Cafl.  By  yon  Heaven,  I  love 
lAj'Volydore  beyond  all  worldly  Joys, 
And  would  not  fliock  his  Quiet  to  be  bkfl 
With  greater  Happinefs  than  Man  e'er  faded. 

Vol.  And  by  that  Heav'n  eternally  I  fwear. 
To  keep  the  kind  Caflalio  in  my  Heart. 
Whofe  fhall  Monimia  be? 

Caji,  No  matter  whofe. 

Vol.  Were  you  not  with  her  privately  laft  Night? 

Caft.  I  was,  and  fhould  have  met  her  again  i 
But  th'  opportunity  fl^all  now  be  thine; 
My  felf  will  bring  thee  to  the  Scene  of  Love; 
But  have  a  care,  by  Friendlhip  I  conjure  thee. 
That  no  falfe  Play  be  offer'd  to  thy  Brother. 
Urge  all  thy  Pow'rs  to  make  thy  PaiTion  profper. 
But  wrong  not  mine. 

Vol.  Heav'n  blaft  me  if  I  do. 

Cafi   If 't  prove  thy  Fortune,  Volydore,  to  Conquer, 
(For  thou  haft  all  the  Arts  of  fine  Perfwafion  \)  Triift 
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Truft  me  and  let  me  know  thy  Love's  fuccefs. 
That  I  may  e^^er  after  ftifle  mine. 

Vol.  Though  fhe  be  dearer  to  my  Soal,  than  Reft 
To  weary  Pilgrims,  or  to  Mifers  Gold, 
To  great  Men  Power,  or  Wealthy  Cities  Pride, 
Rather  than  wrong  Caflcilio,  Fd  forget  her. 
For  if  ye  Powr's  have  happinefs  in  ft  ore, 
"When  ye  would  lliower  down  Joys  on  PclyJore, 
In  one  great  Bleding  all  your  Bounty  fend. 
That  I  may  never  lofe  fo  dear  a  Friend. 

[Ex.  Caft.  Pol.  M^.m  P.7^e. 
Enter  Monimia. 

Mon.  So  foon  rettirn'd  from  hunting?  This  fair  Day 
Seems  as  if  fent  to  invite  fhc  World  abroad. 
Pafs'd  not  Cajialto  and  Polydore  this  way? 

Pi^ge.  Madam,  juft  now. 

Mon.  Sure  fome  ill  Fate's  upon  m.e. 
Diftruft  and  Heavinefs  ftts  round  my  Heart, 
And  Appreheniion  fhocks  my  timorous  Soul. 
Why  was  I  not  lain  in  my  peaceful  Grave 
With  my  poor  Parents  ?  And  at  reft  as  they  are  ? 
Inftead  of  that  I  am  wand'ring  into  Cares. 
Cafidio!  Oh  CaflMio  I  Thou  haft  caught 
My  fooHfh  Heart;  and  like  a  tender  Child, 
That  trufts  his  Play-thing  to  another  Hand, 
I  fear  its  harm,  and  faign  would  have  it  back. 
Come  near,  Cordelia,  1  muft  chide  you,  Sir. 

Fage.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  done  you  any  v/rong? 

Mon.  I  never  fee  you  nowj  you  have  been  kiiderj 
Sate  by  my  Bed,  and  fung  me  pretty  Songs : 
Perhaps  I've  been  ungrateful,  here's  Mony  for  you: 
Will  you  oblige  me  ?  Shall  I  fee  you  ofrner  ? 

Page.  Madam,  I'd  ferve  you  with  my  Soulj 
But  in  a  Morning  when  you  call  me  to  you, 
As  by  your  Bed  1  ftand  and  tell  you  Stories, 
I  am  afham'd  to  fee  your  fweiling  Breafts, 
It  makes  me  blufh,  they  are  fo  very  white. 

Mon.  Oh  Men  for  Flattery  and  Deceit  renown'd! 
Thus  when  y'are  young,  ye  learn  it  all  like  him. 
Till  as  your  Years  encreale,  that  ftrengthens  too, 
-  YolAI.  F  T^undo 
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T'  undo  poor  Maids,  and  make  our  Ruin  eaiie. 
Tell  me,  Cerdelto,  for  thou  hafl:  oft  heard 
Their  friendly  Converfe,  and  their  Bofom  Secrets, 
Sometimes,  at  leaft,  have  they  not  talk'd  of  me  ? 

Tage.  Oh  Madam !  Very  wickedly  they  have  talk'd  I 
But  I'm  afraid  to  name  it,  for  they  fay 
Boys  mufl:  be  whip'd  that  tell  their  Mafters  Secrets, 

Mon.  Fear  not,  Cordelio!  It  (hall  ne'er  be  known  j 
For  I'll  preferve  the  Secret  as  'twere  mine. 
Tolyclcre  cannot  be  fo  kind  as  I. 
I'll  flirnifh  thee  for  all  thy  harmlefs  Sports 
With  pretty  Toys,  and  thou  fhalt  be  my  Page, 
Tage.  And  truly,  MrJam,  I  had  rather  be  ia. 
Methinks  you  love  me  better  than  my  Lord, 
For  he  was  never  half  ib  kind  as  you  are. 
What  mufti  do? 

Mo7i.  Inform  me  how  th'  haft  heard 
Cajialio,  and  his  Brother,  ufe  my  Name. 

Fage.  With  all  the  Tendernefs  of  Love, 
You  were  the  Subjeft  of  their  laft  Difcourfe. ' 
At  firft  I  thought  it  would  have  fatal  prov'd^ 
But  as  the  one  grew  hot  the  other  cool'd, 
And  yielded  to  the  Fraihy  of  his  Friend; 
At  laft,  after  much;ftrugg'ling,  'twas  refolv'd-^— 
Mon.  What,  good  Cordelio? 
Fage.  Not  to  quarrel  for  you. 
Mon.  I  would  not  have  'em ;  by  my  dearfft  hopes, 
I  would  not  be  the  Argument  of  Strife. 
But  furely  my  Cc.ftdio  won't  forfake  me. 
And  make  a  Mockery  of  my  ealie  Love., 
Went  they  together  ? 

Fage.  Yes,  to  feek  you,  Madam. 
CaJlallo  promis'd  F&Iydore  to  bring  him 
Where  he  alone  might  meet  you. 
And  fairly  try  the  t  ortune  of  his  Wiil.es. 

Mon.  Am  I  then  grown  io  cheap,  juft  to  tc  made 
A  comraon  Stake,  a  Prize  foi  Love  in  jell? 
Wis  not  Cafidio  very  loth  to  ^^ield  it. 
Or  was  it  Folydores  unruly  Pal^on, 
That  heightned  the  Debate  ? 
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Tage.  The  fault  was  Tolydores. 
Caftdto  play'd  with  Love,  and  fmiling  (hew'd 
The  pleafure,  not  tne  pangs  of  his  Defire. 
He  faid  no  Woman's  Smiles  (hould  buy  his  Freedom  i 
And  Marriage  is  a  mortifying  thing. 

Mon.  Then  I  am  ruin'd  if  Caftalio's  falfe. 
Where  is  there  Faith,  and  Honour  to  be  found? 
Ye  Gods,  that  guard  the  Innocent,  and  guide 
The  Weaki  proteft,  and  take  me  to  your  care. 
Oh  but  I  love  him:  There's  the  Rock  will  wrack  mc! 
Why  was  I  made  with  all  my  Sexes  Softnefs, 
Yet,  want  the  Cunning  to  conceal  its  Follies  ? 
I'll  fee  Cajinlio,  tax  him  with  his  Falfhoods, 
Be  a  true  Woman,  rail,  protcll  my  Wrongs  j 
Refolve  to  hate  him,  and  yet  love  him  ftiii. 

Eraer  CaTialio  and  Polydore. 
He  comes,  the  Conqueror  comes !  lye  ftiil,  my  HeaJl, 
And  learn  to  bear  thy  Injuries  with  fcorn. 

Cafi.  Madam,  my  Brother  begs  he  may  have  leave 
To  tell  you  fomething  that  concerns  you  nearly i 
I  leave  you  as  becomes  me,  and  withdraw. 

Mon,  My  Lord  Cajidid  / 

Cafi.  Madam! 

Mon.  Have  you  purpos'd 
To  abufe  me  palpably  ?  What  means  this  Ufage  ? 
Why  am  I  left  with  Volydore  alone? 

Cfifi.  He  befl  can  tell  you.    Bufinefs  of  importance 
Calls  me  away  ■■,  I  muft  attend  my  Father. 

Mon.  Will  you  then  leave  me  thus? 

Cafi.  But  for  a  moment. 

Mon.  It  has  been  othervvifej  the  time  has  been. 
When  buiinefs  might  have  ftay'd,  and  I  been  heard 

Cafi.  I  could  for  ever  hear  thee  j  but  this  time 
Matters  of  fuch  odd  circumTtances  prefs  me, 
That  I  muft  go 

Mon.  Then  go,  and  if  t  be  poffible  for  ever. 
Well,  my  Lord  Folydore,  I  guefs  your  bufmefs. 
And  read  the  ill-natur'd  purpofc  in  your  E)^es. 

Pol.  If  to  defire  you  more  than  Miiers  Wea.'th, 
Or  dying  Men  an  hour  of  added  Life, 

F  2  If 


^1,4  The  O  R  p  H  A  No 

If  fofceft  Wifhes,  and  a  Heart  more  true, 
Than  ever  fuffcr'd  yet  for  Love  difdain'd, 
Speak  an  ill  Nature,  you  accufe  me  juftly. 

Mon.  Talk  not  of  Love,  my  Lord,  I  muft  not  bear  it. 
Vol.  Who  can  behold  fuch  Beauty,  and  be  lilent? 
Defire  firfl  taught  us  Words:  Man,  when  created. 
At  firft  alone  long  wander'd  upland  down, 
Forlorn,  and  filent  as  his  VafTal-Beafts  i 
But  when  a  Heav'n-born  Maid,  like  you,  appear'd, 
Strange  Pleafures  fili'd  his  Eyes,  and  fir'd  his  Heart, 
Unloos'd  his  Tongue,  an3  his  firft  Talk  was  Love. 
Mon.  The  firfl  created  Pair,  indeed,  were  bleftj 
They  were  the  only  Objeds  of  each  other. 
Therefore  he  Courted  her;  and  her  alone: 
But  in  this  peopled  World  of  Beauty,  v/here 
There's  roving  Room,  whei-e  you  may  court,  and  ruin 
A  thoufandmore,  why  need  you  talk  to  me? 

Tol.  Oh!  I  could  talk  to  thee  for  ever:  Thus 
-  Eternally  admiring,  fix  and  gaze 
^  On  thofe  dear  Eyes,  for  every  Glance  they  fend 
:.  Darts  through  my  Soul,  and  almoif  gives  Enjoyment. 

Mon.  How  can  you  labour  thus  for  my  undoing? 
'\  I  mufl  confefs,  indeed,  I  owe  you  more 
Than  ever  I  can  hope  to  think  to  pay. 
-There  always  v/as  a  Friendfhip  'twixt  our  Families j 
And  therefore  when  m.y  tender  Parents  dy'd, 
'  Whc^e  ruin'd  Fortunes  too  expir'd  with  them, 
"Your  Father's  Pity,  and  his  Bounty,  took  me, 
A  poor  and  helplefs  Orphan,  to  his  care. 

Tol.  'Twas  Hcav'n  ordain'd  it  fo,  to  make  me  happy. 
-Hence  with  this  peevilh  Virtue,  'tis  a  Cheat, 
And  thofe  who  taught  it  firft  were  Hypocrites. 
■'Come,  thefe  foft  tender  Limbs  were  made  for  yielding. 
Mon.  Here  on  my  knees  by  Heav'ns  blefl  Power  I  fwear. 

If  you  perfift,  I  ne'er  henceforth  will  fee  you, 
-But  rather  wander  through  the  World  a  Beggar, 
And  live  on  fordid  Scraps  at  proud  Mens  Doors  j 
For  though  to  Fortune  loft,  I'll  ftill  inherit 
iviy  Motlier's  Virtues,  and  my  Father's  Honour, 
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Vol.  Intolerable  Vanity  !  your  Sex 
Was  never  in  the  right  j  y'are  always  falfe,  - 
Or  filly  J  even  your  Drefles  are  not  more- 
Fantaftick  than  your  Appetites :  you  think 
Of  nothing  twice :  Opinion  you  have  none. 
To  Day  y'are  nice,  to  Morrov/  not  fo  free, 
Now  fmile,  then  frown  5  now  forrowful,  then  glad  ^ 
Now>pIeas'd,  now  notj  and  all  you  know  not  why  I 
Virtue  yeu  affedl,  Inconflancy's  your  Pradlice, 
And  when  your  loofe  Delires  once  get  Dominion,. 
No  hungry  Churl  feeds  courfer  at  a  Feailj 
Every  rank  Fool  goes  down  — — 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
I  own  my  Sqxcs  Follies ;  I  have  'em  all. 
And  to  avoid  its  Fault,  muft  fly  from  you  : 
Therefore  believe  me,  could  you  raife  me  high 
As  mofl  fantaftick  Woman's  Wifh  could  reach. 
And  lay  all  Nature's  Riches  at  my  Feetj 
rd  rather  run  a  Salvage  in  the  Woods 
Amongft  brute  Beafts,  grow  rinkled  and  deform'd. 
As  Wildnefs  and  moft  rude  Negled:  could  make  me. 
So  I  might  ftill  enjoy  my  Honour  fafe 
From  the  deftroying  Wiles  of  faithlefs  Men. [Zxif, 

Tol,  Who'd  be  that  fordid  foolifh  thing  call'd  Man, 
To  cringe  thus,  fawn,  and  flatter  for  a  Pleafure, 
Which  Beafts  enjoy  fo  very  much  above  him? 
The  lufty  Bull  ranges  through  all  the  Field, 
And  from  the  Herd  fingling  his  Female  out. 
Enjoys  her,  and  abandons  her  at  Will. 
Ir  fhall  be  fo,  I'll  yet  polTefs  my  Love, 
Wait  on,  and  watch  h-er  loofe  unguarded  hours: 
Then  when  her  roving  Thoughts  have  been  abroad. 
And  brought  in  wanton  V/ilnes  to  her  Heart  j 
I'th'  very  Minute  when  her  Virtue  nods, 
I'll  rufh  upon  her  in  a  ftorm  ot  Lo'.  e, 
Beat  down  her  guard  of  Honour  all  before  me. 
Surfeit  on  ]oys  till  even  Deiire  grow  fickj 

Then  by  long  Abfence  Liberty  regain, 

And  quite  forget  the  Pleafure  and  the  Pain. 

[Ex.  Pol.  and  Page. 
F  3  ACT 
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A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  E  N  I. 

Eisur  Acafto,  Caflalio,  Polydore,  Attendants  I 

jicaftrf^  O  day  has  been  a  Day  of  glorious  Sport. 

Jl    When  you,  Cafialio,  and  your  Brother  left  me. 
Forth  from  the  Thickets  rufh'd  another  Boar, 
So  large,  he  feem'd  the  Tyrant  of  the  Woods, 
With  all  his  dreadful  Briftles  rais'd  up  high, 
They  feem'd  a  Grove  of  Spears  upon  his  Back ; 
Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  pofted. 
Bell  to  obferve  which  way  he'd  lead  the  Chace, 
Whetting  his  huge  long  Tusks,  and  gaping  wide. 
As  if  he  already  had  me  for  his  Prey; 
Till  brandifhing  my  well  pois'd  Javelin  high. 
With  this  cold  Executing  Arm,  I  ftruck 
The  ugly  brindled  Monfter  to  the  Heart. 

Ca/i.  The  actions  of  your  Life  were  always  wondVous, 

Acaft.  No  Flattery,  Boy!  an  honeft  Man  can't  live  by't. 
It  is  a  little  fneaking  Art,  which  Knaves 
Ufe  to  cajole  and  foften  Fools  withal ; 
If  thou  haft  Flatt'ry  in  thy  Nature,  out  with't. 
Or  fend  it  to  a  Court,  for  there  'twill  thrive. 

ToL  Why  there  ? 

Acaji.  'Tis,  next  to  Mony,  currant  there  j 
To  be  ken  daily  in  as  many  forms 
As  there  are  forts  of  Vanities,  and  Men  j 
The  fuperftitious  Sates- man  has  his  -Sneer 
To  fmooth  a  poor  Man  off  with,  that  can't  bribe  himj 
The  grave  dull  Fellow  of  fmall  bulinefs  fooths 
The  Humorift,  and  will  needs  admire  his  Wit: 
Who  without  fpleen  could  fee  a  hot-brain'd  Atheift 
Thanking  a  furly  Dodlor  for  his  Sermon, 
Or  a  grave  Counfellor  meet  a  fmooth  young  Lord, 
Squeeze  him  by  the  hand,  and  praifc  his  good  Complexion  ^ 

Pol.  Courts  are  the  places  where  beft  Manners  flourifh  j 
Where  the  Deferving  ought  to  rife,  and  Fools 

Make 
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Make  (Tiow.    Why  (hould  I  vex  and  chafe  my  Spleen, 

To  fee  a  gawdy  Coxcomb  fhine,  when  1 

lave  feen  enough  to  {both  him  in  his  Follies, 

And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  pleafe?— - 

Aca(i.  Who  merit  ought  indeed  to  rife  i  th  World, 

But  no  wife  Man  that^s  honeil  fhould  expea. 

What  Man  of  fenfe  would  rack  his  generous  Mind, 

To  praaife  all  the  bafe  Formalities 

And  Forms  of  bufinefs,  force  a  grave  ftartch  d  Face, 

When  he's  a  very  Libertine  in's  Heart  ? 

Seem,  not  to  know  this  or  that  Man  m  publick, 

When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together, 

And  lay  the  Scene  of  fome  brave  Fellow's  Rum. 

Such  things  are  done 

CAfl,  Your  Lordfiiip's  Wrongs  have  been 
So  great,  that  you  with  Juftice  may  complain  j 
But  fuffer  us,  whofe  yourger  Minds  ne'er  felt 
Fortune's  Deceits,  to  Court  her  as  Ihe's  fair : 
Were  ihe  a  common  Miilrefs,  kind  to  ail. 
Her  Worth  would  ceafe,  and  half  the  World  grow  idle. 

Aca^i.  Go  to,  y'are  Fools,  and  know  me  not;  I've  learnt 
Long  fince  to  bear  Revenge,  or  fcorn  my  Wrongs, 
According  to  the  Value  of  the  Doer. 
You  fcorh  would  fain  be  Great,  and  to  that  end 
Deiii-e  to  do  things  worthy  your  Ambition. 
Go  to  the  Campr  Prefcrnlerit's  rolled  Mart, 
Where  Honour  ought  to  have  ihe  faireil  play,  youll  nnd 
Corruption,  Envy,'"D:icoatent,  and  Faction, 
Almoft  in  every  Band  :  How  many  Men 
Have  fpent  their  Blcca  m  their  dear  Country's  Servic?, 
Yet  nov^/  pine  under  Want,  while  felfifli  Slaves 
Thau  ev'n  would  cut  their   Throat?,    whom  liow  :ii?y 

fawn  on, 
Like  deadly  Locufls  eat  the  Honey  up. 
Which  thofe  induftrious  Bees  io  hardly  toyl'd  for  ? 

Ca^.  Thefe  Precepts  fuit  not  with  my  active  ^vlirtdj 
Methinks  I  would  be  bulie. 

Po/.  So  would  I, 
Not  loyter  out  my  Life  at  home,  and  know 
No  farther  than  one  Profpedi  gives  me  leave. 

F  4  Acc^iU 
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Acufi,  Bufie  your  Minds  then,  ftudy  Arts  and  Mea: 
Learn  how  to  value  Merit  though  in  Rags, 
And  fcorn  a  proud  ill-manner 'd  Knave  in  Office. 
I.yiter  Serina,  Monimia,  and  Maid. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  my  Father ! 

Acaji.  BielTtngs  on  my  Child, 
My  licde  Cherub,  what  hafl  thou  to  ask  me  ? 

'Ser.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  moil  glad  and  welcome  News  : 
The  Young  Chamom,  whom  you've  ^o  often  wifh'd  for. 
Is  juft  arriv'd  and  entring. 

Acafl.  By  my  Soul, 
And  all  my  Konours,  he's  mofl  dearly  welcome  j 
Let  me  receive  him  like  his  Father's  Friend. 

'Enter  Chaniont. 
Weiccme,  thou  Relidl  of  the  beft-lov'd  Man, 
Welcome  from  all  the  Turmoils,  and  the  Hazards 
Of  certain  Danger,  and  uncertain  Fortune  j 
Welcome  as  happy  Tydings  after  Fears. 

Cham .  Word  s  would  but  wrong  the  Gratitude  I  ov/C  yoUr 
Should  I  begin  to  fpeak,  my  Soul's  fo  full, 
That  I  fhould  talk  of  nothing  elfe  all  day. 

l4on.  My  Brother ! 

Cham.  Oh  my  Siiler !  let  me  hold  thee 
Long  in  my  Arms,  I've  not  beheld  thy  Face 
Thefe  many  days ;  by  Night  IVe  often  feen  thee 
In  gentle  Dreams,  and  fatisfied  my  Soul 
With  fancy'd  Joys,  till  Morning  Cares  awak'd  me. 
Another  Sifter,  fure  it  mull  be  ibj 
Though  I  remember  well,  I  had  but  one: 
But  I  feel  fomething  in  my  Heart  that  prompts, 
And  tells  me  fne  has  claim  and  intereil:  there. 

Aca(i.  Young  Soldier,  you've  not  only  ftudy'd  War, 
Courtihip  I  fee  has  been  your  Practice  too, 
And  may  not  prove  unwelcome  to  my  Daughter. 

Cham.  Is  fhe  your  Daughter.?  then  my  Heart  told  true  j 
And  I'm  at  leaft  her  Brother  by  Adoption : 
For  you  have  made  your  felf  to  me  a  Father, 
Andby  that  Patent  I  have  leave  to  love  her. 

Ser.  Monlmla,  thou  haft  told  me,  Men  are  falfe 
Will  Hatter,  feign,  and  make  an  Art  of  Love :. 


The  Orphan.  119 

Is  Cheimont  fo?  No,  fure  he's  more  than  Man,   ^ 
Something  that's  near  Divine  and  Truth  dwells  in  him.^ 

Acafl.  Thus  happy,  who  would  envy  pompous  Powr, 
The  Luxury  of  Courts,  or  Wealth  of  Cities? 
Let  there  be  Joy  through  all  the  Houfe  this  day! 
In  every  Room  let  Plenty  flow  at  large, 
It  is  the  Birth-day  of  my  Royal  Mafter. 
You  have  not  vifited  the  Court,  Chament, 
Since  your  Return  ? 

Cham.  I  have  no  bufinefs  there, 
I  have  not  flavifh  Temperance  enough 
T' attend  a  Favorite's  heels,  and  watch  his  Smiles  j 
Bear  an  ill  Office  done  me  to  my  Face, 
And  thank  the  Lord  that  wrong'd  me,  for  his  favour. 
Acaft.  This  you  could  do.  [Jo  his  Sons, 

Cafi.  I'd  ferve  my  Prince. 
Acdjl.  Who'd  ferve  him  ? 
Caft.  I  would,  my  Lord. 
Tol.  And  I  j  both  would. 
Acdfi.  Away, 
He  needs  not  any  Servants  fuch  as  you ! 
Serve  him!  he  merits  more  than  Man  can  do! 
He  is  fo  good,  Praife  cannot  fpeak  his  worth: 
So  merciful,  fure  he  ne'er  flept  in  wrath ; 
So  juH,  that  were  he  but  a  private  Man, 
He  could  not  do  a  wrong.    How  would  you  ferve  him? 

Caft.  Fd  ferve  him  v/ith  my  Fortune  here  at  home. 
And  ferve-him  with  my  Perfon  in  his  Wars, 
Watch  for  him,  fight  for  him,  bleed  for  him. 

Tol.  Die  for  him, 
As  every  true-bcrn  loyal  Subject  ought. 

Acaft.  Let  me  embrace  you  both.     Now  by  the  Souls 
Of  my  brave  Anceftors,  I'm  truly  happy  j 
For  this  be  ever  blefl  my  Marriage-day, 
Bleft  be  your  Mother's  Memory  that  bore  you. 
And  double  bleft  be  that  aufpicious  Hour 
That  gave  ye  Birth.    Yes,  my  afpiring  Boys, 
Ye  fhali  have  bufinefs  j  when  your  Mafler  wants  you, 
You  cannot  ferve  a  Nobler  j  I  have  ferv'd  him^ 
In  this  old  Body  yet  the  Marks  remain 

^     F  ^  Of 
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Of  many  Wounds.    IVe  with  this  Tongue  proclaim'd 
His  Right,  ev*n  in  the  face  of  rank  Rebellion ; 
And  when  a  foul-mouth'd  Traytor  once  prophan'd 
His  facred  Name,  with  my  good  Sabir  drawn, 
Ev'n  at  the  head  of  all  his  giddy  rout, 
I  rufh'd  and  clove  the  Rebel  ta  the  Chine, 
Inter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  the  expe<aed  Guefts  are  jufl  arriv'd. 

uic/ftft.  Go  you,  and  give  'cm  Welcome  and  Reccptio»* 

Cham.  My  Lord,  I  ftand  in  need  of  your  afliftance 
In  fomething  that  concerns  my  Peace  and  Honour. 

uicaft.  Spoke  like  the  Son  of  that  brave  Man  I  lov'd: 
So  freely  friendly  we  conversed  together. 
What  e'er  it  be  with  confidence  impart  it. 
Thou  fhalt  command  my  Fortune  and  my  Sword. 

Cham.  I  dare  not  doubt  your  Friend fhip  nor  your  Juftice  : 
Ifour  Bounty  fhewn  to  what  I  hold  moil  dear. 
My  Orphan  Sifter,  muft  not  be  forgotten ! 

uicaji.  Prithee,  no  more  of  that  j  it  grates  my  Nature. 

Cham.  When  our  dear  Parents  dy'd,  they  dy'd  togetherj 
One  Fate  furpriz'd  'em,  and  one  Grave  received  'cm: 
My  Father  with  his  dying  Breath  bequeath'd 
Her  to  my  Love :  My  Mother,  as  ihe  lay 
Languifhing  by  him,  call'd  me  to  her  fide. 
Took  me  in  her  fainting  Arms,  wept,  and  embrac'd  msj 
Then  preft  me  cloie,  and  as  fh.e  obfcrv'd  my  Tears, 
Kift  'em  away  i  faid  ihe,  Chamoni  my  Son, 
By  this  and  all  the  Love  I  ever  fhew'd  thee. 
Be  careful  ofMonimia,  watch  her  Youth, 
Let  not  her  Wants  betray  her  to  Difhonourj 
Perhaps  kind  Heaven  may  raife  fbme  Friend,    Then iigh'^dj 
Kift  me  again  j  fo  bleft  us,  and  expir'd. 
Pardon  my  Grief. 

^caft.  It  fpeaks  an  honeft  Nature, 

Cham.  The  Friend  Heav'n  rais'd  was  youj  you  took  her  up 
An  Infant  to  the  defart  World  cxpos'd. 
And  prov'd  another  Parent. 

jiiafl.  I've  not  wrong'd  her. 

Cham.  Far  be  it  from  my  Fears. 

jitaji.  Then  why  this  Argument  ? 

Cham^ 
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Chxm.  My  Lord,  my  Nature's  jealous,  and  yoti'Jl bear  it. 

Acufi.  Go  on. 

Cham.  Great  Spirits  bear  Misfortunes  hardly  ; 
Good  Offices  claim  Gratitude  \  and  Pride, 
Where  Pow'r  is  wanting,  will  ufiirp  a  little. 
Make  us  (rather  than  be  thought  behind-hand) 
Pay  over-price. 

Acdfi.  I  cannot  guefs  your  drift  j 
Diftruft  you  me? 

Cham.  No,  but  I  fear  her  Wcaknefs 
May  make  her  pay  a  Debt  at  any  rate  j 
And  to  deal  freely  with  your  Lordrhip's  goodnefs, 
I've  heard  a  Story  lately  much  diilurbs  me. 

Acafi.  Then  firft  charge  herj  and  if  the  Ofence  be  found- 
Within  my  reach,  tho'  it  fliou'd  touch  my  Nature, 
In  my  own  Off-fpring,  by  the  dear  remembrance 
Of  thy  brave  Father,  whom  my  Heart  rejoic'd  in, 
rd  profecute  it  with  fevereft  Vengeance.  [IxU. 

Cham.  1  thank  you  from  my  SouL 

Man.  Alas,  my  Brother ! 
What  have  I  done?  and  why  do  you  abufc  rc&T 
My  Heart  quakes  in  me  j  in  your  fettled  Face 
And  clouded  Brow  methinks  I  fee  my  Fate : 
You  will  not  kill  me ! 

Cham.  Frithee,  why  doft  talk  fo  ? 

Mon.  Look  kindly  on  me  then,  I  cannot  beat  V 

Severity  •■,  it  daunts,  and  docs  amaze  me  ? 
My  Heart's  fo  tender,  fhould  you  charge  me  rough- 
I  ihould  but  weep,  and  anfwer  you  with  fobbing. 
But  ufe  me  gently  like  a  loving  Brother, 
And  fearch  through  all  the  Secrets  of  my  Soul. 

Cham,  Fear  nothing,  I  will  (hew  my  felf  a  Brother, 
A  tender,  honeft,  and  a  loving  Brother, 
Y'ave  not  forgot  our  Father? 

Mon.  I  fhall  never. 

Cham^  Then  youll  remember  too,  he  was .3  Mkct 
That  Hv'd  up  to  the  ilandard  of  his  Hono^jr, 
And  priz'd  that  Jewekmore  than  Mines  of  Wealth: 
He'd  not  have  done  a  Ihaoaeful  thing  but  once. 
Though-  kept  in.  darknels  from  the  World,  and4iid(ien, 
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He  could  not  have  forgiven  it  to  himfelfi 

This  was  the  only  Portion  that  he  left  usj 

And  I  more  glory  in't,  than  if  poflcft 

Ot  all  that  ever  Fortune  threw  on  Fools. 

*Twas  a  large  Trun:,  and  mufl  be  managM  nicely  j 

Now  if  by  any  chance,  Mo»/w/^, 

You  have  foyl'd  this  Gem,  and  taken  from  its  value, 

How  will  y'  accounc  with  me? 

Mon.  I  challenge  Envy, 
Malice  and  all  the  Praftices  of  Hell, 
To  cenfure  all  the  Anions  of  my  paft 
Unhappy  Life,  and  taint  me  if  they  can! 

Cham,  ril  tell  thee  thenj  three  Nights  ago,  as  I 
Lay  mufmg  in  my  Bed,  all  Darknefs  round  me, 
A  ludden  damp  ftruck  to  my  Heart,  cold  fweat 
Pew'd  all  my  Face,  and  trembling  feiz'd  my  Limbs, 
My  ^(^6,  fliock  under  me,  the  Curtains  ftartcd. 
And  to  my  tortur'd  Fancy  there  appeared 
The  Form  of  Thee,  thus  Beauteous  as  thou  art. 
Thy  Garments  flowing  loofe,  and  in  each  Hand 
A  wanton  Lover,  which  by  turns  carefs'd  thee 
V/ith  all  the  Freedom  of  unbounded  Plcafure: 
I  fnatch'd  my  Sword,  and  in  the  very  Moment 
Darted  it  at  the  Fantome,  ftraight  it  left  me : 
Then  rofe  and  call'd  for  Lights,  when,  O  dire  Omen! 
I  found  my  Weapon  had  the  Arras  pierc'd, 
Jui't  where  that  famous  Tale  was  interwoven, 
How  th'  unhappy  Thebm  flew  his  Father. 

Mon.  And  for  this  Caufe  my  Virtue  is  fufpeaed!  . 
Becaufe  in  Dreams  your  Fancy  has  been  ridden, 
I  mufl  be  tortur'd  wakmg ! 

Chmi,  Have  a  care  3 
Labour  not  to  be  juftified  too  faft : 
Hear  all,  and  then  let  Juftice  hold  the  Scale. 
What  follow'd  was  the  Riddle  that  confounds  me: 
Through  a  clofe  Lane,  as  I  purfu'd  my  Journey, 
And  meditated  on  the  lafl:  Night's  Vifion, 
I  fpy'd  a  wrinkled  Hagg,  with  Age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  Sticks,  and  mumbling  to  her  m., 
Her  Eyes  with  fcalding  Rheam  were  gall'd  and  red  j 

—  Cold 
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Cold  Palfie  fhook  her  Head,  her  Hands  feem'd  wither'd. 

And  on  her  crooked  Shoulders  had  fhe  wrapt 

The  tatter'd  Remnant  of  an  old  ftrip'd  Hanging, 

Which  ferv'd  to  keep  her  Carkafs  from  the  Cold  j 

So  there  was  nothing  of  a-piece  about  her : 

Her  lower  Weeds  were  all  o'er  courfely  patch'd 

With  diff'rent  colour'd  Rags,  black,  red,  white,   yellow. 

And  feem'd  to  fpeak  variety  of  Wretchednefs^ 

I  ask'd  her  of  my  way,  which  fhe  inform'd  me  j 

Then  crav'd  my  Charity,  and  bad  me  haften 

To  fave  a  Sifter;  At  that  word  I  ftarted. 

Men.  The  common  Cheat  of  Beggars  every  Day! 
They  flock  about  our  Doors,  pretend  to  Gifts 
Of  Propkelie,  and  telling  Fools  their  Fortunes. 

Cham,  Oh!  But  fhe  told  me  fueh  a  Tale,  Monimia, 
As  in  it  bore  great  Circumftances  of  Truth  i 
Cajialio  and  Tolydore,  my  Sifter. 
Mon.  Hah! 

Cham.  What,  altered !  does  your  Courage  fail  you! 
Now  by  my  Father's  Soul  the  Witch  was  honeftj 
Anfwer  me,  if  thou  haft  not  loft  to  them 
Thy  Honour  at  a  fordid  Game. 

Mon,  I  will, 
I  muftj  fo  hardly  my  Misfortune  loa<is  me, 
That  both  have  offer'd  me  their  Loves  moft  true. 

Cham.  And  'tis  as  true  too,  they  have  both  undone  thee. 
Mon.  Though  they  both  with  earneft  Vows 
Have  preft  my  Heart,  if  e'er  in  thought  I  yielded 

To  any  but  Caftalio 

Cham.  But  CafiaUo  I 

Mon.  Still  will  you  crofs  the  Line  of  my  Difcourfc! 
Yes,  I  confefs  that  he  has  won  my  Soul 
By  generous  Love,  and  honourable  Vows : 
Which  he  this  Day  appointed  to  compleat. 
And  make  himfelf  by  holy  Marriage  mine. 

Cham.  Art  thou  then  fpgtlefs?  haft  thou  ftlU  prefcrv'd 
Thy  Virtue  white  without  a  Blot  untainted? 

Mon.  When  I'm  unchaft,  may  Heav'nrejedl  my  Prayers! 
Or  more,  to  make  me  wretched,  may  you  know  it!  , 
Cham,  Oh  then,  Monimi^i  art  thm  dooxov  to  me 

-         "  '  '  Than 
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Than  all  the  Comforts  ever  yet  bleft  Man, 
And  let  not  Marriage  bait  thee  to  thy  Ruin. 
Truft  not  a  Man  j  we  are  by  Nature  falfe, 
DifTembling,  fubtle,  cruel  and  unconftant : 
When  a  Man  talks  of  Love,  with  caution  truft  him ; 
But  if  he  fwears,  he'll  certainly  deceive  theef 
I  charge  thee  let  no  more  Cajifdio  footh  thee  l 
Avoid  it  as  thou  would'ft  prcferve  the  Peace 
Of  a  poor  Brother,  to  whofe  Soul  th'art  precious^ 
Mon.  I  will! 

Cham .  Appear  as  cold,  when  next  you  meet,  as  great  Ones 
When  Merit  begs ;  then  fhalt  thou  fee  how  foon 
His  Heart  will  cool,  and  his  Pains  grow  eafie.  [£x. 

Mon.  Yes,  I  will  try  himj  torture  him  feverelyj 
For,  oh  Cajialio !  thou  too  much  hail  wrong'd  me. 
In  leaving  me  to  Volydores  ill  Uiage. 
He  comes ;  and  now  for  once,  oh  Love  ftand  Neuter, 
Whilft  a  hard  part's  perform'd !  F©r  I  muft  tempt. 
Wound  his  foft  Nature,  though  my  own  Heartakes  for't.[I«^ 
Enter  Caftalio. 

Cafi.  MonimiA,  Monimial She*s  gonej 

And  feem'd  to  part  with  Anger  in  her  Eyesj 

I  am  a  Fool,  and  Hie  has  found  my  Weakncfij 

$h^  ufes  me  already  like  a  Slave 

Faft  bounds  in  Chains,  to  be  challis'd  at  will: 

*Twas  not. well  done  to  trifle  with  my  Brother: 

I  might  have  trufted  him  v/ith  all  the  Secret, 

Open'd  my  fitly  Heart,  and  fhewn  it  bare. 

But  th^  he  loves  her  tooi  but  not  like  me, 

1  am  a  doating  honeft  Slave,  defign'd 

For  Bondage,  Marriage-bonds,  which  I  have  fworn 

To  wear :  It  is  the  only  thing  I  e'er 

Hid  from  his  KnowledgCi  and  he'll  fure  forgive 

The  firll  TranfgrefTion  of  a  wretched  Friend 

Betray 'd  to  Love,  and  all  its  little  Follies. 

Enter  Polydore,  and  T age  at  the  Boor. 
Tol.  Here  place  your  felf,and  watch  my  Brother  thr^ghly  - 
If  he  Ihould  chance  to  meet  M?;j;»?/^,  make 
Tuft  Obfervation  of  each  Word  and  Aaicn; 
Fa6  not  OQC  Circumflance  without  resaark : 
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Sir,  'tis  your  Office,  do't  and  bring  mc  word.      [£«-  Pot. 
1.711  n  Monimia. 
C»/f.  Menmta,  my  Angel,  'twas  not  kind 
To  leave  me  like  a  Turtle  here  alone, 
To  droop  and  mourn  the  Abfence  of  my  Mate. 
When  tiiou  art  from  me  every  Place  is  defart, 
And  I,  methinks,  am  falvage  and  forlorn ; 
Thy  Prefencc  only  'tis  can  make  me  bleft, 
Heal  my  unquiet  Mind,  and  tune  my  Soul. 

Mon.  Oh  the  bewitching  Tongues  of  faithlcfs  Meat 
*Tis  thus  the  falfe  Hymi^  makes  her  Moan, 
To  draw  the  pitying  Traveller  to  her  Den ; 
Your  Sex  are  i<i,  fuch  falfe  DilTemblers  all. 
With  Sighs  and  Plaints  y'entice  poor  Womcns  Hearts, 
And  all  that  pity  you,  are  made  your  Prey. 

Cafl.  What  means  my  Love?  Oh,  liow  have  I  delerv'cl 
This  Language  from  the  Soveraign  of  my  Joys ! 
Stop,  flop  thofe  Tears,  Monimni,  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  Dew  from  a  diftemper'd  Sky  j 
1  feel  'em  chill  me  to  the  very  Heart. 

Mon.  Oh,  you  are  falfe,  Oiftalio,  moft  forlorn  i 
Attempt  no  farther  to  delude  my  Faith. 
My  Heart  is  tixt,  and  you  fhall  l"hake't  no  more, 

Cafi.  Who  told  you  fo?  What  Hell-bred  Villain  dnrft 
Prophane  the  facred  Bufinefs  of  my  Love  ? 

Mon.  Your  Brother,  knowing  on  what  terms  I'm  here^ 
Th' unhappy  Obje<9:  of  your  Father's  Cliarity, 
Licentiouily  difcours'd  to  me  of  Love, 
And  durft  affront  me  with  his  brutal  Paffion. 

Caft.  'Tis  I  have  been  to  bkme,  and  only  I, 
Falfe  to  my  Brother  and  unjufl  to  Thee. 
For,  oh !  he  lov4s  thee  too,  and  this  Day  own'd  i% 
Taxt  me  with  mine>  and  claim'd  aright  above  mc. 

Mon.  And  was  your  Love  fo  very  tame  to  fhrink, 
Or  rather  than  lofe  him,  abandon  me  ? 

Cafl.  I,  kno^wing  hiin  ^precipitate  and  ra!li. 
To  calm  i^s  Heat,  and  to  conceal  my  Happ:neii^ 
Seem'd  to  comply  with  his  unruly  WiMj 
Talkt  as  he  talkt,  and  granted  ail  he  ask'd , 
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Left  he  in  Rage  might  have  our  Loves  betray'd, 
And  I  for  ever  had  Monlmia  loft. 

Mon.  Could  you  then?  did  youj  can  you  own  it  too? 
'Twas  poorly  done,  unworthy  of  your  felfj 
And  I  can  never  think  you  meant  me  fair. 

Cajl.  Is  this  Monimia  ?  furely  no !  'till  now 
I  ever  thought  her  Dove-like,  foft  and  kind. 
Who  trufts  his  Heart  with  Woman's  furely  loft; 
You  were  made  Fair  on  purpofe  to  undo  us, 
Whilft  greedily  we  fnatch  th' alluring  Bait, 
And  ne'er  diftruft  the  Poifon  that  it  hides. 

Mon.  When  Love  ill-plac'd  would  find  a  means  to  break. 

Caji.  It  never  wants  pretences  nor  excufe, 

Mon.  Man  wherefore  was  a  Lord-like  Creature  made, 
Rough  as  the  Winds,  and  as  inconftant  too : 
A  lofty  Afped  given  Kim  for  command, 
Eafily  foften'd,  when  he  would  betray : 
Like  conquering  Tyrants,  you  our  Breafts  invade, 
Where  you  are  pleas'd  to  forage  for  a  while  j 
But  foon  you  find  nev7  Conquefts  out,  and  leave 
The  ravag'd  Province  ruinate  and  wafte. 
if  fo,  Cajialio,  y  ou  have  ferv'd  my  Heart, 
I  find  that  Dcfolation's  fettled  there. 
And  I  fliall  ne'er  recover  Peace  again. 

Cafi.  Who  can  hear  this,  and  bear  an  equal  Mind ! 
Since  you  will  drive  me  from  you,  I  muft  goj 
But,  oh  Monimia,  when  th'haft  baniih'd  me, 
No  creeping  Slave,  though  tradable  and  dull. 
As  artful  Woman  for  her  ends  would  chufe. 
Shall  ever  dote  as  I  have  done:  For  oh! 
No  Tongue  my  Pleafure  nor  my  Pain  can  tell, 
'Tis  Heav'n  to  have  thee,  and  without  thee  Hell. 

Mon.  Cajialio!  ftay!  we  muft  not  part.     I  find 
My  Rage  ebbs  out,  and  Love  flows  in  apace. 
Thefe  little  Quarrels  Love  muft  needs  forgive, 
They  roufe  up  drowfie  Thoughts,  and  wake  my  Soul. 
Oh!  charm  me  with  the  Mufick  of  thy  Tongue  j 
I'm  ne'er  fo  bleft,  as  when  I  hear  thy  Vows, 
And  liften  to  the  Language  of  thy  Heart. 

CaJI, 


The  Orphan.  i  3  7 

Cafl.  Where  am  I !  furely  Paradice  is  round  me! 
Sweets  planted  by  the  Hand  of  Heav'n  grow  here, 
And  every  Senfe  is  full  of  thy  Perfedion. 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  might  calm  a  mad  Man's  Frenzy, 
Till  by  attention  he  forgot  his  Sorrows  3 
But  to  behold  thy  Eyes,  th' amazing  Beauties 
Might  make  him  rage  again  with  Love,  as  I  do. 
To  touch  thee's  Heav'n,  but  to  enjoy  thee,  oh! 
Thou  Nature's  whole  Perfedlion  in  one  piece ! 
Sure  framing  thee  Heav'n  took  unufual  Care,  p 

As  its  own  Beauty  it  delign'd  thee  Fair  j  > 

And  form'd  thee  by  the  beft-lov'd  Angel  there.        i'^^S 


A  C  T   III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Polydore,  mdfagt. 

Po^TTT  ERE  they  fo  kind?  Exprefs  it  to  me  all 
W    In  words,  'twill  make  me  think  I  faw  it  too, 

?Age,  At  firft  I  thought  they  had  been  mortal  Foesj 
Monimia  rag'd,  Cajialio  grew  difturb'd, 
Each  thought  the  other  wrong'd,  yet  both  fo  haughty, 
They  fcorn'd  fubmiflfion,  though  Love  all  the  while 
The  Rebel  play'd,  and  fcarce  could  be  contam'd. 

Foi.  But  what  fucceeded  ? 

Page.  Oh  'twas  wondrous  pretty ! 
For  of  a  fudden  all  the  Storm  was  paft, 
A  gentle  calm  of  Love  fucceeded  it  j 
Monimia  figh'd  and  blufht,  Caftdio  fworei 
As  you,  my  Lord,  I  well  remember,  did 
To  my  young  Sifter  in  the  Orange  Grove, 
When  I  was  firfl:  preferr'd  to  be  your  Page. 

Vol.  Happy  Cajialio !  Now,  by  my  great  Soul, 
M' ambitious  Soul,  that  languifhes  to  Glory, 
I'll  have  her  yet,  by  my  beft  hopes  I  will. 
She  fhall  be  mine  in  ipight  of  all  her  Arts. 
But  for  Cajialio  why  was  I  reflis'd  ? 

Ha* 


138 


The    0  R  P  H  A  N» 


Has  he  fupplanted  me  by  fome  foul  play, 
Traduc'd  my  Honour  ?  Death !  he  durft  not  do't. 
It  muft  be  fo :  We  parted,  and  he  met  her, 
Half  to  compliance  brought  by  me,  furpriz.'d 
Her  finking  Virtue  till  fhe  yielded  quite : 
So  Poachers  bafely  pick  up  tir'd  Game, 
Whilfl:  the  fair  Hunter's  cheated  of  his  Prey. 
Boy! 

Page.  My  Lord  \ 

Tol.  Go  to  your  Chamber  and  prepare  your  Lutej 
Find  out  fome  Song  to  pleafe  me,  that  defcribes 
Womens  Hypocriiies,  their  fubtile  Wiles, 
Betraying  Smiles,  feign'd  Tears,  iHConftaiicies, 
Their  painted  Outfides ,  and  corrupted  Minds, 
The  fum  of  all  their  Follies,  and  their  Falfhoods. 
EntBr  Servant. 

Serv.  Oh  the  unhappieft  TydingS  Tongue  e'er  told ! 

ToL  The  Matter ! 

Serv.  Oh!  your  Father,  my  good  Mafter, 
As  with  his  Guefls  he  fet  in  Mirth  rais'd  high, 
And  chas'd  the  GoWing  round  the  joyful  Board, 
A  fudden  trembling  feiz-'d  on  all  his  Limbs  j 
His  Eyes  diftorted  grew ;  his  Vifage  pale ! 
His  Speech  forfook  him  j  Life  it  {elf  ieem'd  Atd, 
And  all  his  Friends  are  waiting  now  about  him. 
Enter  Acafto  leaning  on  tvoo, 

Acaji.  Support  me,  give  Air,  Fil  yet  recover; 
*Twas  but  a  Slip  decaying  Nature  made, 
For  fhe  grows  weary  near  her  Journeys  end. 
Where  are  my  Sons?  come  near,  my  FolydorCy 
Your  Brother !  where's  Cajialio  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord, 
IVe  fearch'd,  as  you  commanded,  all  the  Houlc, 
He  and  Monimia  are  not  to  be  found.  ('tis  well, 

Acafi.  Not  to  be  found !  then  where  are  all  my  Friends  ? 
I  hope  they'll  pardon  an  unhappy  Fault 
M' unmannerly  Infirmity  has  made! 
Death  could  not  come  in  a  more  welcome  Hour, 
For  I'm  prepar'd  to  meet  hmi,  and  methinks 
Would  live  and  die  with  all  my  Friends  about  me. 

Intsr 


The  Orphan.  13^ 

Enter  Caftalio. 
Oifl.  Angels  preferve  my  deareft  Father's  Life, 
Blefs  it  with  long  and  uninterrupted  days! 
Oh !  may  he  Uve  'till  Time  it  felf  decay,. 
^Till  good  Men  wiih  him  dead,  or  I  offend  him. 

Acafl-  Thank  you,  C^y?^i;^;  give  me  both  your  Hands, 
And  bear  me  up,  I'd  walk:  So,  now  metboks 
I  appear  as  great  as  Hercnles  himfclf, 
Supported  by  the  Pillars  he  had  rais'd. 
Cafi.  My  Lord,  your  Chaplain. 
Acaft.  Let  the  good  Man  ent^r. 

^  ^      Enter  Cha^htn.  fHealth, 

Chat.  Heav'n  guard  your  Lordfhip,    and  reftorc  your 
Acafl.  I  have  provided  for  thee  if  I  die. 
No  fawning  I  'tis  a  Scandal  to  thy  Office. 
My  Sons,  as  thus  united,  ever  live, 
And  for  the  Eftate,  you'll  find  when  I  am  dead 
I  have  divided  it  betwixt  you  both 
Equally  parted,  as  you  fhar'd  my  Love; 
Only  to  fweet  Monimia  I've  bequeath'd 
Ten  thoufand  Crowns,  a  little  Portion  for  her. 
To  wed  her  honourably  as  Ihe's  born. 
Be  not  lefs  Friends  becaufe  you're  Brothers;  ihun 
The  Man  that's  fingular,  his  Mind's  unfound. 
His  Spleen  o'er- weighs  his  Brains;  but  abave  ali 
Avoid  the  Politick,  the  fa^ious  Fool, 
The  bufie,  buzzing,  talking,  hardened  Knave; 
The  quaint  fmooth  Rogue,  that  fms  agamft  his  Rcaionj 
Calls  fawcy  loud  Sufpicion,  pubiick  Zeal, 
And  Mutiny  the  Dilates  of  his  Spirit :_ 
Be  very  careful  how  ye  make  new  Friends. 
Men  read  not  Morals  now,  'twas  a  Cuftom, 
But  all  are  to  their  Fathers  Vices  bom : 
And  in  their  Mothers  Ignorance  are  bred. 
Let  Marriage  be  the  laft  mad  thing  ye  do. 
For  all  the  Sins  and  Follies  of  the  paft. 
If  you  have  Children,  never  give  them  Knowledge, 
'Twill  fpoil  their  Fortune,  Fools  are  all  the  fafliion. 
If  you've  Religion,  keep  it  to  your  felves, 
Athcifls  will  elfe  make  ufe  of  Toleration, 
And  laugh  ye  out  on't;  sever  fhew  Religion, 

Except 
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Except  ye  mean  to  pafs  for  Knaves  of  Confcience, 
And  cheat  believing  Fools  that  think  yc  honeft. 
Znur  Serina. 

Ser.  My  Father! 

Acafi,  My  Heart's  Darling ! 

Ser.  Let  my  Knees 
Fix  to  the  Earth.     Ne'er  let  my  Eyes  have  reft, 
But  wake  and  weep  'till  Heav'n  reftore  my  Father! 

Acufi.  Rife  to  my  Arms,  and  thy  kind  Prayers  are  an- 
For  thou'rt  a  wond'rous  extraft  of  all  Goodnefs,  [fwer'd, 
Born  for  my  Joy,  and  no  Pains  felt  when  near  thee. 
^hAmontl 

Enter  Chamont. 

Chum,  My  Lord,  may't  prove  not  an  unlucky  Omen: 
Many  I  fee  are  waiting  round  about  you, 
And  I  am  come  to  ask  a  BlefTing  too. 

Acafl.  May'ft  thou  be  happy ! 

Cham.  Where? 

Aeafi,  In  all  thy  Wifhes  I 

Cham.  Confirm  me  fo,  and  make  this  Fair  One  mine. 
I  am  unpracSlis'd  in  the  Trade  of  Courtfhip, 
And  know  not  how  to  deal  Love  out  with  Art ; 
Onfets  in  Lqye  feem  beft  hke  thofe  in  War, 
Fierce,  rcfomte,  and  done  with  all  the  force  j 
So  I  would  open  my  whole  Heart  at  once, 
And  pour  out  the  abundance  of  jny  Soul. 

Acaft,  What  fays  Ser'm(t  ?  canft  thou  love  a  Soldier  ? 
One  born  to  Honour  and  to  Honour  bred ; 
One  that  has  learn'd  to  treat  ev'n  Foes  v/ith  Kindnefs^ 
To  wrong  no  good  Man's  Fame,  nor  praife  himfelf. 

Ser.  Oh!  name  not  Love,  for  that's  ally'd  to  Joy, 
And  Joy  mufl  be  a  Stranger  to  my  Heart, 
When  you're  in  danger.     May  Chamont' ^  good  Fortune 
Render  him  lovely  to  fome  happier  Maid  I 
Whilft  I  at  friendly  diflance  fee  him  blcft, 
Praife  the  kind  Gods,  and  wonder  at  his  Virtues. 

uicfifi.  Chamont,  purfue  her,  conquer  and  poiTefs  her, 
And,  as  my  Son,  a  third  of  all  my  Fortune 
Shall  be  thy  Lot. 

But  keep  thy  Eyes  from  wandring,  Man  of  Frailty, 
Beware  the  dangerous  Beauty  of  the  Wanton, 

Shun 
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shun  their  Enticements  j  Ruin  like  a  Vulture 

Waits  on  their  Conquefts ;  Falfehood  too's  their  Bufmeis, 

They  put  falfe  Beauty  ofif  to  all  the  World ; 

Ufe  falfe  Endearments  to  the  Fools  that  leve  'em, 

And  when  they  marry,  to  their  filly  Husbands 

They  bring  falfe  Virtue,  broken  Fame,  and  Fortune. 

Men.  Hear  ye  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Vol.  Yes,  my  fair  Monitor,  old  Men  always  talk  thus. 

Acajl.  Chamont,  you  told  me  of  feme  Doubts  that  preft 
Are  you  yet  fatisfied  that  I  am  your  Friend  ?  [you. 

Cham.  My  Lord,  I  would  not  lofe  that  Satisfa6lion 
For  any  Bleifmg  I  could  wifh  for. 
As  to  my  Fears  already  I  have  loft  *emj 
They  ne'er  fliall  vex  me  more,  nor  trouble  you. 

Acfifi.  I  thank  you.    Daughter  you  muft  do  fo  too. 
My  Friends  'tis  late. 

For  my  Dilbrder  feems  all  paft  and  over, 
And  I  methinks  begin  to  feel  nev7  health. 

Cafi.  Would  you  but  reft,  it  might  reftore  you  quite. 

^f^y?.  Yes,  I'll  to  Bedi  old  Men  muft  humour  Weaknefs. 
Let  me  have  Mufick  then  to  lull  and  chafe 
This  melancholy  Thought  of  Death  away. 
Good-night!  my  Friends,  Heav'n  guard  ye  all!  Good-night! 
To  Morrow  early  we'll  faiute  the  Day, 
Find  out  new  Pieafures,  and  redeem  loft  Time. 

[Zx.  all  but  Chamont  and  Chaplain  = 

Cham.  Hift,  hift,  Sir  Gravity,  a  word  with  you. 

C/?^p.  With.me,  Sir? 

Cham.  If  you're  at  leiftire,  Sir  ?  we'll  wafte  on  Hour, 
'Tis  yet  too  loon  to  fleep,  and  'twill  be  Charity 
To  lend  your  Converfation  to  a  Stranger. 

Chap.  Sir,  you  are  a  Soldier? 

Cham.  Yes. 

Chap.  I  love  a  Soldier, 
And  had  been  one  my  felf,  but  my  Parents 
Would  make  me  what  you  lee  of  me;  yet  I  am  honeft 
For  all  1  wear  black. 

Cham.  And  that's  a  wonder. 
Have  you  had  long  dependence  on  this  Family  ? 

Chap.  I  have  not  thought  it  fo,  becaufe  my  Time's 
Spent  pleafantly.    My  Lord's  not  laughty  n©r  imperious 

Kof 
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Nor  I  gravely  whimfical  j  he  has  good  Nature, 

And  I  have  Manners : 

His  Sons  too  are  civil  to  me,  becaufe 

I  do  not  pretend  to  be  wifer  than  they  are; 

I  meddle  with  no  Man's  Bufinefs  but  my  own  j 

I  rife  in  a  Morning  early,  ftudy  moderately, 

Eat  and  drink  chearfhliy,  live  foberly, 

Take  my  innocent  Pleafurcs  freely, 

So  meet  vvithRefped:,  and  am  not  thejeft  of  the  Family. 

Cham.  I'm  glad  you  are  fo  happy. 
A  pleafant  Fellow  this,  and  may  be  ufeful. 
Knew  you  my  Father,  the  old  Chamont  ? 

Chap.  I  did,  and  was  mofl  forry  when  we  loft  him. 

Cham.  Why?  didft  thou  love  him?  [Friend. 

Chap.  Every  body  lov'd  him  i  befides,  he  was  my  Mailer's 

Cham.  I  could  embrace  thee  for  rhat  very  Notion. 
If  thou  didft  love  my  Father,  I  could  think 
Thou  wGuldft  not  be  an  Enemy  to  me. 

Chap.  I  can  be  no  Man's  Foe. 

Cham.  Then  prithee  tell  me; 
Think'ft  thou  the  Lord  Caftalio  loves  my  Sifter? 
Nay,  never  ftart.    Come,  come,  I  knaw  thy  OiEce 
Opens  thee  all  the  Secrets  of  the  Family. 
Then  if  thou  art  honeft,  ufe  this  Freedom  kindly. 

Clyap.  Love  your  Sifter ! 

Cham.  Ay,  Love  her. 

Chap.  Sir,  I  never  ask'd  him. 
And  wonder  you  ftiould  ask  it  me. 

Cham.  Nay,  but  th'art  an  Hypocrite ;  is  there  not  one 
Of  all  thy  Tribe  that's  honeft  in  your  Schoals  ? 
The  pride  of  your  Superiors  makes  ye  Slaves: 
Ye  all  live  loathfom  fneaking  fervile  Lives; 
Not  free  enough  to  pradife  generous  Truth, 
Though  ye  pretend  to  teach  it  to  the  World. 

Chap.  1  would  deferve  a  better  thought  from  you. 

C/7^/».  If  thou  would'ft  have  me  not  contemn  thy  Office 
And  Charaftei",  think  all  thy  Brethren  Knaves, 
Thy  Trade  a  Cheat,  and  thou  its  worft  ProfefTor; 
Inform  me;  for  I  tell  thee,  Prieft,  I'll  know. 

Chap.  Either  he  loves  her, or  he  much  has  wrong'd  her, 

Cham 
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Cham.  How  wrong'd  her?  have  a  care:  For  this  may 
A  Scene  of  iMifchief  to  undo  us  all.  (la/ 

But  tell  me,  wrong'd  her,  iaid'fl  thou? 

Chix^.  Ay,  Sir,  wrong'd  her. 

Chum.  This  is  a  Secret  worth  a  Monarch's  Fortune : 
What  fhall  I  ^SQ  thee  for't!  thou  dear  Phyfician 
Of  llckly  Souls,  unfold  this  Riddle  to  me. 
And  comfort  mine 

Cha^.  I  would  hide  nothing  from  you  willingly. 

Cham.  Nay,  then  again  thou'rt  honeft.  Would'ft  thou  tell 

Ch,%^.  Yes,  if  I  duril.  (me  ? 

Cham.  Why  what  affrights  thee? 

Cha^.  You  do. 
Who  are  not  to  be  trufted  with  the  Secret. 

Cham.  Why,  I  am  no  Fool. 

Cha^.  So  indeed  you  fay. 

Cham.  Prithee,  be  ferious  then. 

Chff^.  You  fee  I  am  fo, 
And  hardly  fhall  be  mad  enough  to  Night, 
To  truft  you  with  my  Ruin. 

Cham.  Art  thou  then 
So  far  conccrn'd  in't?  What  has  been  thy  Office? 
Curfe  on  that  formal  fteady  Villain's  Face! 
Juft  fo  do  all  Bawds  look  i  nay,  Bawds,  they  lay. 
Can  pray  upon  occalion,  talk  of  Heav'n, 
Turn  up  their  gogling  Eye-balls,  rail  at  Vice, 
DifTemble,  lye,  and  preach  like  any  Prieft, 
Art  thou  a  Bawd  ? 

Cha^.  Sir,  I'm  not  often  us'd  thus. 

Cham.  Be  juft  then. 

Cha^.  So  I  be  to  the  truft 
That's  laid  upon  me. 

Cham.  By  the  reverenc'd  Soul 
Of  that  great  honeft  Man  that  gave  me  Being, 
Tell  me  but  what  thou  know'ft  concerns  my  HonQiir, 
And  if  I  e'er  reveal  it  to  thy  wrong, 
May  this  good  Sword  ne'er  do  me  right  in  Battel! 
Alay  I  ne'er  know  that  blcfTed  peace  of  Mind, 
That  dwells  m.  good  and  pious  Men,  hke  thee  I 


144  ^^^  Orphan. 

chat.  I  Tee  your  Temper's  mov'd,  and  I  will  truft  you. 

C^/3W.  Wilt  thou? 

Cha^.  I  will ;  but  if  it  ever  fcape  you 

Chmn.  It  never  fliall. 

Chaf,  Swear  then. 

Cham,  I  do  by  all 
That's  dear  to  me,  by  th' Honour  of  my  Name, 
And  that  Power  I  ferve,  it  never  fhall. 

C^^p.Then  this  good  Day,  when  all  theHoufewasbufie, 
When  Mirth  and  kind  rejoicing  fill'd  each  Room, 
As  I  was  walking  in  the  Grove  I  met  them. 

Chdm.  What,  met  them  in  the  Grove  together?  tell  me. 
How,  walking,  ftanding,  fitting,  lying?  hah! 

Chap.  I  by  her  own  Appointment,  met  them  tnere. 
Received  their  Marriage  Vows,  and  join'd  their  Hands. 

C^^»2.  How!  marry 'd/ 

Chap.  Yes,  Sir. 

Cham.  Then  my  Soul's  at  Peace : 
But  why  would  you  delay  fo  long  to  give  it? 

Cham.  Not  knowing  what  Reception  it  may  find 
With  old  Acafio;  may  be  I  was  too  cautious 
To  truft  the  Secret  from  me.  ' 

Cham,  What's  the  Caufe 
I  cannot  guefs,  tho'  'tis  my  Sifter's  Honour. 
I  do  not  like  this  Marriage 

Huddl'd  i'the  dark,  and  done  at  too  much  a  Venture: 
The  bufinefs  looks  with  an  unlucky  Face. 
Keep  ftill  the  Secret  j  for  it  ne'er  fhall  'fcape  me, 
Not  ev'n  to  them,  the  new  match'd  Pair.    Farewel. 
Believe  my  Truth,  and  know  me  for  thy  Friend.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Caftalio,  and  Mpnimia. 

Caji.  Young  Chament,  and  the  Chaplain!  fureMs  they! 
No  matter  what's  contriv'd  or  who  confulted. 
Since  my  Monim'tas  mine  j  tho'  this  fad  Look 
Seems  no  good  boading  Omen  to  her  Blifi, 
Elfe,  prithee,  tell  me  why  that  Look  caft  down  ? 
Why  that  fad  Sigh  as  if  thy  Heart  were  breaking? 

Hon.  Caftalio,  1  am  thinking  what  we've  done. 
The  Heav'nly  Powers  were  fiyc  difpleas'd  to  day ! 

For 
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For  at  the  Ceremony  as  we  flood, 

And  as  your  Hand  was  kindly  join'd  with  mine. 

As  the  good  Priefl  pronounc'd  the  Sacred  Words, 

Pafllon  grew  big  and  I  could  not  forbear, 

Tears  drown'd  my  Eyes,  and  trembling  feiz,'d  my  SouL 

What  fhould  that  mean  ? 

Cmjl.  Oh  thou  art  tender  all ! 
Gentle  and  kind  as  fympathizing  Nature! 
When  a  fad  Story  has  been  told,  IVe  feen 
Thy  little  Breafts  with  foft  Compaffion  fwell'd. 
Shove  up  and  down,  and  heave  like  dying  Birds  j 
But  now  let  Fear  be  banirh'd,  think  no  more 
Of  danger,  for  there's  {^fcty  in  my  Arms^ 
Let  them  receive  thee:  Heav'n  grow  jealous  now ; 
Sure  {he's  too  good  for  any  Mortal  Creature ! 
I  could  grow  wild,  and  praife  thee  ev'Vi  to  madnef?. 
But  wherefore  do  I  dally  vnth  my  Blifs  ? 
The  Night's  far  fpent,  and  Day  draws  on  apace  i 
To  Bed  my  Love,  and  wake  'nil  I  come  thither. 

Vol.  So  hot,  my  Brother?  [Polydorc  at  the  BoQ7. 

Mon.  'Twill  be  impofllble; 
You  know  your  Father's  Chamber's  next  to  mine. 
And  the  leaft  Noife  will  certainly  alarm  him, 

Cajl.  ImpoiTible  ?  impoffible?  alas ! 
Is't  pollible  to  live  one  Hour  without  thee? 
Let  me  behold  thoie  Eyes^  they'll  tell  me  truth,) 
Haft  thou  no  longing  ?  Art  thou  ftill  the  fame 
Cold,  icy  Virgin?  Noj  th'art  alter'd  quite. 
Hafte,  hafte  to  Bed,  and  let  loofe  ail  thy  Wiilie.', 

Mon.  'Tis  but  one  Night,  mv  Lordj  I  pray  be  ruFd. 

Caji.  Try  if  thM  Power  to  ftop  a  flowing  Tide, 
Or  in  a  Tempcft  make  the  Seas  be  calm ; 
And  when  that's  done  I'll  cont^v.er  my  Delires, 
No  more,  my  Bieilmg,     What  ihall  be  the  Sign  ? 
When  l"hall  I  come?  For  to  my  Joy3  I'll  Ileal 
As  if  I  ne'er  had  paid  my  Free'dom  for  them. 

Mo?i.  Tuft  three  foft  l^roaks  upon  the  Chamber-doer  ■ 
And  at  that  Signal  you  fiull  gain  Admittance: 
But  fpeak  not  the  leaft  word;  for  if  you  Ihould. 
'Tis  furely  heard;  and  all  will  be  betray 'd- 

VoL.IL  G         •  ■     C^. 
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Cajl.  Oh!  doubt  it  not  Monimia,  our  Joys 
Shall  be  as  filent  as  the  Extatick  Blifs 
Of  Souls,  that  by  Intelligence  converfe : 
Immortal  Pleafures  fhall  our  Senfes  drown, 
Thought  fhall  be  loft,  and  ev'ry  Pow'r  diflblv'd : 
Away,  my  Love;  firft  take  this  kifs.  Now  hafte. 
I  long  for  that  to  come,  yet  grudge  each  Minute  paft. 

[Ex,  Mon. 
My  Brother  wandring  too  fo  late  this  way ! 
Fol.  Caftalio! 

Cajl.  My  Folydore,  how  doft  thou? 
How  does  our  Father  ?  is  he  well  recovered  ? 

Fol.  I  left  him  happily  repos'd  to  Reftj 
He's  ftill  as  gay  as  if  his  Life  were  young. 
But  how  does  fair  Monimia  ? 

Cfi.fl,  Doubtlefs  well. 
A  cruel  Beauty  with  her  Conqueft  pleased 
Is  always  joyful,  and  her  Mind  in  health, 

FoU  Is  fhe  the  fame  Monimia  ftill  flic  was  ? 
May  we  not  hope  ftie's  made  of  mortal  Mould  ? 

Caji.  She's  not  Woman  elfe : 
Tho'  I'm  grown  weary  of  this  tedious  hoping  ; 
Wave  in  a  barren  Dciart  ftray'd  too  long, 

Fol.  Yet  may  rehef  be  unexpected  found. 
And  Loves  fweet  Manna  cover  all  the  Field. 
Met  ye  to  Day  ? 

Caji.  No,  ftie  has  ftill  avoided  me, 
Her  Brother  too  is  jealous  of  her  grown, 
And  has  been  hinting  fomething  to  my  Father. 
I  wifh  I'd  never  medled  with  the  matter, 

And  would  enjoin  thee  Folydore 

Po/.  To  what? 

CaJi.  To  leave  this  peevifti  Beauty  to  her  felf. 
FoL  What,  quit  my  Love  ?  as  foon  I'd  quit  my  Poft 
In  fight,  and  like  a  Coward  run  away. 
No,  by  my  Stars,  I'll  chafe  her  'till  fhe  yields 
To  me,  or  meets  her  Refcue  in  another. 

Cafi.  Nay,  fhe  has  Beauty  that  might  ihake  the  Leagues 
Of  mighty  Kings,  and  fee  the  World  at  oddsi 

§  But 
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But  I  have  wondrous  Reafons  on  my  fide. 
That  would  perfwade  thee,  were  they  known. 

Vol.  Then  fpeak  'em. 
What  are  they  ?  Came  ye  to  her  Window  here 
To  learn  'em  now?  Cajialio,  have  a  carej 
Uie  honeft  dealing  with  your  Friend  and  Brother. 
Believe  me,  I'm  not  with  my  Love  fo  blinded. 
But  can  difcern  your  purpofe  to  abufe  me. 
Quit  your  Pretences  to  her. 

Caft.  Grant  I  do. 
You  love  Capitulations,  Tolydore, 
And  but  upon  Conditions  would  oblige  me. 
Tol.  You  fay,  you've  Reaibns.   Why  are  they  coaceal'd? 
Cnji,  To  Morrow  I  may  tell  you. 
It  is  a  matter  of  luch  Circumftance, 
As  I  muft  well  coniult  e'er  I  reveal : 
But,  prithee,  ceale  to  think  I  would  abufe  thee. 
'Till  more  be  known, 

Tol,  When  you,  Cajialio,  ceafs 
To  meet  Monimia  unkown  to  me. 
And  then  deny  it  flavifhly,  Til  ceaie 
To  think  Cajialio  faithleis  to  his  Friend- 
Did  I  not  fee  you  part  this  very  moment ' 
Ca/i.  It  feems  yoa've  watch'd  me  then  ? 
Fol.  I  fcorn  the  Office. 

C^Ji.  Prithee,  avoid  a  thing  thou  may'li  repent. 
ToL  That  is,  henceforward  making  Leigucs  with  yazi 
Cajl.  Nay,  if  y'are  angry,  Tolyuyre,  Good- Night.  ilx:t. 
Pol.  Good-Night,  Cajialio,  if  y'are  in  fuch  h^^Q. 
He  little  thinks  I've  overheard  th' Appointmetif 
Bat  to  his  Chamber's  gone  to  wait  a  wliilc. 
Then  come  and  take  Poilcllion  of  my  Love. 
This  is  the  utmofl  Point  of  all  my  Hopes, 
Or  now  (he  muft,  or  never  can  be  mine. 
Oh!  for  a  means  now  how  to  Counterplot, 
And  difappoint  this  happy  elder  Brother* 
In  every  thing  we  do,  or  undertake, 
He  foars  above  me,  raouiit  what  height  I  C5n . 
And  keeps  the  flart  he  got  of  me  in  Birth 
C^rJelioJ 

G  1  'Vnw 
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Xnter  Fage. 

Tage.  My  "Lord! 

Fol.  Come  hither,  Boy. 
Thou  haft  a  pretty  forward  lying  Face, 
And  may 'ft  in  time  expedl  Preferment }  canft  thou 
Pretend  to  fecrefie,  cajole  and  flatter 
Thy  Mafter's  Follies,  and  aflift  his  Pleafures  ? 

Fage.  My  Lord  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you. 
And  ever  be  a  very  faithful  Boy. 
Command,  what  e'er's  your  Pleafure  I'll  obferve. 
Be  it  to  run,  or  to  watch  ^  or  to  convey 
A  Letter  to  a  beauteous  Lady's  Bofomj 
At  leaft  I  am  not  dull,  and  foon  fhould  learn. 

Fol.  'Tis  pity  then  thou  Ihould'ft  not  be  employ 'd. 
Go  to  my  Brother,  he's  in's  Chamber  now 
Undrefljng,  and  preparing  for  his  Reft  5 
Find  out  fome  means  to  keep  him  up  a  while: 
Tell  him  a  pretty  Story  that  may  pleafe 
His  Ear :  Invent  a  Tale,  no  matter  what : 
If  he  fhould  ask  of  thee,  tell  him  I'm  gone 
To  Bed,  and  fent  yc-u  there  to  know  his  Pleafure 
Whether  he'll  Hunt  to  Morrow.    Well  faid  Folydore;, 
Diflemble  with  thy  Brother :  That's  one  Peint. 
But  do  not  leave  him  'till  he's  in  his  Bed ; 
Or  if  he  chance  to  walk  again  this  way. 
Follow  and  do  not  quit  him,  but  feem  fond 
Tojdo  him  little  Offices  of  Service. 
Perhaps  at  laft  it  may  offend  him ;  then 
Retire,  and  wait  'till  I  come  in.    Away : 
Succeed  in  this,  and  be  employ'd  again. 

Fage.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord:  he  has  been  always  kind 
To  mej  would  often  fet  me  on  his  Knees  5 
Then  give  me  Sweet-Meats,  call  me  pretty  Boy, 
And  ask'd  me  what  the  Maids  talkt  of  at  Nights 

Fol  Run  quickly  then,  and  profperous  be  thy  Wifties. 

lExit  Fa^. 
Here  I'm  alone  and  fit  for  Mifchief  j  now 
To  cheat  this  Brother,  will't  be  honeft,  that 
I  heard  the  Sign  flie  order'd  him  to  give. 
Oh  for  the  Art  of  Froteus^  but  to  change 

Thtf 
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The  happy  Tolydore  to  blef^  Cajialio ! 

She's  not  fo  well  acquainted  with  him  yet, 

But  I  may  fit  her  Arms  as  well  as  he. 

Then  when  I'm  happily  poflefl:  of  more 

Than  Senfe  can  think,  all  loofen'd  into  Joy, 

To  hear  my  difappointed  Brother  come. 

And  give  the  unregarded  Signal j  Oh! 

What  a  malicious  Pleafure  will  that  be ! 

Jufi:  three  foft  frrokes  againft  the  Chamber-door ; 

But  {peak  not  the  leaft  word,  for  if  you  fhould. 

It  is  furely  heard,  and  we  are  both  betray'd. 

How  I  adore  a  Miflrefs  that  contrires 

With  care  to  lay  the  buiinefs  cf  her  Joys! 

One  that  has  Wit  to  charm  the  very  Soul, 

Ar.d  give  a  double  relifh  to  Delight  i 

Bleft  Heav'n,  affift  m.e  but  in  this  dear  Haur, 

And  my  kind  Stars  be  but  propitious  now, 

Difpofe  of  me  hereafter  as  you  pleafe. 

Monimia !  Monimia I  [G/i f;  the  S;£?)^ 

[Maid  at  the  Wmdovo.']  Who's  there? 

Td.  'Tis  I. 

Maid.  My  Lord  Cajlalio  ? 

Fc'i.  The  fame. 
How  does  my  Love,  my  dear  Monimia  I 

Maid,  Oh! 
She  wonders  much  at  your  unkind  delay ; 
You've  ftaid  fo  long  that  at  each  Httle  Noife 
Tiie  Wind  but  makes,  fne  asks  if  you  are  coming. 

Tol.  Tell  her  I'm  here,  and  let  the  Door  be  open'd. 

[hlaid  defcmds. 
Now  boaft,  Cafialio,  triumph  now  and  tell 
Thy  felf  ftrange  Stories  of  a  promised  Bliis. 

[The  Boor  unbolts, 
It  opens,  hah !  what  means  my  trembling  Flefh ! 
Limbs,  do  your  Office  and  fupport  me  well. 
Bear  me  to  hjer,  then  fail  me  if  you  can.  [£x/V, 

Ijiter  Cafialio,  and  Page. 

Tage.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  'twill  be  a  lovely  Morning, 
Pray  let  us  hunt. 

Caji.  Go,  you're  an  idle  Pratlcr, 
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ni  ftay  at  Home  to  Morrow  ^  if  your  Lord 

Thinks  St,  he  may  command  my  Hounds ;  Go  leave  me, 

I  muft  go  to  Bed. 

Page.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip, 
If  you  think  fit,  and  iing  you  to  repofe. 

Caji.  No,  my  kind  Boy,  the  Night  is  too  far  waflcd. 
My  Senfes  too  are  quite  difrob'd  of  Thought, 
And  ready  all  v/ith  me  to  go  to  reft. 
Good-night  t  com.mend  me  to  my  Brother. 

Fage.  Oh! 
You  never  heard  the  laft  new  Song  I  leam'd  j 
It  is  the  fineft,  prettieft  Song  indeed,  [caught 

Of  my  Lord  and  my  Lady  you  know  who,  that  were 
Together,  you  know  where.  My  Lord,  indeed  it  is. 

CaJi,  You  muft  be  whipt,  Youngfter,  if  you  get  fuch 
Songs  as  rhofe  are.    What  means 
This  Boy's  Imperrinence  to  Night  ? 

Fage.  Why,  what  muft  I  Sing,  pray,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

CaJi,  Pialms,  Child,  Pfalms. 

Tage.  Oh  dear  me!  Boys  that  go  to  School  learn Pfalm?, 
But  Pages  that^rc  better  bred  fing  Lampoons, 

C/r/?.  Well,-^eave  me,  Pm  weary. 

Tage  Oh!  but  you  promised  me  lall  time  I  told  yonv/hav 
Colour  my  L^idy  Menimias  Stockings  weie  of,  and  that 
She  garter'd  them  above  Knee,  that  you  would  give  me  a  lit- 
tle Horfe  to  go  a  hunting  upon,fo  you  did.  Yll  tell  you  no 
iT-ore  Stories,  except  you  keep  your  Word  with  me. 

Caft.  Well,  go,  you  Triflcr,  and  to  Morrov/  ask  me, 

Fage.  Indeed  my  Lord,  I  can't  abide  to  leave  you. 

CaJi.  Why,  wert  thou  inftru<fted  to  attend  me  ? 

Tage.  No,  no,  indeed,  indeed,  my  Lord,  I  was  not ; 
But  1  know  what  I  know. 

CaJI.  What  doft  thou  knew  ?  Death !  what  can  all  this 

TAge.  Oh!  I  know  who  loves  fbme-body.         (mean I 

CaJi.  What's  that  to  me,  Boy  ? 

Tage.  Nay,  and  I  know  who  loves  you  too. 

Caft,  That's  a  wonder,  prithee  tell  it  me. 

Tage.  'Tis 'tis 1  know  who but  will 

You  give  me  the  Horle  then.* 

C^Ji.  I  will,  my  Chiid, 
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Tuge.  It  is  my  Lady  Monimia,  look  you,  but  don't  you 
Tell  her  I  told  you,  She'll  give  me  no  more  play- things  then, 
I  heard  her  fay  {^o  as  fhe  lay  a-bed,  Man. 

Cflj}.  Talk'd  fhe  of  me  when  in  her  Bed,  Cordelio? 

Tage.  Yes,  and  I  fung  her  the  Song  you  made  too. 
And  fhe  did  fo  figh,  and  fo  look  with  her  Eyes  j 
And  her  Breads  did  fo  lift  up  and  down  j  I  could  have  found 
In  my  Heart  to  have  beat  'em,  for  they  made  me  afham'd 

Caft.  Hark,  what's  that  Noife  ? 
Take  this,  be  gone,  and  leave  me. 
You  Knave,  you  little  Flatterer,  get  you  gone.  [E.v.  V^gf, 

Surely  it  was  a  Noife.     HiH: only  Fancy. 

For. all  is  hufh'd,  as  Nature  were  ret;r'd, 

And  the  perpetual  Motion  (landing  ftill : 

So  much  file  from  her  work  appears  to  ceale. 

And  every  warring  Element's  at  peace  j 

All  the  wild  Herds  are  in  their  Coverts  couch'dj 

The  Filhes  to  their  Banks  or  Ooze  repair'dj 

And  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Waters  fleep; 

The  feeling  Air's  at  refl  and  feels  no  noiie, 

Except  of  fome  foft  Breaths  among  the  Trees, 

Rocking  the  harmlefs  Birds  that  refl:  upon  'em. 

*Ti$  now  that  guided  by  my  Love  I  go, 

To  take  PofTeflion  of  Monimia  s  Arms. 

Sure  Tolydore's  by  this  time  gone  to  Bed. 

At  Midnight  thus  the  Us'rer  fteals  untra6t, 

To  make  a  Viiit  to  his  hoarded  Gold, 

And  feafl  his  Eyes  upon  the  fhining  Mammon:     \_Kmcks, 

She  hears  me  not,  fure  fhe  already  fleeps. 

Her  wifhes  could  not  brook  my  fo  long  Delay, 

And  hcF  poor  Heart  has  beat  it  felf  to  reft.   [Knocks  again, 

Monimia!  my  Angel hah not  yet— 

How  long's  the  foftcft  Moment  of  delay 

To  a  Heart  impatient  of  its  Pangs  like  mine, 

la  fight  of  eafe  and  panting  to  the  Goal  ?      [Knocks  again. 

Once  more ■ 

Maid.  Who's  there, 
That  comes  thus  rudely  to  difturb  our  Reft  ? 

Caji.  'Tis  L 

Maid,  Who  are  vou,  what's  your  Name? 
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Caft.  Suppofe 
The  Lord  Caftalio. 

Maid.  I  know  you  not. 
The  Lord  Cajlalio  has  no  bufinefs  here, 

Cdft.^  Hah !  have  a  care ;  what  can  this  mean  ? 
Who  e'er  thou  art,  I  charge  thee  to  Monimsa  flyj 
Tell  her  Vm  here,  and  wait  upon  my  doom. 

Maid  Who  eV  ye  are,  you  may  repeat  this  Outran, 
.   My  Lady  muft  not  be  difturb'd.    Good  Night' 

Cafi,  Shemuft   tell  her  (he  ihall;  go,  Tm  in  ha&, 
And  bring  her  tidings  from  the  State  of  Love  j 
Th'are  all  in  confultation  met  together. 
How  to  reward  my  Truth,  and  crown  her  Vows. 

Maid.  Sure  the  Man's  mad. 

Caji.  Or  this  will  make  me  fo  - 
Obey  me,  or  by  all  the  wrongs  I  fufTer, 
rJl  kale  the  Window,  and  come  in  by  force. 
Let  the.  fad  Confequcnce  be  what  it  will  j 
This  Creature's  trifling  folly  makes  me  mad. 

Maid,  My  Lady's  snfwer  is,  you  may  depart. 
She  lays  (he  knows  you :  You  are  lolydon. 
Sent  by  Caftalio,  as  you  were  to  day, 
T'  affront  and  do  her  violence  again. 

Cafi,  ril  not  beheve't. 

Maid.  You  may.  Sir, 

Ca^.  Curfesblaii  thee! 

-ft^/?/^.  Well  'tis  a  fine  cool  Evening,  and  I  hope 
May  cure  the  raging  Feaver  in  your  Blood. 
Good  night. 

CaJl.  And  farewel  all  that's  juft  in  Woman ! 
This  IS  contriv'd,  a  ftudied  Trick  toabufe 
My  eafie  Nature,  and  torment  my  Mindj 
Sure  now  fhe''as  bound  me  fail,  and  means  to  Lord  it. 
To  rem  me  hard,  and  rid«  me  at  her  will 
Till  by  degrees  fhe  fhape  me  into  Fool       ' 
For  all  her  future  ufes.    Death  and  Torment ' 
Tis  impudence  to  think  my  Soul  will  bear  it ' 
Oh  1  could  grow  ev'n  wild,  and  tear  my  hair: 
Tis  well,  Monmta,  that  thy  Empire's  ihortj 
Let  but  to-morrow^  but  to-morrow  come. 

And 
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And  try  if  all  thy  Arts  appeafe  my  wrong;        _    ,  ' 
Till  when  be  this  detefted  place  my  Bed,  [Lm  dowt 

Where  I  will  ruminate  on  Womans  Ills, 
Laugh  at  my  felf,  and  curfe  th'  inconftant  Sex. 
Yzitl^t^Mommidl  OhMonimia! 

Enter  Emefto. 
Em.  Either 
My  Senfe  has  been  deluded,  or  this  way 
I  beard  the  found  of  Sorrow ;  'tis  late  Night, 
And  none,  whofe  Mind's  at  Peace,  would  wander  now. 

C;»/?.  Who's  there? 

Em.  A  Friend. 

Cafi.  If  thou  art  fo,  retire, 
And  leave  this  place,  for  I  would  be  alone. 

Em.  Cafldiol  My  Lord,  why  in  this  pofture, 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground  ?  Your  honeft  true  old  Servant, 
Your  poor  Emejio  cannot  fee  you  thusj 
Rife  I  befeech  you. 

Cafi.  If  thou  art  Emefto, 
As  by  thy  honefty  thou  feem'ft  to  be^ 
Once  leave  me  to  my  fc^y. 

Im.  I  can't  leave  you, 
And  not  the  reafon  know  of  yourDiibrders. 
Remember  how  when  young  I  in  my  Arms 
Have  often  born  you,  pleas'd  you  in  your  Pleafures, 
And  fought  an  early  fhare  in  your  Afleftion. 
Do  not  difcard  me  now,  but  let  me  ferve  you. 

Caji.  Thou  canft  not  ferve  me. 

Em.  Why? 

Caft.  Becaufe  my  thoughts 
Are  full  of  Woman 3  thou  poor  Wretch  art  paft  em. 

Em.  I  hate  the  Sex, 

CaJi.  Then  I'm  thy  Friend,  Emefto.  L^{/^- 

I'd  leave  the  World  for  him  that  hates  a  Woman, 
Woman  the  fountain  of  all  Human  Frailty ! 
What  mighty  Ills  have  not  been  done  by  Woman? 
Who  was't  berray'd  the  Capitol  ?  A  Woman. 
Who  loft  Mark  Antony  the  World?  A  Woman. 
Who  was  the  Caufe  of  a  long  ten  years  War, 
And  laid  at  laft  Old  Troy  in  Alhes?  Woman. 
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Deftru£live,  damnable,  deceitful  Woman. 

Woman  to  Man  firft  as  a  Bleffing  giv'n, 

When  Innocence  and  Love  were  in  their  Prime, 

Happy  a  while  in  Paradife  they  lay, 

But  quickly  Woman  long'd  to  go  aftray ; 

Some  foolifh  new  Adventure  needs  muft  prove. 

And  the  firfl  Devil  fhe  faw,  fhe  chang'd  her  Lovcj 

To  his  Temptations  lewdly  Ihe  inclined 

Her  Soul,  and  for  an  Apple  damn'd  Mankind,  [Ixlt. 
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Acaflo  fuhs, 

AcaflT^  Left  be  the  Morning  that  has  brought  me  health, 

i->  A  happy  Reft  has  Ibfcned  Pain  away, 
And  rjl  forget  it,  though  my  Mind's  not  well. 
A  heavy  Melancholy  clogs  my  Heart. 
I  droop  and  figh,  I  know  not  why :  Dark  Dreams, 
Sick  Fancy's  Children,  have  been  over-bufie. 
And  all  the  Night  play'd  Farces  in  my  Brains  i 
Methought  I  heard  the  midnight-Raven  cry 
Wak^d  with  th'  imagin'd  Noile,  my  Curtains  feem'd 
To  ftart,  and  at  my  Feet  my  Sons  appear'd 
Like  Ghofts,  all  pale  and  ftiff:  I  ftrovc  to  fpeak, 
Eirt  could  not;  fuddenly  the  Forms  were  loft 
And  feem'd  to  vanifh  in  a  bloody  Cloud  j 
*Twas  odd   and  for  the  prefent  (hook  my  Thoughtf, 
But  was  th'effeaofmydiftemper'd  Blood; 
And  when  the  Health's  difturb'd,  the  Mind's  unruly- 
^      .  ^  ^nter  Polydore. 

Good  Morning,  Polydore. 

Tel.  Heav'n  keep  your  Lordfhip. 

Acafi.  Have  you  yet  feen  Caftalio  to  day  ? 

?ol.  My  Lord    ^tis  early  day,  he's  hardly  rifen. 

Map.  Go,  caU  him  up,  and  laeet  me  in  the  Chappcl, 

\I.x.  Pol. 
J 


The  Orphan.  i$f 

I  cannot  think  all  has  gone  well  to  Night; 

For  as  I  waking  lay  Cand  fure  my  Senfe 

Was  then  my  own)  methought  I  heard  my  Son 

Cajialio's  Voice  j  but  it  feem'd  low  and  mournful. 

Under  my  Window  too  I  thought  I  heard  it  j 

M'untoward  Fancy  could  not  be  deceived 

In  every  thing  j  and  I  will  fearch  the  truth  out. 

F>2ter  Monimia,  and  her  Maid. 
Already  up  Monimia!  you  role 
Thus  early  furely  to  out-fhine  the  Day! 
Or  was  there  any  thing  that  croft  your  Reft? 
They  were  naughty  Thoughts  that  would  not  let  you  fleep» 

Mon.  Whatever  are  my  Thoughts,  my  Lord,  IVc  learnt 
By  your  Example  to  corredl  their  Ills, 
And  Morn,  and  Evening,  give  up  the  Account. 

Acaji.  Your  Pardon,  Sweet  one,  I  upbraid  you  not. 
Or  if  I  v/ould,  you  are  fo  good  I  coula  not. 
Though  Fm  deceived,  or  you  are  more  fair  to  Day; 
For  Beauty's  heightened  in  your  Cheeks,  and  all 
Your  Charms  feem  up,  and  ready  in  your  Eyes. 

Mon,  The  little  ftiare  I  have's  fo  very  mean. 
That  it  may  eaftly  admit  Addition ; 
Though  you,  my  Lord,  fhould  moft  of  all  beware 
To  give  it  too  much  praife,  and  make  me  proud, 

Acaji.  Proud  of  an  old  Man's  Praifes!  No,  Monh?fia! 
But  if  my  Prayers  can  work  thee  any  good, 
Thou  ftialt  not  want  the  largeft  ftiare  of 'cna: 
Heard  you  no  Noife  to  Night  ? 

Mon.  Noife!  my  good  Lord! 

^aji.  Ay!  about  Midnight. 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  don't  remember  any. 

AcaJ}.  You  muft  fure !  v/ent  you  early  to  reft  ? 

Mon.  About  the  wonted  hour.  Why  this  Enquiry  ?  [.^I'^ti?' 

Acaji.  And  went  your  Maid  to  bed  too  ? 

Mon.  My  Lord,  I  guefs  fo^ 
I've  feldom  known  her  difobey  my  Orders. 

Acaft.  Sure  Goblins  then.  Fairies  haunt  the  dwelling  j 
I'll  have  enquiry  made  through  all  the  Houfe, 
But  I'll  find  out  the  Caufe  of  thefe  Diforders. 

Good  Day  to  thee,  Mommia FU  to  Chapel,  [lA.Acaft, 

Mon, 
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Mon.  I'll  but  difpatch  fome  Orders  to  my  WomaUy 
And  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip  there. 
I  fear  the  Prieft  has  plaid  us  falfej  if  fo. 
My  poor  Caftdio  lofes  all  for  me; 
I  wonder  though  he  madefuch  hafte  to  leave  me^ 
Was't  not  unkind,  Florella!  furely  'twas! 
He  fcarce  afforded  one  kind  parting  word, 
But  went  away  fo  cold :  The  Kifs  he  gave  mc 
Seem'd  the  forc'd  Compliment  of  fated  Lovet 
Would  I  had  never  marry'd ! 
MaUl.  Why? 
Mon.  Methinks 
The  Scene's  quite  alter'd ;  I  am  not  the  fame ; 
(Ve  bound  up  for  my  felf  a  weight  of  CareS* 
And  how  the  burden  will  be  born,  none  knov/s. 
A  Husband  may  be  jealous,  rigid,  falfe; 
And  fhould  Cajidio  e'er  prove  fo  to  me; 
So  tender  is,  my  Heart,  fo  nice  my  Love, 
Twould  ruin,  and  diftrad  my  Reft  for  ever» 
5    Mmd.  Madam,  he's  coming. 

Mon.  Where,  TkrelU?  where? 
Is  he  returning  ?  To  my  Chamber  lead ; 
I'll  meet  him  there;  The  Myfteries  of  our  Love 
Should  be  kept  private  as  Religious  Rites, 
From  the  unhallow'd  View  of  common  Eyes. 

[JEx,  Mon.  and  Maid. 
Enter  CaOizlio. 
Cafi.  Wifh'd  Morning's  come!  And  now  upon  the  Plains 
And  difiant  Mountains,  where  they  feed  their  Flocks, 
The  happy  Shepherds  leave  their  homely  Huts, 
And  with  their  Pipes  proclaim  the  nevy-born  day. 
The  lufty  Swain  comes  with  his  wcll-fiird  Scrip 
Of  healthful  Viands,  which,  when  hunger  calls, 
V/ith  much  content  and  appetite  he  eats, 
To  follow  in  the  Fields  his  daily  Toil, 
And  drefs  the  grateful  Glebe,  that  yields  him  Fruits. 
The  Beafts  that  under  the  warm  Hedges  flept. 
And  weather'd  out  the  cold  bleak  Night,  are  up. 
And  looking  towards  the  Neighb'ring  Paftures,  raife 
The  Voice,  and  bid  their  fellow  Brutes  Good-morrow  j 

The 
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The  chearful  Birds  too,  on  the  tops  of  Trees,  •     - 
AfTemble  all  in  Quires,  and  with  their  Notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  riling  Sun. 
There's  no  Condition  fure  fo  curs'd  as  mine; 
I'm  marry'd !  'Sdeath!  I  am  fped.    How  like  a  Dog 
Looked  Hercules,  thus  to  a  Diflaff  chain'd  ? 
Monimia  I  oh  Monimia!  • 

^nter  Monimia,  ana  MAta. 
Mon.  I  come, 
I  fly  to  my  ador'd  Caflalws  Arms, 
My  Wifhes  Lord.    May  every  Morn  begin 
Like  this;  and  with  our  Days  our  Loves  renew. 

Now  I  may  hope  y'are  iatisfy  d 

[Looking  Unguijlmily  m  him> 

Cafl.  I  am 
Well  fatisfy  d,  that  thou  art Oh 

Men.  What?  fpeak: 
Art  thou  not  well,  Cajiallo?  Come  lean 
Upon  my  Breafts,  and  tell  me  where's  thy  Pain, 

Caji.  'Tis  here !  'tis  in  my  Head ;  'tis  in  my  Heart, 
'Tis  every  where;  it  rages  like  a  Madnefs; 
And  I  moll:  wonder  how  my  Reafon  holds; 
Nay,  wonder  not,  Monimia ;  the  Slave 
You  thought  you  had  fecur'd  within  my  Breaft? 
Is  grovTn  a  Rebel,  and  has  broke  his  Chain, 
And  now  he  walks  there  like  a  Lord  at  large. 

Men.  Am  I  not  then  your  Wife,  your  lov'd  Monimia^ 
I  once  was  fo,  or  I've  moft  flrangely  dream't. 
What  ails  my  Love ; 

Cad.  What  e'er  thy  Dreams  have  been. 
Thy  waking  Thoughts  ne'er  meant  Cajialio  wel]= 
No  more,  Monimia,  of  your  Sexes  Arts, 
They  are  ufelefs  all :  I'm  not  that  pliant  Tool, 
That  necellary  Utenfil  you'd  make  me, 

I  know  my  Charter  better 1  am  Man, 

Obftinate  Man  ;  and  will  not  be  enflav'd. 

Mon.  You  {hall  not  fear't;  Indeed  my  Nature's  eafiej 
ril  ever  Uve  your  moft  obedient  Wife, 
Nor  ever  any  Privilege  pretend 
Beyond  your  Willj  for  that  (hall  be  my  Law 3 

^        '      ■  '■        -  -  -  Tndeei 
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Indeed  I  will  not. 

Caji,  Nay,  you  (hall  not,  Madam, 
By  yon  bright  Heav'n,  you  iViall  not  j  all  the  Day 
I'll  play  the  Tyrant,  and  at  Night  forfake  theci 
'Till  by  AfHi<flions  and  continued  Cares, 
I've  worn  thee  to  a  homely  Houfhold  Drudge  ; 
Nay,  if  I've  any  too,  thou  fhalt  be  made 
Subfervient  to  all  my  loofer  Pleafures, 
For  thou  haft  wrong'd  Cajlalto. 

Mon.  No  more: 
Oh  kill  me  here,  or  tell  me  my  Offence, 
I'll  never  quit  you  elfe;  but  on  thefe  Knees, 
Thus  follov7  you  all  Day,  'till  th'are  worn  bare, 
And  hang  upon  you  like  a  drowning  Creature. 
CafiMio 

Caft,  Aw2Ly  i  laft  Night,  laft  Night. 

Afow.  It  was  our  Wedding-night. 

CaJi.  No  more,  forget  it. 

Mon.  Why  ?  Do  you  then  repent? 

Caft.  I  do. 

Mon.  Oh  Heav'n! 
And  will  you  leave  me  thus?  help,  help^  Tlorella. 

[He  drags  ler  to  the  Door,  and  heaks  from  her. 
Help  me  to  hold  this  yet  lov'd  cruel  Man. 

Oh  my  Heart  breaks I'm  dying,  Oh ftand  off  j 

I'll  not  indulge  this  Woman's  wcaknefsj  ftill 
Chaft,  and  fomented,  let  my  Heart  fwell  on. 
Till  with  its  Injuries  it  burft,  and  fhakc 
With  the  dire  Blow  this  Prifon  to  the  Earth. 

Maid.  What  fad  Miftakc  has  been  the  caufe  of  this? 

Mon.  Cafialio:  Oh!  how  often  hasrhe  fwore. 
Nature  fhould  change,  the  Sun  and  Stars  grow  dark. 
E'er  he  would  falli^e  his  Vows  to  me. 
Make  hafte,  Confufion,  then:  Sun  loic  thy  light. 
And  Stars  drop  dead  with  Sorrow  to  the  Earth  j 
For  my  Caftalio's  falfe 

Maid.  Unhappy  Day  ! 

Mon.  Falfe  as  the  Wind,  the  Water,  or  the  Weather  j 
Cruel  as  Tigers  o'er  their  trembling  Prey. 
I  feel  him  in  my  Breaft,  he  tears  my  Heart, 

And 
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And  at  each  Sigh  he  drinks  the  gulhing  Blood  j 
Muft  I  be  long  in  pain? 

I.nteT  Chamont. 

Chum,  In  Tears,  Monimial 

Mon.  Who  e'er  thou  art, 
Leave  me  alone  to  my  belov'd  Defpair. 

Cham.  Lift  up  thy  Eyes,  and  fee  who  comes  to  cheer  thic. 
Tell  me  the  Story  of  thy  Wrongs,  and  then 
See  if  my  Soul  has  reft  till  thou  haft  juftice, 

Mon,  My  Brother! 

Cham.  Yes,  Monimia,  if  thou  think'ft 
That  I  deferve  the  Name,  I  am  thy  Brother. 

Mon.  Oh  Cajiali^! 

Cham   Hah! 
Name  me  that  Name  again !  My  Soul's  on  fire 
Till  I  know  all :  There's  Meaning  in  that  Name,     • 
I  know  he  is  thy  Husband :  Therefore  trull  mc 
With  all  the  following  truth- 
Mow,  Indeed  Chamont, 
There's  nothing  in  it  but  the  fault  of  Nature  -. 
I'm  often  thus  feiz'd  fuddenly  with  Grief, 
I  know  not  why. 

Cham.  You  ufe  me  ill,  Monimia; 
And  I  might  think  with  Juftice  moft  feverely 
Of  this  unfaithful  Dealing  with  your  Brother. 

Mon.  Truly  I  am  not  to  blame :  Suppofe  I'm  fond. 
And  grieve,  for  what  as  much  may  pleafe  another. 
Should  I  upbraid  the  dearcft  Friend  on  Earth 
For  the  firft  Fault?  you  would  not  do  fo;  Would  you? 

Chatn,  Not,  if  I'd  caufe  to  think  it  was  a  Friend. 

MoH.  why  do  you  then  call  this  unfaithful  Dealing? 
I  ne'er  conceal'd  my  Soul  from  you  before: 
Bear  with  me  now,  and  fearch  my  Wounds  no  farther. 
For  every  probing  pains  me  to  the  Heart. 

Cham.  'Tis  fign  there's  danger  in't,  and  muft  be  prevented, 
Where's  your  new  Husband?  Still  that  thought  dift:urbs  you. 
What,  only  anfwer  me  with  tears?  Caftal.Q! 
Nay,  now  they  ftream. 
Cruel  unkind  Cajialio!  is't  not  fo? 
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Mon.  1  cannot  fpeak.  Grief  flows  Co  faft  upon  me. 
It  choaks  and  will  not  let  me  tell  the  caufe. 
Oh! 

Cham.  My  Monimia,  to  my  Soul  thou*rt  dear. 
As  Honour  to  my  xName :  Dear  as  the  Light 
To  Eyes  but  juft  reftor'd,  and  heal'd  of  Blindnefs. 
Why  wilt  thou  not  repofe  within  my  Breall 
The  Anguifh  that  torments  thee  ? 

Mon.  Oh!  I  dare  not. 

Cham.  I  have  no  Friend  but  thee:  We  muft  confide 
In  one  another:  Two  unhappy  Orphans, 
Alas,  we  arej  and  when  I  fee  thee  grieve, 
Methinks  it  is  a  Part  of  me  that  fuffers. 

Mon.  Oh  fhould'ft  thou  know  the  Caufe  of  my  lamenting, 
I  am  fatisfy'd,  Chamont,  that  thou  would'il:  fcorn  me. 
Thou  would'il  defpifc  the  abjccft  loft  Monimia, 
No  more  would'ft  praife  this  Beauty ;  but 
When  in  fome  Cell  diftra6ted,  as  I  fhall  be, 
Thou  feeft  me  lyej  thefe  unregarded  Locks 
Matted  like  Furies  TrefTesi  my  poor  Limbs 
Chain'd  to  the  Ground,  and  ftead  of  the  Delights 
Which  happy  Lovers  tafte,  my  Keeper's  ftripes, 
A  Bed  of  Straw,  and  a  courfe  Wooden  Difti 
Of  wretched  Suftenance  }  when  thus  thou  feeft  me. 
Prithee  have  Charity  and  Pity  for  me. 
Let  me  enjoy  tliis  Thought. 

Cham.  Why  wilt  rack 
My  Soul  fo  long,  Monimia  ?  Eafe  me  quickly ; 
Or  thou  wilt  run  me  into  Madnefs  Erft. 

Mon.  Could  you  be  fecret  ? 

Cham.  Secret  as  the  Grave. 

Mon,  But  when  I've  told  you,  will  you  keep  your  Fury 
Within  its  bounds?  will  you  not  do  fome  rafn 
And  horrid  Mifchief  ?  for  indeed,  Chamo?n, 
You  would  not  think  how  hardly  I've  been  us'd 
From  a  near  Friend  5  from  one  that  has  my  Soul 
A  Slave,  and  therefore  treats  it  like  a  Tyrant. 

Cham.  I  will  be  calmj  but  has  Cajialio  wrong'd  thce.^ 
Has  he  already  wafted  all  his  Love  ? 
What  has  he  done?  quickly 3  for  I'm  all  trembling 

'         '  With 
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"With  expectation  of  a  horrid  Tale. 

Mon,  Oh!  could  you  think  it! 

Cham.  What? 

Uon.  I  fear  he'll  kilt  me. 

Cham.  Hah ! 

Mon.  Indeed  I  do  j  he's  llrangely  cruel  to  me. 
Which  if  it  lafts,  Fm  fure  muft  break  my  Heart, 

Cham.  What  has  he  done? 

Men.  Mofc  barbaroufly  us'd  me: 
Nothing  To  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  Arms; 
In  thoufand  KifTes,  tender  Sighs  and  Joys, 
Not  to  be  thought  again,  the  Night  was  wafted  ^ 
At  dawn  of  Day  he  rofe,  and  left  his  Conqueft. 
But  when  we  met,  and  I  with  open  Arms 
Ran  to  embrace  the  Lord  of  all  my  Wifhes, 
Oh  then! 

Cham   Go  on! 

Mon.  He  threw  me  from  his  Breaff, 
Like  a  detefled  Sin. 

Cham.  How? 

Mon.  As  I  hung  too 
Upon  his  Knees,  and  begg'd  to  know  the  Caulc, 
He  dragged  me  like  a  Slave  upon  the  Earth, 
And  had  no  Pity  on  my  Cries. 

Cham.  How !  did  he 
Dafh  thee  difdainfully  away  with  fcorn ! 

Mon.  He  did  \  and  more  I  fear,  will  ne'er  be  Friendsf 
Though  I  (till  love  him  with  unbated  Paflion. 

Cham.  What,  throw  thee  from  him! 

Mon.  Yes,  indeed  he  did. 

Cham.  So  may  tliis  Arm 
Throw  him  to  the  Earth,  like  a  dead  Dog  defpifed  ^ 
Lamenefi  and  Leprofie,  Blindnefs  and  Lunacy, 
Poverty,  Shame,  Pride,  and  the  Name  of  Villain 
Light  on  me,  if,  Cajialio,  I  forgive  thee. 

Mon.  Nay,  now,  Chamont,  art  thou  unkind  as  he  is; 
Didft  thou  not  promife  me  thou  would'ft  be  calm  ? 
Keep  my  Difgrace  conceal'd  ?  why  fhould'ft  thou  kill  him  ? 
"   By  all  my  Love  this  Arm  fhould  do  him  Vengeance. 

Alas,  I  love  him  ftill,  arjd  though  I  ne'er 
Y  Clafp 
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Clafp  him  again  within  thefe  longing  Arms, 
Yet  blefs  him,  blefs  him  (Gods)  wherc-e'er  he  goes. 
J-nter  Acafto. 

Accifl.  Sure  fome  ill  Fate  \^  towards  me  ?  in  my  Houfe 
I  only  meet  with  odnefs  and  diforder  j 
Each  VafTal  has  a  wild  diftradled  Face  j 
And  looks  as  full  of  Bufinefs  as  a  Block-head 
In  times  of  danger;  Juft  this  very  Moment 
I  met  Csifidio  too  -— 

Chdm.  Then  you  met  a  Villain. 

Acfift,  Hah! 

Cham.  Yes,  a  Villain. 

AcAJi.  Have  a  Care,  young  Soldier, 
How  thou'rt  too  bufie  with  AcafvSc  Fame  ? 
I  have  a  Sword,  my  Arm's  good  old  Acquaintance. 
Villain  to  thee 

Ch^m.  Curfe  on  thy  fcandalous  Age 
Which  hinders  me  to  ruHi  upon  thy  Throat, 
And  tear  the  Root  up  of  that  curicd  Bramble  I 

Arafl.  Ungrateful  Ruffian!  fare  my  good  old  Friend 
Was  ne'er  thy  Father^  nothing  of  him's  in  thee : 
What  have  I  done  in  my  unhappy  Age, 
To  be  thus  us'd  ?  I  fcorn  to  upbraid  that,  Boy, 
Bur  1  could  put  thee  in  remembrance. — — 

CW;.  Do. 

Acaji.  I  fcorn  it 

Cha,m.  No,  I'll  calmly  hear  the  Story, 
For  I  would  fain  know  all,  to  fee  which  Scale 

Weighs  moft Hah,  is  not  that  good  old  Acnflof 

What  have  I  done?  Can  you  forgive  this  Folly? 

Acafi.  Why  doft  thou  ask  it  ? 

Cham.  'Twas  the  rude  over-flowing 
Of  too  much  PalTionj  pray,  my  Lord,  forgive  me.[i&»«/;. 

Acaji.  Mock  me  not,  Youth,  I  can  revenge  a  Wrong. 

Cham,  I  know  it  wellj  but  for  this  thought  of  mine. 
Pity  a  mad  Man's  Frenzy,  and  forget  it. 

Acaft,  I  Willi  but  henceforth,  prithee,  be  more  kind. 

[J^difei  him. 
Whence  came  the  Caufe? 

Cham,  Indeed  I've  been  to  blame, 

But 
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But  I'll  learn  better;  for  youVe  been  my  Father: 

YouVe  been  her  Father  too \Ta,kts  Mon .  by  the  Hand, 

Acajl.  Forbear  the  Prologue 

And  let  me  know  the  Subftance  of  thy  Tale. 

Cham.  You  took  her  up  a  little  tender  Flower, 
Tuft  fprouted  on  a  Bank,  v/hich  the  next  Froft 
Had  nipt;  and  with  a  careful  loving  Hand, 
Tranfplanted  her  into  year  own  fair  Garden, 
Where  the  Sun  always  ("liwQs :  There  long  ihe  flourifli'd, 
Grew  fweet  to  Senfe,  and  lovely  to  the  Eye, 
'Till  at  the  laft  a  cruel  Spoiler  came, 
Cropt  this  fair  Rofe,  and  rifled  all  its  Sw^eetnefs, 
Then  caft  it  like  a  loathfome  V/eed  away. 

Acaft.  You  talk  to  me  in  Parables,  Chamont, 
You  may  have  known  that  I'm  no  wordy  Man  ; 
Fine  Speeches  are  the  Inftruments  of  Knaves 
Or  Fools,  that  ufe  'em,  when  they  wA.it  good  Senfej 
But  Honefty 
Needs  no  Difguife  nor  Ornament;  be  plain. 

Cham.  Your  Son 

Acaft.  I've  two,  and  both  I  hope  have  Honour, 

Chain.  I  hope  fb  too but  — 

Acafi.  Speak, 

Cham.  1  muft  inform  you. 
Once  more,  Caft  alio 

Acad.  Still,  Caftalh! 

Cham,  Yes, 
Your  Son  Caftalio  has  wrong'd  MonimU, 

Acaft.  Hah!  wrong'd  her? 

Cham.  Marry 'd  her. 

Acaft.  I'm  forry  for't. 

Cham.  Why  forry? 
By  yon  bleft  Heav'n  there's  not  a  Lord 
But  might  be  proud  to  take  her  to  his  Heart. 

Acaft.  I'll  not  deny't. 

Cham.  You  dare  not  by  the  Gods, 
You  dare  not;  all  your  Family  combined 
In  one  damn'd  Falfhood  to  out-do  Caftalib, 
Dare  not  deny't. 

Acaft,  How  has  Caftalio  wrong'd  her? 

Cham 
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Chiim.  Ask  that  of  him :  I  fay,  my  Sifter's  wronged : 
Monmia  my  Sifter,  born  as  high 
And  noble  as  Cajialio Do  her  Juftice, 

^if  ^J  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^'^^  ^^y  ^  ^^^^^  «^"  B'oo^' 
Shall  make  this  Dwelling  horrible  to  Nature. 
Ill  do'tj  heark  you,  my  Lord,  your  Son  Ca.tialio 

?  h.m  to  your  Clofet,  and  there  teach  him  Manners, 

^cjtji.  You  fhall  have  Juftice. 

-  ^  Cham.  Nay 1  will  have  Juftice. 

Who'll  jleep  in  fafety  that  has  done  me  wron^B 
My  Lord,  I'll  not  difturb  you  to  repeat 
The  Caufe  of  this  j  I  beg  you  (to  preferve 
y©ur  Houfe's  Honour)  ask  it  of  C^fi;ilic. 

^cafi.  I  will. 

Cham.  'Till  then  farevvel r£,^.;-.^ 

•Acaji.  Farewel,  proud  Boy. 
Monimia  ! 

Mon.  M^  Lord, 

^cafl.  You  are  my  Daughter. 

Mon  I  am,  my  Lord,  if  you'll  vouchfafe  to  own  me. 

^caft.  When  you'll  complain  to  me,  I'll  prove  a  Father. 

mn.  Now  I'm  undone  for  ever;  Who  on  Earth, 
Iz  there  lo  wretched  as  MonimUl 
Firft  by  C^j?^//^  cruelly  forfaken  J         - 
lye  loft  Acaflo;  His  parting  Frov/ns 
May  well  inftruft  me.  Rage  is  in  his  Heartj 
I  ftiall  be  next  abandon'd  to  my  Fortune, 
Thruft  out  a  naked  Wanderer  to  the  World, 
And  branded  for  the  mifchievous  Mommm', 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  My  cruel'  Brother 
Is  framing  mifchiefs  too,  for  ought  I  know, 
That  may  produce  Bloodftied,  and  horrid  Murder : 
I  would  not  be  the  Caufe  of  one  Man^s  Death, 
TH  S  i^r^r^P^'^'^^^^^Earthi  nay,  more. 
Id  rather  lofe  for  ever  my  C^y?^/;(,,       ^ 
My  dear  unkind  Caftalio, 

V.1   Ti^   '   •  .-E«/^^  Polydore. 

roi.  Monimia  weeping ! 

So  Morning  Dews  on  new-blown  Rofes  lodge. 

By 
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By  the  Sun's  amorous  Heat  to  be  exhal'd. 

I  come,  my  Love,  to  kifs  all  Sorrow  from  thee. 

What  mean  thefe  Sighs:  And  why  thus  beats  thy  Heart? 

Moil.  Let  me  alone  to  forrow :  'Tis  a  Caufe 
None  e'er  ifhall  know;  but  it  fhall  with  me  die. 

Tol.  Happy,  MonimU,  he,  to  whom  thefe  Sighs, 
Thefc  Tears,  aad  all  thefe  Languiihings  are  paid  ! 
I  am  no  Stranger  to  your  deareft  Secret  j 
I  know  your  Heart  was  never  meant  for  me. 
That  Jewel's  for  an  elder  Brother's  price. 

Mon.  My  Lord. 

fol.  Nay,  wonder  not  j  laft  Night  I  heard 
His  Oarhs,  your  Vows,  and  to  my  Torment  faw 
Your  wild  Embraces:  Heard  th' appointment  made  : 
I  did,  Monimia,  and  I  curft  the  Sound. 
Wilt  thou  be  fworn,  my  Love?  wilt  thou  be  ne'er 
Unkind  again  ? 

Mon.  Banifh  fuch  fruitlefs  Hopes! 
Have  you  fworn  Conftancy  to  my  Undoing? 
Will  you  be  ne'er  my  Friend  again  ? 

Fel.  What  means  my  Love? 

Mon.  Awayj  what  meant  my  Lord 
Laft  Night  ? 

Pol.  Is  that  a  Que(Hon  now  to  be  demanded? 
I  hope  Monimia  was  not  much  difpleafed. 

Men.  Was  it  well  done  to  treat  me  like  a  ProHitutc^ 
T'aflault  my  Lodging  at  the  dead  of  Night, 
And  threaten  me  if  I  deny'd  Admittance?— 
You  faid  you  were  Cajialio 

Pol.  By  thofe  Eyes 
It  was  the  famej  I  fpent  my  time  much  tetter; 
I  tell  thee  ill-natur'd  Fair  One,  I  was  pofted 
To  more  advantage  on  a  pleafant  Hill 
Of  fpringing  Joy,  and  everlaftmg  Sweetnefs, 

Men.  hiah. -have  a  care 

Fol.  Where  is  the  danger  near  me? 

Mon.  I  fear  you're  on  a  Rock  will  wreck  your  Quiet, 
And  drown  your  Soul  in  wretchednefs  for  everj 
A  thoufand  horrid  Thoughts  crowd  on  my  Memory. 
Will  you  be  kind  and  anfy/er  mc  one  Queftion  ? 

§  Poi: 
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Pol.  I'd  truft  thee  with  my  Life  on  thofe  foft  Breaftsi 
Breathe  out  the  choiceft  Secrets  of  my  Heart  j 
'Till  I  had  nothing  in  it  left  but  Love. 

Mon.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  you  by  the  Gods,  and  Angels, 
By  the  Honour  of  your  Name,  that's  moft  concern'd. 
To  tell  me,  folydore,  and  tell  me  truly, 
Where  did  you  reft  laft  Night? 

Tol.  Within  thy  Arms 
I  triumpht :  Reft  had  been  my  Foe. 

Mon.  'Tis  done [She  faints. 

Vol.  She  faints!  No  help!  who  waits?  a  Curie 
Upon  my  Vanity,  that  could  not  keep 
The  Secret  of  ray  Happinefs  in  filence. 
Confufion!  we  lliall  be  furpriz'd  anon. 
And  confequently  all  muft  be  betray 'd. 
Monmml  (he  breaths Monimia 

Mon.  Well 

Let  Mifchiefs  multiply!  Let  every  Hour 

Of  my  loath'd  Life  yield  me  encreafe  of  Horror! 

Oh  let  the  Sun  to  thefe  unhappy  Eyes 

Ne'er  fhine  again,  but  be  eclips'd  for  ever! 

May  every  thing  I  look  on  feem  a  Prodigy, 

To  fill  my  Soul  with  Terrors,  'till  I  quite 

Forget  I  ever  had  Humanity, 

And  grow  a  Curfer  of  the  Works  of  Nature! 

Fol.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Mon.  Oh,  Volyderey  if  all 
The  Friend fliip  e'er  pu  vow'd  to  good  Cafialif 
Be  not  a  Falfhood,  if  you  ever  lov'd 
Your  Brother,  you've  undone  your  felf  and  me. 

Pol.  Which  way  can  Ruin  reach  the  Man  that's  Rich, 
As  I  am  in  Poffeflion  of  thy  Sweetnefs? 

Mon.  Oh,  I'm  his  Wife. 
Pol,  What  fays  Mwipw/^/  hah! 
Speak  that  again. 

Mon.  I  am  Cajlalio's  Wife. 
Pol.  His  marry'd  wedded  Wife? 
Mon.  Yefterday's  Sim 
Saw  it  perforra'd. 
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Vel.  And  then  have  I  enjoy 'd 
My  Brother's  Wife? 

Mon.  As  iiirely  as  we  both 
Muft  tafte  of  Mifery,  that  Guilt  is  thine. 
Tol.  Muft  we  be  miferable  then  ? 
Mon.  Oh! 

Tol.  Oh !  thou  may 'ft  yet  be  happy. 
Mon.  Couldft  thou  be 
Happy  with  fuch  a  weight  upon  thy  Soul  ? 

fd.  It  may  be  yet  a  Secret:  I'll  go  try 
To  reconcile  and  bring  Cajialio  to  thee, 
Whilft  from  the  World  I  take  my  felf  away, 
And  wafte  my  Life  in  penance  for  my  Sin. 

Mon.  Then  thou  wouldft  more  undo  me  :  Heap  a  load 
Of  added  Sins  upon  my  wretched  Head : 
Wouldft  thou  again  have  me  betray  thy  Brother, 
And  bring  pollution  to  his  Arms?  curft  Thought! 
Oh  when  Ihall  I  be  mad  indeed ! 

Pol.  Nay,  then 
Let  us  embrace,  and  from  this  very  Moment 
Vow  an  eternal  Mifery  together. 

Mon.  And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  Wretch? 
Never  grow  Fond  of  chcarfiil  Peace  again? 
Wilt  with  me  ftudy  to  be  Unhappy, 
And  find  out  ways  how  to  encreafe  Affli(ftioa? 

Pol.  We'll  inftitutc  new  Arts  unknown  before, 
To  vary  Plagues  and  make  'em  look  hke  ne  ,v  ones- 
Firft,  if  the  Fruit  of  our  detefted  Joy, 
A  Child  be  born,  it  Ihail  be  murdcr'd— — 

Mon.  No, 
Sure  that  may  live. 
Pol.  Why? 

Mon.  To  become  a  thing 
More  wretched  than  its  Parents,  to  be  branded 
With  all  our  Infamy,  and  curfe  its  Birth. 

Pol.  That's  well  contrived  j  then  thus  let's  go  together. 
Full  of  our  Guilt,  diftraded  Vv'here  to  roam, 
Like  the  iirft  wretched  Fair  expell'd  their  Paradife. 
Let's  find  fome  place  where  Adders  neft  in  Winter, 
Loathfom  and  Venomous ;  Where  Poifons  hang 

Like 
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Like  Gums  againft  the  Walls ;  where  Witches  meet 
By  Night,  and  feed  upon  fome  pamper'd  Imp, 
Fat  with  the  Blood  of  Babes:  There  we'll  inhabit. 
And  Hve  up  to  the  height  of  Defperation  j 
Defire  fliall  languish  like  a  withering  Flower, 
And  no  Diftindion  of  the  Sex  be  thought  of. 
Horrors  fhall  fright  me  from  thofe  pleafing  harms. 
And  ril  no  more  be  caught  with  Beauty's  Charms] 
But  when  I'm  dying  take  me  in  thy  Arms.  \lxe. 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Caflalio  lying  on  the  Ground, 

SONG. 

I. 

Co Af  £,  all  ye  Tomhs,  vehofe  Hearts  e'er  bled 
By  cruel  Beauty's  Pride, 
Bring  each  a  Garland  on  his  Head^ 

Let  none  his  Sorrows  hitU, 
But  Hand  in  Hand  around  me  move. 
Singing  thefadddejl  Tales  of  Love-, 

And  fee,  r^henyour  Complaints  ye  join, 
If  all  your  Wrongs  can  equal  mine, 

II. 

The  Happiefi  Mortal  once  was  J, 

My  Heart  no  Sorrows  knew. 

ruy  the  Vain  with  which  I  die, 

But  ask  not  whence  it  grew. 

ret  if  a  tempting  lair  you  find 

That's  very  lovely,  very  kind. 

Though  bright  as  Heav\  whofe  ftamp  (l,s  hears, 
Thmk  of  my  fate,  and  flmn  her  Snare/, 
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Ct/?.  See  v/here  the  Deer  trot  after  one  another, 
Male,  Female,   Father,  Daughter,  Mother,  Son, 
Brother  and  Sifter  mingled  all  together  j 
No  difcontent  they  know,  but  in  delightful 
Wildnefs  and  Freedom,  pleafant  Springs,   fi-efn   Herbage, 
Calm  Harbours,  lufty  Health  and  Innocence, 
Enjoy  their  portion ;  if  they  fee  a  Man, 
How  will  they  turn  together  all,  and  gaze 

Upon  the  Monfter 

Once  in  a  Seafon  too  they  taQe  of  Love< 
Only  the  Beaft  of  Reafon  is  its   Slave, 
And  in  that  Folly  drudges  ail  the  Year.     • 
'Enter  Acafto. 

Acuji,  CaJIalio!  Caplie! 

Caji.  Who's  there 
So  wretched  but  to  natne  Cajlalio  ? 

Acafl.  I  hope  my  Meffage  may  fucceed. 

at/.  My  Father, 
'Tis  Joy  to  fee  you,  though  v/here  Sorrow's  nouriflit. 

Acafi.  I'm  corns,  in  Beauty's  Caufe  j  you'll  guefs  the  reft. 

Cfiji.  A  Woman !  if  you  love  my  peace  of  Mind, 
Name  not  a  Woman  to  me;  but  to  think 
Of  Woman  were  enough  to  taint  my  Brains, 
Till  they  foment  to  madnefs:  Oh!  my  Father. 

Acafi.  What  ayies  my  Boy  ? 

C'xfl,  A  Woman  is  the  thing 
I  would  forget,  and  blot  from  my  Remembrance. 

Acaji.  Yovget  Mo-n:mia! 

Caft.  She  to  chufe ;  Moiwn'ia ! 
The  very  found's  ungrateful  to  my  Senfe. 

Acfiji.  This  might  fee m  ftrangc}  but  you  I've  found  v^nll 
Hide  your  Heart  from  me ;  \om  dare  not  truft  to  your  Father. 

Cajl,  No  more  Menimiii. 

Acafi.  Is  fhe  not  your  Wife  ? 

CaJi.  So  much  the  worfe :  who  loves  to  hear  of  Wife  ? 
When  you  would  give  all  worldly  Plagues  a  Name 
Worfe  than  they  have  already,  call  'em  Wife; 
But  a  new  married  Wife's  a  feeming  Mifchief, 
Full  of  her  felt:  Why,  what  a  deal  of  horro.ir 
Has  that  poor  Wretch  to  ccme,  that  wedded  ^  efterday  ? 

Vol.  II,  H  '         Jc^} 
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Acafi.  CffjUlio,  you  muft  go  along  v/ith  me 
And  iee  Mon^m'm.  ' 

Cafi.  Sure  my  Lord  but  mocks  mc  : 
Go  :r^.Monimm!   Pray  my  Lord,  excufe  mej 
And  leave  the  Condua  oi  this  part  of  Life 
To  my  o^  'n  Choice, 

Amji.  I  fay,  no  more  dif^ute. 
Comr^aints  are  made  to  me,  that  you  have  wrong'd  her. 

Cfjf.  Who  has  complained  ? 

Aca/i.U^  Brother  to  my  Face  proclaimd  her  wrong'd, 
Ano  m  luch  terms  theyVe  warm'd  me. 

Cf^Jr.  V7fiat  terms?  her  Brother!  Heav'n' 
Where  learnt  fhe  that? 

What,  dees  n^e  fend  her  Hero  with  defiance? 
He  durft  not  fure  affront  you  ? 


Acaji.  No  not  much. 

But 


Ca^.  Speak,  what  faid  he? 
Ac4ji.  That  thou  wert  a  Villain  • 

C;?//f.  Shame  on  the  lil-manner'd  Brute  • 

^r/?/?.  By  my  Sv^^ord, 
I  would  not  fee  thee  wrong'd,  and  bear  it  vilely 
Though  I  have  paft  my  V/ord  Ihe  ihail  have  Juft/ce 

Caji,  Juluce !  to  give  her  Juffice  wou'd  undo  h^r- 
Thu.K  you  this  Solitude  I  now  had  chofen  ' 

^;  ,  -Ew^^r  Chamont. 

Cham.  Where  is  the  Hero  famous  and  renowned 
For  wronging  Innocence,  and  breaking  Vows 

No  w  ""'^  '^  '^'''''  '."^  ^"^^"^  ftubbin  l7eart 
No  Woman  can  appeafe,  nor  Man  provoke? 

AcaJL  1  guels,  Chamont,  you  come  to  feet  /-./3  ;• 
««..  I  cc«e  :o  to  th/Hu.bTnd  of  S-^"'" 


CaH, 
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Cufi.  The  Slave  is  here. 

Cham.  I  thought  e'er  now  to'ave  found  yoa 
Atoning  for  the  Ills  youVe  done  ClMmo'it: 
For  you  have  wrong'd  the  deareft  part  of  him. 
MonlmiA,  young  Lord,  weeps  in  this  Heart  j 
And  all  the  Tears  thy  Injuries  have  drawn 
From  her  poor  Eyes,  are  DroDs  of  Blood  from  hence. 

CaJI.  Then  you  are  Chammt  ? 

Cham.  Yes,  and  I  hope  no  Stranger 
To  great  Cafialio. 

Caft.  I've  heard  of  fuch  a  Man 
That  has  been  very  bulic  with  my  Honour : 
I  own  I'm  much  indebted  to  you,  Sir, 
And  here  return  the  Villain  back  again 
You  fent  me  by  my  Father. 

Cham.  Thus  I'll  thank  you.  [Draws-; 

Acafi.  By  this  good  Sword,  who  firilprefumes  to  Violence 

Makes  me  his  Foe [_Draws  and  interfofes. 

Young  Man,  it  once  was  thought  [To  Cailalio. 

I  Vv^as  fit  Guardian  of  my  Houle's  Honour, 

And  you  might  trull  your  Share  with  me For  you, 

iTo  Cham. 
Young  Soldier,  I  mufl  tell  you,  you  have  wrong'd  me: 
I  promis'd  you  to  do  Monimia  right  j 
And  thought  my  Word  a  Pledge,  I  would  not  forfeit: 
But  you,  1  find,  wou'd  fright  us  to  Performance. 

Cajl.  Sir,  m  my  younger  Years  with  Care  you  taught  me. 
That  brave  Revenge  was  due  to  injur'd  Honour i 
Oppofe  not  then  the  Juftice  of  my  Sword, 
Left  you  fhould  make  me  jealous  of  your  Love. 

Cham.  Into  thy  Father's  Arms  thou  fly'ft  for  Safety, 
Becaufe  thou  know'ft  the  place  is  fandtify'd. 
With  the  Remembrance  of  an  ancient  Friendship. 

Cafi.  I  am  a  Villain  if  I  will  not  feek  thee. 
Till  I  may  be  reveng'd  for  all  the  wrongs 
Done  me  by  that  ungrateful  Fair  thou  plead'il  for. 

Cham.  She  wrong'd  thee !  by  the  Fury  in  my  Heart, 
Thy  Father's  Honour's  not  above  MonimifCs  5 
Nor  was  thy  Mother's  Truth  and  Virtue  fairer. 

Hi  Acajl, 
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Amf^  Boy,  don't  difturb  the  Afhes  of  the  dead 
With  thy -capricious  Follies:  The  remembrance 

Of  the  lov'd  Creature,  that  once  fill  d  thefe  Arms 

Cham.  Has  not  been  wrong'd. 
Caft.  It  (hall  net. 

Cham,  No,  iior  Ihall  ^        ,  o  •,  .. 

M^m^iX'though  a  helplefs  Orphan,  deftitute 
-Of  Friends  and  Fortune,  though  the  unhappy  oifle. 
Of  poor  Chamont,  whofe  Sword  is  all  his  Portion, 
Be  opprefi  by  thee,  thou  proud  imperious  Traitor. 
.,  Cajl.  Hah !  let  me  free. 
V  Chftm.  Conrc  both. 

Znter  Serina. 

Ser.  Alas!  alas! 
The  caufe  of  thefe  Diforders ;  my  Ch^mora? 
•^Whois't  has  wrong'd  thee? 

Cajl.  Now  v/here  art  thou  fled 

'^"^w'come  from  thine,  and  fee  what  Safeguard 
Shall  then  betray  my  Fears. 

■Ser.  Cruel  cdfiaiio,  •,     >     ^  •  i 

•'Sheath  up  thv  angry  Sword,  and  don't  affright  me: 
Crj.rmoniy  let' once  Serina  calm  thy  Breait,  _ 
If  any  of  thy  Friends  have  done  thee  Injuries, 
I'll  be  reveng'd,  and  love  thee  better  ror't, 

Cajl.  Sir,  if  you'd  have  me  think  you  did  not  take 
•This  Opportunity  to  fliew  your  Vanity,       ^  ^ 
]  c'-^  meet  fome  other  time,  when  by  our  leives 
We  fairly  may  difpute  our  Wrongs  togeriier. 

Cha?n.  Till  then,  I  am  Capiio's  Friend. 

■  X^aft.  Serina 
Farewel,  I  wilh  much  Happineis  attend  ycu. 

Se-"  C/?^;?20??i'sthcdeareiithing  Ihaveon  Earthj 
Give  me  Chamont,  and  let  the  World  forfake  me. 

CJ^am.  Witnefs  the  Gods,  how  happy  I  am  in  thee! 
No  beauteous  Bloffom  of  the  fragrant  Spring, 
T^oucrh  the  fair  Child  of  Nature  nevdy  born, 
.Can  b?  fo  lovely.    Angry,  unkind  CsftaLo, 
:Suppoie  Lihould.a  whilelay  by  my  Paiiiens, 
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/nd  be  a  Beggar  in  Mommias  Caufc, 
Might  I  be  heard  ? 

CA(i.  Sir,  'twas  my  lafl  Requeft  ^ 

You  wou'd  J  though  you  I  find  will  not  be  fatisfy  d     . 
So  in  a  word,  Mon'mia  is  my  Scorns 
She  baiely  fent  you  here  to  n-y  m.y  Fear^j 
That  was  vour  bulinefs. 
No  artful  Proftitute,  in  Fallhoods  praftis  d, 
To  make  ad  vantage  of  her  Coxcombs  Follies,        ^ 
Could  have  done  more Difquiet  vex  her  for  t. 

Ch^m.  ^a:ewel.  IJ^/-  Cham^«^  Ser. 

G^/?.  Farewel My  Father,  you  feem  troubled 

^.;?/?.  Would  I  had  been  abient  when  this  boiflerous  Brave  . 
Came  to  difturb  thee  thus:  Tm  griev;d  I  hinder d 
Thy  juft  Refentment But  Uonimi(v 

Caft.  Damn  her. 

Acajl.  Don't  curfe  her. 

Caji.  Did  I? 

Acaft.  Yes. 

Caji,  I'm  forry  for't.  .    t     ^    t  ,  t      r     tt 

Acafl.  Methinks,  as  if  I  guefs  the  Faults  but  TmaH, 
It  might  be  pardon'd. 

C^fi.  No. 

Acajl.  What  has  fhe  done  ?  . 

C^/.  That  {he's  my  Wife,  may  Heav'n  and  you  forgive  me. 

uicafl.  Be  reconcii'd  then. 

CaJi.  No. 

Acaft.  Go  fee  her. 

Cafi.  No. 

^r^y?.  I'll  fend  and  bring  her  hither, 

Cp.fi.  No. 

Acafi.  For  my  fake, 
Cr.fialio,  and  the  quiet  of  my  Age. 

Cafi.  Why  will  you  urge  a  thing  my  Nature  ilarts  at  > 

^f^y?.  Prithee  forgive  her. 

Cafi.  Lightnings  firft  fhall  blafi  me. 
I  tell  you,  were  fh.e  proftrate  at  my  Feet, 
Full  of  her  Sexes  beft  diiTemblei  Sorrows, 
And  all  that  wondrous  Beauty  of  her  own, 
My  Heart  might  break,  but  it  Ihould  never  foften. 

H  3  ^nter 
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"Enter  Florella. 

Tlor.  My  Lord,  where  are  you?  Oh  CAfiallol 

Ac  aft.  Hark. 

Caf.  What's  that? 

-EloY.  Oh  fliew  me  quickly,  whcre's  CafitiUo. 

Acafl.  Why,  what's  the  Buiinefsr 

'Blor.  Oh  the  poor  Monimia  I 

Caji.  Hah! 

Acaft.  What's  the  matter? 

Flor.  Hurry'd  by  Defpair, 
She  flies  with  fury  over  all  the  Houfe, 
Through  every  Room  of  each  Apartment,  crying, 
Where's  my  Cafialio?  give  m.e  my  C.zftalio: 
Except  The 'fees  you,  fure  fhe'll  grow  diilrafled. 

Ctfi.  Hah!  will  fhe?  does  fhe  nam.e  C^jfalio? 
And  with  fuch  Teadernefs?  Condudi  me  quickly 
To  the  poor  lovely  Mourner.     Oh  my  Father! 

Ac^fi.  Then  wilt  thou  go?  BlelTmgs  attend  thypurpofe. 

C;'.fi.  I  cannoi-  hear  Monimia's  Soul's  in  Sadneis, 
And  be  a  Man  j  my  fleart  will  not  forget  her. 
But  do  not  tell  the 'World  you  faw  this  of  me. 

Acajl.  Delay  not  then,  but  hafte  and  chear  thy  Love. 

Cafr.  Oh  I  will  throw  m' impatient  Arms  about  her. 
In  her  foft  Bofom  figh  my  Soul  to  Peace, 
Till  through  the  panting  Breaft  fhe  finds  the  way 
To  mould  miy  Heart,  and  make  it  what  flie  will. 
Monimial  Oh! 

\JEx.  Acaft.  Gaft. 
"Enter  Monimia. 

Mon.  Stand  off,  and  give  me  room; 
I  will  not  refl  till  I  have  found  C^iftalio, 
My  Wifhes  Lord,  comely  as  riling  Day, 
Amidft  ten  thoufand  eminently  known. 
Flowers  ipring  where- e'er  he  tieads,  his  Eyes 
Fountains  of  Brightnefs,  cheering  all  about  him? 
When  will  they  fnine  on  me?-— Oh  ftay  my  Soul! 
I  cannot  die  in  Peace  till  I  have  fees  him. 

'  Cafh- 
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Caftalio  Re-enters. 

Cafl,  Who  talks  of  Jying  with  a  Voice  fo  fweet. 
That  Life's  in  love  with  it? 

Mm.  Hark!  't's  he  that  anfivers; 
So  in  a  Camp,  though  at  the  dead  o^  NTght, 
If  but  the  Trumpet's  chearfui  noiie  is  heard. 
All  at  the  iignal  :eap  from  do  vny  Reil:. 
And  every  Heart  awakes,  as  mine  decs  now. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Caji.  Here,  my  Love. 

Mon.  No  nearer,  left  I  vanifh. 

Cafi.  Have  1  been  in  a  Dream  then  all  this  while! 
And  art  thou  but  the  Shadow  of  Mor.imia ! 
Why  dofl:  thou  fly  me  thus  ? 

Mori.  Oh!  were  it  polTible  that  we  could  drown 
In  dark  Oblivion  but  a  few  pafl  Hours, 
We  might  be  happy. 

G^y?/ls't  then  ib  hard,  Monimia,  to  forgive 
A  Fault,  where  humble  Love,  like  m  ne,  implores  thee  ? 
For  I  muft  love  thee,  though  it  prove  my  Ruin, 
Which  way  fnall  I  Court  thee  ? 
What  fhiali  I  do  to  be  enough  thy  Slave, 
And  fatisfie  the  Icvelv  Pride  that's  in  thee  ? 
ril  kneel  to  thee,  and  weep  a  Flood  before  thee. 
Yet  prithee,  Tyrant,  break  not  quite  my  Heart  j 
But  when  my  Task  of  Penitence  is  done. 
Heal  it  again,  and  comfort  me  with  Love. 

Mon.  If  I  am  dumb,  Ca/ial/o,  and  want  words. 
To  pay  thee  back  this  mighty  Teiidemefsj 
It  is  becaufe  I  look  on  thee  with  Horrour, 
And  cannot  fee  the  Man  I  fo  have  wrong'd. 

CaJi.  Thou  hall  not  wrong'd  me. 

Mon.  Ah !  alas,  thou  talk'fl 
Tuft  as  thy  poor  Heart  thinks j  have  not  I  wrong'd  thee? 

CaJi.  No. 

Mon.  Still  thou  wander'ft  in  the  dark,  Caftalio  j 
But  wilt  e'er  long  ftumblc  on  horrid  danger. 

CaJi.  What  means  my  Love ! 

Mon.  Couldft  thou  but  forgive  me ! 

H  4  CAji. 
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Caji.  What? 

hlon.  For  my  Fault  laft  Night 3  alas,  thou  canfl:  not. 

Caji.  I  can,  and  do. 

Mon,  Thus  crawling  on  the  Earth 
Would  I  that  Pardon  meet  j  the  only  thing 
Can  make  me  view  the  Face  ©f  Heav'n  with  Hope. 

Cafi.  Then  let's  draw  near. 

hion.  Ah  me! 

Cafi.  So  In  the  Fields, 
When  the  Deftroyer  has  been  out  for  Prey, 
The  fcatter'd  Lovers  of  the  feather'd  Kind, 
Seeking  vx^hen  Danger's  paft  to  meet  again, 
Make  moan,  and  call,  by  fuch  degrees  approach ; 
'Till  joyning  thus  they  bill,  and  fpread  their  Wings, 
Murmuring  Love,  and  Joy,  their  Fears  are  over. 

Mon.  Yet  have  a  care,  be  not  coo  fond  of  Peace, 
Lefl  in  purfuance  of  the  goodly  Quarry, 
Thou  meet  a  Disappointment  that  diftra<5i:s  thee. 

Cizjl.  My  better  Angel,  then  do  thou  inform  me, 
What  Danger  threatens  me,  and  where  it  lies; 
Why  didft  thou  (prithee  fmile  and  tell  me  why) 
When  I  flood  waiting  underneath  the  Window, 
Quaking  with  fierce  and  violent  Defires ; 
The  dropping  Dews  fell  cold  upon  my  Head, 
Darknefs  enclos'd,  and  the  Winds  whiftled  round  me ;  ^ 
Which  with  my  mournful  Sighs  made  fuch  fad  Mufick 
As  might  have  mov'd  the  hardeft  Heart  j  why  wert  thou 
Deaf  to  my  Cries,  and  fenfelefs  of  my  Pains  ? 

Mon.  Did  I  not  beg  thee  to  forbear  Inquiry? 
Read'ft  thou  not  fomething  in  my  Face  that  fpeaks 
Wonderful  Change,  and  Horrour  from  within  me? 

C^y?.  Then  there  is  fomething  yet  which  I've  not  known  j 
What  doll  thou  mean  by  Horrour,  and  Forbearance 
Of  more  Inquiry  ?  Tell  me,  I  beg  thee,  tell  mej 
And  do  not  betray  me  to  a  fecojid  Madnefs. 

Mon,  Mufl  I  ? 

Cafi.  If  labouring  in  the  Pangs  of  Death 
Thou  would 'ft  do  any  thing  to  give  me  cafe  3 
Unfold  thi^  Riddle  e'er  my  Thoughts  grow  wild. 
And  let  in  Fears  of  ugly  form  upon  me. 

Mon. 
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Mm.  My  Heart  won't  let  me  fpeak  iti  but  remember^ 
Monimifi,  poor  Monimia  tells  you  this> 
We  ne'er  muffc  meet  again 

Caji.  What  means  my  Deftiny? 
For  ail  my  good  or  evil  Fate  dwells  in  thee; 
Ne'er  meet  again ! 

Mon.  Ko,  never. 

Caji.  Where's  the  Po^v'r 
On  Earth,  that  dares  not  look  like  thee,  and  fay  fo  ? 
Thou  art  my  Heart's  Inheritance,  I  ferv'd 
A  long  and  piinful,  faithful  Slavery  for  thee ; 
And  who  fhall  rob  me  of  the  dear-bought  BlelTing  ? 

Mon.  Time  will  clear  all,  but  now  let  this  content  you : 
Heav'n  has  decreed,  and  therefore  I've  relblv'd, 
(With  torment  I  mufl  tell  it  thee,  C.tfialto) 
Ever  to  be  a  Stranger  to  thy  Lovej 
In  fome  far  difrsn:  Country  wailie  my  Life, 
And  from  this  Day  to  fee  thy  Face  no  more. 

Cafi.  Where  am  I?  fure  I  wander  midil:  Inchantment, 
And  never  more  fhall  find  the  way  to  Re-Hij 
But,  oh  Monimia.  art  thee  indeed  refoiv'd. 
To  punifh  me  with  everlafting  Abfence  ? 
Why  turn'fl:  thou  from  m.e?  i'm  alone  already; 
Merhinks  I  fland  upon  a  naked  Beach, 
Sighing  to  Winds,  and  to  the  Seas  complaining, 
Whilft  afar  oif  the  VefTel  fails  away, 
Where  all  the  Treafjie  cf  my  Soul's  embark'd; 

Wilt  thou  not  turn Oh  could  thofe  Eyes  but  fpeak 

I  fhould  know  all,  for  Love  is  pregnant  in  'em , 
They  fwell,  they  prefs  their  Beams  upon  me  ftill : 
Wilt  thou  not  fpe^k  ?  if  we  muU  part  for  ever. 
Give  me  but  one  kind  Word  to  think  upon, 
And  pleaie  my  fcrlf  withal  whi^ft  my  Heart's  breaking. 

Mon.  Ah  poor  Cajialiol  [Ex.  ^lonimia  . 

Cajl.  Pity,  by  the  Gods, 
She  pities  me  5  then  thou  wilt  go  eternally  ? 
What  means  all  this  ?  why  ail  this  ftir  to  plague 
A  lingle  Wretch  ?  If  but  your  Word  can  fhake 

H  5-  ■     This 
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This  World  to  Atomes,  why  fo  much  ado 
With  me?  think  me  but  dead,  and  lay  me  fb. 
Enter  Polydore. 
Tol.  To  live,  and  live  a  Tormeftt  to  my  felf. 
What  Dog  would  bear't,  that  knew  but  his  Condition  ? 
We  have  little  Knowledge,  and  that  makes  us  Cowards, 
Becaofe  it  cannot  tell  us,  what's  to  come. 
Cajl  Who's  there? 
Tol  Why,  what  art  thou? 
Cafl.  My  Brother  Polydore  ? 
Pc/.  My  Name  is  Volydore. 
Caji.  Canft  thou  inform  mc— -     ' 
Po^.  Ofwhat? 
CaJi.  Of  my  Mon'tmU. 
Tol.  No.     Good-day. 
Cjifl.  Inhafte? 
JMethJnks  my  Polydore  appears  in  Sadnels. 
Pel.  Indeed  ^nd  fo  to   me  does  my  Caftalt0* 
Cdfi.  Dol? 
Pol.  Thou  doft. 

CaJi.  Alas!  I've  wondi^ous  Reafon^ 
I'm  itrangely  alter'd,  Brother,  fince  I  faw  thee. 
Pol.  Why  ? 

Cajl.  Oh,  to  tell  thee  would  but  put  thy  Heart 
To  pain  ,  let  me  embrace  thee  but  a  little. 
And  weep  upon  thy  Neck 5  I  would  repofe 
Within  thy  friendly  Bofom  all  my  Follies, 
For  thou  vilt  pardon  'em,  becaule  th'are  mine. 

Pol,  Be  not  too  credulous,  ccniider  firft, 
Friends  may  be  falfe.     Is  there  no  Friendfliip  falfe? 

Caft.  Why  doft  thou  ask  me  that?' does  this  appear 
Like  a  falfe  Friendfhp,  when  with  open  Arms 
And  ftieaming  Eyes,  I  run  upon  thy  Rreaft? 
Oh  'tis  in  thee  alone  I  muft  have  Comfort. 
Pol.  I  fear,  Cafialio,  I  have  none  to  give  thee. 
Cafi.  Doft  thou  not  love  me  then? 
Pol.  Oh,  more  than  Life : 
I  never  had  a  thought  of  my  Cafidio 
Might  wrorg  the  Friendship  we  had  vow'd  together. 

Haft 
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Haft  thou  dealt  fo  by  me  ? 

Caft.  I  hope  I  have. 

Tol.  Then  tell  me  why  this  Mourning,  this  Difordcr? 

Caft.  Oh,  Poly  dor  e,  I  know  not  how  to  tell  theci 
Shame  riles  in  my  Face,  and  interrupts 
The  Story  of  my  Tongue. 

Pol.  I  grieve,  my  Friend 
Knows  any  thing  which  he's  afham'd  to  tell  mej 
Or  did'fl:  thou  e'er  conceal  thy  Thoughts  from  Polydoref 

Caft.  Oh,  much  too  oftj 
But  let  me  here  conjure  thee, 
By  all  the  kind  Affe6tion  of  a  Brother, 
(For  I  am  alham'd  to  call  my  felf  tny  Friend) 
Forgive  me. 

Pol.  Well,  go  on. 

Caft.  Our  Deftiny  contriv'd 
To  plague  us  both  with  one  unhappy  Love ! 
Thou  like  a  Friend,  a  confiant  generous  Friend, 
In  its  firft  Pangs  didfl  trufl  me  with  thy  PalTion, 
Whiirc  I  flill  fmooth'd  my  Pain  with  Smiles  before  thee. 
And  made  a  Contrad  I  ne'er  meant  to  keep. 

Po/.  How! 

Caft.  Still  new  ways  I  fludy'd  to  abufe  thee. 
And  kept  thee  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Paffion, 
■Till  Yellerday  I  wedded  with  Monimta. 

Pol.  Ah,  CaftaliO;  was  that  well  done? 

Caft.  No,  to  conceal  it  from  thee,  was  much  a  Fault. 

Pol.  A  Fault!  When  thou  haft  heard 
The  Tale  I'll  tell,  what  wilt  thou  call  it  then.^ 

Caft.  How  my  Heart  throbs ! 

Pol.  Firft,  for  thy  Friendihip,  Traitor, 
I  cancel't  thus^  after  this  Day  I'll  ne'er 
Hold  truft,  or  converfe,'  with  the  falle  Ca/2aiio: 
This,  witnefs  Heav'n. 

Caft.  What  will  my  Fate  do  with  me  ? 
I've  loft  all  Hafpineis,  and  know  not  why; 
What  means  this,  Brother.? 

Pol.  Perjur'd,  treacherous  Wretch, 
Farew&l. 

Caff, 
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Cajl.  I'll  be  thy  Slave,  and  thou  (halt  ufe  me 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  do  but  forgive  me . 

Tol.  Never, 

C(tji.  Oh!  think  a  little  what  thy  Heart  is  doing; 
How  from  our  Infancy  we  Hand  in  Hand 
Have  trod  the  Path  of  Life,  in  Love  together; 
One  Bed  has  held  us,  and  the  fame  Delires, 
The  fame  Averlions  ftill  employ'd  our  Thoughts : 
When  e'er  had  I  a  Friend,  that  v/as  nU'Poly dove's'. 
Or  Tolydore  a  Foe,  that  was  not  mine  ? 
Ev'n  in  the  Womb  we  embrac'd,  and  wilt  thou  no77, 
For  the  firfl  Fault,  abandon  and  forfake  mc. 
Leave  me  amidfl  Atflidions  to  my  felf, 
Plung'd  in  the  Gulph  of  Grief,  and  none  to  Iielp  me? 

Tol.  Go  to  Monimia,  in  her  Arms  thou'lt  find 
Repofe;  fne  has  the  Art  of  healing  Sorrows. 

C/i,l  What  Arts? 

Fol.  Blind  Wretch,  thou  Husband !  there's  a  Queflion ; 
Go  to  her  fulfome  Bed,  and  wallow  there, 
'Till  fome  hot  Ruffian,   full  of  Luft  and  Wine, 
Come  florm  thee  out,  and  fliew  thee  what's  thy  Bargain. 

Caf^.  Mold  there,  I  charge  thee. 

Tol.  Is  O-.e  not  a 

07/.V/hore? 

Pol.  Ay,  Whore;  I  think  that  Word  neeJs  no  explaining. 

Ca_/i.  Alas,  I  can  forgive  ev'n  this  to  thee; 
But  let  me  tell  thee,  Folydoie,  I'm  griev'd 
To  find  thee  guilty  of  luch  low  Revenge, 
To  v/rong  that  Virtue  v/hicii  thou  couidil  not  ruin. 

FgI.  I  Icems  I  lye  then. 

Cafi.  Should  the  bravefl  Man 
That  e'er  wore  conquering  Sword,  but  dare  to  whifper 
What  thou  proclaim'ft,  he  were  the  worft  of  Liars: 
My  Friend  may  be  miftaken. 

Pol.  Damn  the  Evalion ; 
Thcu  mean'lt  the  worft,  and  he's  a  bafe-born  Villain 
That  faid  I  ly'd. 

Caft. Do,  draw  thy  Sword,  and  thruft  it  thro'  my  Heart; 
There's  no  Joy  in  Life,  if  thou  art  loir. 
A  bafc-born  Villain! 


The  Orphan.  i8i 

Vol.  Yes,  thou  never  cam'ft 
From  old  Acajio's  Loyns  j  the  Midwife  put 
A  Cheat  upon  my  Mother,  and  inftead 
Of  a  true  Brother,  in  the  Cradle  by  me 
Plac'd  fome  courfe  Peafant's  Cub,  and  thou  art  he. 

Cuft.  Thou  art  my  Brother  flill. 

Tol.  Thou  ly'il. 

Cafi.  Nay,  then  :  \He  draws. 

Yet  I  am  Cahn. 

Tol.  A  Coward's  always  fo. 

Cajl.  Ah ah that  flings  heme;  Coward! 

Vel.  Ay,  bafe-born  Coward,  Villain. 

Cafi,  This  ro  thy  Heart  then,tho'  my  Mother  bore  thee. 
l^ight;  Pol  yd  ore  ^/rct  J  h:s  Sword,  and  runs  on  Cailalio. 

Tel.  Now  m.y  Cajialio  is  again  my  Friend. 

Cajt.  Whst  have  I  done !  My  Sword  is  in  thy  Breaft. 

Fol.  So  I  v/ould  have  it  be,  thou  bed:  of  Men, 
Thou  kindefi  Brother,  and  thou  truell:  Friend. 

C.t/?.YeGods,  we're  taught,  thit  all  your  Works  areju- 
Y'are  painted  merciful,  and  Friends  to  Innocence:  (fiice  : 
If  fo.  then  why  thefe  Plagues  upon  my  Head  ? 

Pol.  Blame  not  the  Heav'ns;  here  lies  thy  T^te.CaJialio ; 
Th'are  not  the  Gods,  'tis  Volydore  has  v/rong'd  thee^ 
I've  ftain'd  thy  Bed,  thy  fpotiefs  Marriage  Joys 
Have  been  polluted  by  thy  Brother's  Lufl. 

C^y?.  By  thee.' 

Tol.  By  me  3  lad:  Night  the  horrid  Deed 
Was  done;  when  all  things  flept,  but  Rage  and  Incefr, 

Cajl.  Now,  where's  Monirnia  ?  Oh ! . 
Enter  Monimia. 

Mon.  I'm  here,  who  calls  me  ? 
Methought  I  heard  a  Voice 
Sweet  as  the  Shepherd's  Pipe  upon  the  Mountains, 
When  all  his  little  Flock's  at  feed  before  him. 
But  what  means  this?  here's  Blood. 

Cafl.  Ay,  Brother's  Blood ; 
Art  thou  prepar'd  for  everlafting  Pains  ? 

Tol.  O  let  me  charge  thee  by  th'  eternal  Juftice,  . 
Hurt  not  her  tender  Life  I 


iSx  The  Orphan. 

Cdft.  Not  kill  her  ?  Rack  me. 
Ye  Powers  above,  with  all  your  choiceft  Torments, 
Horror  of  Mind,  and  Pains  yet  uninvented. 
If  I  not  pradlife  Cruelty  upon  her, 
And  treat  Revenge  fome  way  yet  never  known. 

Mon.  That  task  my  felf  have  finifh'd,  I  fhall  die 
Before  we  part  j  Tve  drunk  a  healing  Draught 
For  all  my  Cares,  and  never  more  fhall  wrong  thee. 
ToL  Oh,  fhe's  Innocent. 
C(tfi.  Tell  me  that  Story, 
And  thou  wilt  make  a  Wretch  of  me  indeed. 

Vol.  Hadft  thou,  Caftdio,  us'd  me  like  a  Friend, 
This  ne'er  had  happen'd^  hadfl  thou  let  me  know 
Thy  Marriage,  we  had  all  now  met  in  Joy : 
But  ignorant  of  that. 

Hearing  th'  appointment  made,  enrag'd  to  thinit 
Thou  hadft  out-done  me  in  fuccefsful  Love, 
I  in  the  dark  went  and  fupply'd  thy  place^ 
Whilft  all  the  Night,  'midil  our  triumphant  Joys, 
The  trembling,  tender,  kind,  deceiv'd  Monimiei, 
Embrac'd,  carefs'd.  and  call'd  me  her  Cjjialio.     . 

Caft.  And  all  this  is  the  Work  of  my  own  Fortune  j 
None  but  my  felf  could  e'er  have  been  fo  curft. 
My  fatal  Love,  alas !  has  ruin'd  thee. 
Thou  faireft,  goodlieft  Frame  the  Gods  e'er  made. 
Or  ever  human  Eyes,  and  Hearts  ador'd ! 
I've  murder'd  too  my  Brother. 
Why  wculdil  thou  ftudy  ways  to  damn  me  further. 
And  force  the  Sin  of  Parricide  upon  me.? 

Fol.  'Twas  my  own  Fault,  and  thou  art  innocent  j 
Forgive  the  barbarous  Trefpafs  of  my  Tongue, 
"^Twas  a  hard  Violence  j  I  cou'd  have  dy'd 
With  Love  of  thee,  ev'n  when  I  us'd  thee  wor^i 
Nay,  at  each  Word  that  my  Diilradion  utter 'd. 
My  Heart  recoii'd,  and  'rwas  half  Death  to  fpcak  'em. 

Mon.  Now,  my  CajUlio,  the  moft  Jear  of  iVlen, 
Wilt  thou  receive  Pollution  to  thy  Bofom, 
And  clofe  the  Eyes  of  one  that  has  betray 'd  thee? 


Cafi. 
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Cafl.  Oh  I'm  the  unhappy  Wretch,  whofe  cuffed  Fate 
Has  weigh'd  thee  down  into  Deftruftion  with  him  j 
Why  then  thus  kind  to  me? 

Mon .  When  I'm  laid  low  in  the  Grave,  and  quite  forgotten, 
May'ft  thou  be  happy  in  a  fairer  Bride ; 
But  none  can  ever  love  thee  like  Monimin. 
When  I  am  dead,  as  prelently  I  fhall  be, 
(For  the  grim  Tyrant  grafps  my  Heart  already) 
Speak  well  of  mej  and  if  thou  find  ill  Tongues 
Too  bulie  with  my  Fame,  don't  hear  me  wrong'dj 
Twill  be  a  noble  Juftice  to  the  Memory 
Of  a  poor  Wretch,  once  honour'd  with  thy  Love. 
How  my  Headfwims/  'Tis  very  dark. Good-night.   [jD'tes, 

Caji.  If  I  furvive  thee .'  what  a  Thought  was  that ! 
Thank  Heav'n  I  go  prepar'd  againft  that  Curfe. 
inter  Chamont  di/arm'd,  andfeizjd  by  Acafto  ((,nd  Sefvd^fs. 
Cham.  Gape  Hell,  and  fwaiiov  me  to  quick  Damnation, 
If  I  forgive  your  Houfe,  if  I  not  lire 
An  everlafling  plague  to  thee.  Acafle, 
And  all  thy  Race.     Y'have  o'er-power'd  me  now; 
But  hear  me,  Heav'n !  Ah  here's  the  Scene  of  Death, 
My  Sifter,  ray  Monimial  Breathlefs !  now, 
Ye  Powers  above,  if  y'have  Jullice,  ftrike. 
Strike  Bolts  thro'  me,  and  thro'  the  curft  CaJluUo. 
Acajl.  My  Polydore. 
Tol.  Who  calls  ? 

Acajl.  Hovv--  cam'ft  thou  wounded? 
Caji.  Stand  off  rhou  hot- brain 'd  boiftrous  ftoifie  Ruffian, 
And  leave  me  to  my  Sorrows. 

Cham.  By  the  love 
I  bore  her  living,  I  will  ne'er  forfake, 
But  here  remain  'till  my  Heart  burft  with  fobbfng. 

C:iji.  Vanilh  i  charge  thee,  or [Draivs  nDHgger, 

C.-.am.  Thou  canft  not  kill  me, 
That  would  be  Kindncfs,  and  againft  thy  Nature. 

Acafr.  Whst  means  Cafialio?  Sure  thou  wilt  not  pull 
More  Sorrows  on  thy  aged  Father's  Head. 
Tell  me,  I  beg  you,  'tell  me  t^€  fad  Qaufc 
©I  all  this  Ruiu. 

Tol. 
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Tol  That  muft  be  my  Task  5 
But  'tis  too  long  for  one  in  Pains  to  tellj 
You'll  in  my  Clofet  find  the  Story  written 
Of  all  our  Woes.     C^y?^/rVs  Innocent, 
And  fo's  Monimid,  only  I'm  to  blame  : 
Inquire  no  farther. 

Cajl.  Thou,  unkind  Chamont, 
Unjuftly  haft  purfu'd  me  with  thy  Hate, 
And  fought  the  Life  of  him  that  never  wrong'd  thee : 
Now  if  thou  wilt  embrace  a  noble  Vengeance, 
Come  join  with  me  and  curfe.  • 

Cham.  What? 

Cajl.  Firft  thy  felf, 
As  I  do,  and  the  Hour  that  gave  thee  Birth : 
Confuiion  and  Diforder  feize  the  World, 
To  fpoil  all  truft  and  converfe  amongft  Menj 
'Twixt  Families  engender  endiefs  Fewds, 
In  Countries  needlefs  Fears,  in  Cities  Fadions, 
Instates  Rebellion,  and  in  Churches  Schifin :' 
'Till  all  things  move  againft  the  Courfe  of  Nature  ; 
'Till  Form's  diffolv'd,  the  Chain  of  Caufes  broken, 
And  the  Originals  cf  Being  loft. 

Acafi.  Have  Patience. 

Cafi.  Patience!  preach  it  to  the  Winds, 
To  roaring  Seas,  or  raging  Fires  j  the  Knaves 
That  teach  k  laugh  at  ye,  when  ye  believe  'em. 
Strip  me  of  all  the  common  needs  of  Life, 
Scald  me  with  Leprofie,  let  Friends  forfake  me, 
I'll  bear  it  ail ;  but  curft  to  the  Degree 
That  I  am  nov/,  'tis  this  muft  give  me  Patience- 
Thus  I  find  Reft,  and  ihall  complain  no  more. 

PoL  Cafiahol  Oh!  -  ^ 

Cafi.  1  come. 

Chamont,  to  thee  my  Birth-right  I  bequeath: 

Comtort  my  Mourning  Father,  heal  his  Griefs; 

„     ^  .       ,   [^^^^^^ofai^fs  intotheArmsofaSefVAKt. 

For  I  perceive  they  fail  with  weight  upon  him. 

And 
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And  for  MonimU's  fake,  whom  thoii  wilt  find 
I  never  wrong'd,  be  kind  to  poor  Serma. 
Now  all  I  beg,  is,  lay  me  in  one  Grave 
Thus  with  my  Love.    Farewel,  1  now  am — -nothing. 

[Dies. 

Cham.  Take  care  of  good  A£aJio,  whilft  I  go 
To  fearch  the  Means  by  which  the  Fates  have  plagud  us, 
'Tis  thus  that  Heav'n  its  Empire  does  maintain; 
It  may  Affli6l,  but  Man  muft  not  complain. 


ii^<^ 
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EPILOGUE. 

'^OU'vefeen  one  Orphan  ruln'dhere,  and  I 

May  be  the  next,  if  dd  Acafto  dU : 
Should  it  prove  fo,  Vdfain  amongft  you  find, 
Who  'tis  would  to  the  Fatherlefs  he  kind-. 
To  whofe-  Protedion  might  I  fafely  go  ? 
//  there  among Ji  you  no  good  Nature  ?  No. 
Whatjhould  I  do  ?  fiould  I  the  Godly  feekj 
And  go  a  Conventickling  twice  a  Week  > 
Quit  the  lewd  Stage,  and  its  prophane  follution, 
^ffed  each  Form  a^  Saint-like  Inflitution^ 
So  draw  the  Brethren  ail  ta  Contribution} 
OrJJ'jaU  I  (m  J  gttefi  the  Poet  may 
Within  thefe  three  Days)  fairly  run  am(^} 
No,  tofome  City- Lodgings  Vli  retire^ 
Seem  tery  Qfaoje,  and  frivacy  d^fire: 
'Till  I  am  thought  fome  Hehefs  rich  in  Lawdi^ 
Bed  to  efcape  a  cruel  Gu^r dim's  Hands', 
Which  may  produce  a  Story  worth  the  telling 
Of  the  next  Sparks  that  go  a  Fortune-Jlealing: 
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TO    THE 


LordVifcomt  Falkland. 


My  Lord, 

HEN  firft  it  entred  into  my 
Thoughts  to  make  this  Pre- 
fent  to  Your  Lordlliip,  I  re- 
ceived not  only  Encourage- 
ment, but  Pleafurej  fince 
upon  due  Examination  of  my  Self,  I  found  it 
was  not  a  bare  Prefumption,  but  my  Duty 
to  the  Remembrance  of  many  Extraordinary 
Favours  which  1  have  received  at  Your 
Hands. 

For  heretofore  having  had  the  Honour 
to  be  near  You,  and  bred  under  the  fame 
Difcipline  with  You,  I  canno^t  but  own, 
that  in  a  great  Meafure  I  owe  the'fmall 

Share 
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Share  of  Letters  I  have  to  Your  Lordfliip. 
For  Your  Lordlliip's  Example  taught  me 
to  be  afham'd  of  Idlenefe  \  and  I  firfl  grew 
in  love  with  Books,  and  learn'd  to  value 
them,  by  the  wonderful  Progrels  which 
even  in  Your  tender  Years  You  made  in 
themj  fo  that  Learning  and  Improvement 
grew  daily  more  and  more  lovely  in  my 
Eyes,  as  they  fhonc  in  You. 

Your  Lordihip  has  an  extraordinary  Rea- 
Ibn  to  be  a  Patron  of  Poetry,  ^  Yowx 
great  Father  loved  it.  May  Your  Lord- 
ftiip's  Fame  and  Employments  grow  as 
great,  or  greater  than  his  were }  and  may 
Your  Virtues  find  a  Poet  to  record  them, 
equal  ("if  poffible^  to  that  great  *  Genius 
which  fungofhim. 

My  (lender  humble  Talent  muft  not  hope 
for  it  •,  for  You  have  a  Judgment  which  I 
mufl:  always  fubmit  to,  a  general  Good- 
nefs  which  I  never  (to  its  worth)  can  va- 
lue :  And  who  can  praife  that  well  which 
he  knows  not  how  to  comprehend  ? 

Already 
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Already  the  Eyes  and  Expeftacions  of 
Men  of  the  beft  Judgment  are  fix'd  upon 
You  ;  For  wherefoever  You  come,  You 
have  their  Attention  when  prefent,  and 
their  Praife  when  You  are  gone  :  And  I  am 
furc  (if  I  obtain  but  Your  Lordlliip's  Par- 
don) I  Ihall  have  the  Congratulation  of  all 
my  Friends,  for  having  taken  this  Oppor- 
tunity  to  exprefs  my  felf 


ToiiY  Loriifhifs" 


m/i  Humhle  Servant^ 


Tho,  Otway. 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  Betterton. 

T  N  J^ges  paji,  {when  will  thofe  times  renew  ?) 

IVhen  Empires  flourijh^d^  fo  did  Foets  too, 
UHoen  Great  Auguftus  the  World's  Empire  heldy 
Horace  and  Ovid'j  happy  Ferfe  exceWd. 
O\\d*sfoft  Genius^  and  his  tender  Arts 
Of  moving  Nature^  melted  hardeft  Hearts, 
It  did  th'  Imperial  Beauty^  Julia,  move 
To  lijlen  to  the  Language  of  his  Loue, 
Her  Father  honour'' d  him  :  And  on  her  Breajl^ 
With  ravifh''d  Senfe  in  her  Embraces  prejl^ 
FJe  lay  tranfported^  fancy -full  and  hlefi. 
Horace'/  lofty  Genius  Moldlier  rear'^d 
His  manly  Head^  and  through  all  Nature  fleer'' d'^ 
Her  richeft  Pleafures  in  his  Ferfe  refi'a'd, 
And  wrought  ''em  to  the  Relijh  of  the  Mind, 
He  lajh'd^  with  a  true  Foet''s  fearlefs  Rage^ 
The  Villanies  and  Follies  of  the  Age. 
Therefore  Meccems^  that  great  Fav'rite,  raised 
Him  high^  and  by  him  was  he  highly  prats'* d. 
Our  Shakefpear  wrote  too  in  an  Age  as  bleji^ 
The  happiefi  Foet  of  his  Time,  and  befi; 
A  gracious  Frince's  Favour  chear''d  his  Mufe^ 
A  conftant  Favour  he  ne''er  fear''d  to  lofe. 
Therefore  he  wrote  with  Fancy  uncanfin^d. 
And  Thoughts  that  were  Immortal  as  his  Mind. 

And 
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And  from  the  Crop  of  his  luxuriant  Ten 
Ber  fince  fucceedtng  Poets  humbly  glean. 
Though  much  the  mofl  unworthy  of  the  throngs 
Our  this  Dafs  Poet  fears  h*has  done  him  wrongs 
Like  greedy  Beggars  that  ft eal  Sheaves  away^ 
Tou'll  find  Phas  rifl'd  him  of  half  a  Play. 
Amidft  this  bafer  Drofs  you' II  fee  it  Jhim 
Moft  beautiful^  amazing^  and  divine. 
To  fuch  low  Shifts  of  late  are  Voets  worn^ 
Whilft  we  both  lVit'sandQs,^2x'sAbfence  m&urn^ 
Oh }  when  will  He  and  Poetry  return> . 
When  fi all  we  there  again  behold  him  fit 
"* Midft  jhining  Boxes  and  a  Courtly  Pit^  \ 

The  Lord  of  Hearts,  and  Prefident  of  Wit  >  - 

When  that  bleft  Day  {quick  may  it  come)  appears^ 
His  Cares  oncebanijh'd,  and  his  Nation's  Pear s^ 
The  joyful  Mufes  on  their  Hills  pall  Jmg 
Triumphant  Songs  of  Britain'^  happy  King. 
Plenty  and  Peace  /hall  flour ijb  in  our  Jfle, 
And  all  things  like  the  Engliih  Beauty  fmile, 
Tou,  Criticks,  jhall  forget  your  Natural  Spite ^ 
And  Poets  with  unbounded  Fancy  write, 
Ev'n  this  Day's  Poet  Jh all  be  alter'd  quite: 
His  Thoughts  more  loftily  and  freely  flow ;  -5 

And  he  himfelf  whilft  you  his  Kerfe  allow^  \ 

As  much  tranfported  as  he's  humble  novJ^  ^ 

Vol.  II.  I  Pra- 
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M   E 

N. 

€aii4s  Marms.. 

Mr.  Betterton. 

Sylla. 

Mr.  Williams. 

Alarms  Junior, 

Mr.  Smith, 

Gramus, 

Mi".  Percivah, 

Metelks. 

Mr.  Gillor^. 

OuintHs  Powpems, 

Mr.  Williams. 

China. 

Mr.  Jevon, 

Sulfitius, 

MuUndsrhil 

Ancharius^  a  Senator. 

Prieft. 

Apothecary* 

,^.  Vomfeius's  Son* 

Guards,  Li6torSa 

/Ruffians,  &c. 

W'O'MrEH. 

Lavinia, 

Mh.BiWyT; 

.NAirfeo 

Mx^.'Noakes. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 


Within.']  Liberty  !  Liberty !  Marius  and  Salpitiiis  J 
Liberty!  Liberty!  Liberty!  e^c. 

Enter  Metellus,   Antonius,  Cinns,  and  SeKaiors. 

M  ET  E  L  L  US. 

HEN   will  the  Tut'lar  Gods  of  Rome 

awake. 
To  fix  the  Order  of  our  way^'ard  State, 
That  we  may  on^e  more  know  each 

other  i  know 
Th'  extent  of  Laws,  Prerogatives  and 
Dues} 

The  Bounds  of  Rules  and  Magiftracyj  who 
Ought  firft  to  gov  ern,  and  who  mull  obey  ? 

I    2  It 
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It  was  not  thus  when  Godlike  Scipio  held 

The  Scale  of  Power;  he  who  with  tempVate  Poife 

Knew  how  to  guide  the  People's  Liberty 

In  its  full  Bounds,  nor  did  the  Nobles  wrong, 

For  he  himfelf  was  one 

Cm.  He  was  indeed 
A  Noble  born  i  and  ftill  in  Rome  there  are 
Moft  worthy  Patrons  of  her  ancient  Honour, 
Such  as  are  fit  to  fill  the  Seat  of  Pow'r, 
And  awe  this  riotous  unruly  Rabble, 
That  bear  down  all  Authority  before  'cm. 
Were  we  not  fold  to  Ruin. 

~Met.  Cmna^  there 
Thou'ft  hit  my  Mark:  We  are  to  Ruin  fold; 
In  all  things  fold  j  Voices  are  fold  in  Rotne  : 
And  yet  we  boaft  of  Liberty.    Juft  Gods ! 
That  Guardians  of  an  Empire  fhould  be  chofen 
By  the  lewd  Noife  of  a  licentious  Rout ! 
The  fturdieft  Drinker  makes  the  ableft  Statefman. 

Jint.  Would  it  not  anger  any  true-born  Komm, 
To  fee  the  giddy  Multitude  together. 
Never  confulting  who  'tis  beft  deferves, 
But  who  feafls  higheft  to  obtain  their  Suffrage? 
As  'tis  not  many  Years  lince  two  great  Men 
In  Rome  flood  equal  Candidates  together, 
For  high  Command :  In  every  Houfe  was  Riot, 
To  Day  the  drunken  Rabble  reel  to  one  j 
To  Morrow  they  were  mad  again  for  totlier; 
Changing  their  Voices  with  their  Entertainment: 
And  none  could  guefs  on  whom  the  Choice  wouki  fettle- 
*TiIl  at  the  laft  a  Stratagem  was  thought  of.  ' 

A  mighty  VefTel  of  Falemian  Wine 
Was  brought  into  the  Forum  crowa'd  with  Wreaths 
Of  Ivy,  facred  to  the  Jolly  God. 
The  Monfter-people  roar'd  aloud  for  loy  • 
When  ftreight  the  Candidate  himfelf  appears 
In  pomp,  to  grace  the  Prefent  he  had  made  'em 
The  Fools^all  gap'd.  Then  when  a  while  he  had 
With  a  fmooth  Tale  tickled  their  Afles  Ears 
H'at  both  ends  tapp'd  his  Butt,  and  got  thc'Confulfbp. 

Cm, 
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Cln.  This  Curfe  we  owe  to  Marius's  PriJe, 
That  made  him  firft  mod  bafely  bribe  the  People 
For  Conful  in  the  War  againft  Jugurthfi : 
"Where  he  went  out,  Metellus,  your  Lieutenant, 
And  how  the  Kindnefs  was  returned,  all  know, 
I  never  lov'd  his  rough  untoward  Nature, 
And  wonder  fuch  a  Weed  got  growth  in  Rome, 

Met.  What  fays  my  Cima  ? 

Cm,  That  I  like  not  Marius, 
Nor  love  him- 

Met.  There  ILofne's  better  Genius  fpoke. 
Let  us  confult  and  weigh  this  Subjeft  well. 
O  Romans,  he's  the  Thorn  that  galls  us  all. 
Our  harafs'd  State  is  crippled  with  the  weight 
Of  his  Ambition:  We're  not  fafe  in  Marius. 
Do  I  not  know  his  Rife,  his  low  beginning. 
From  what  a  wretched  defpicable  Root 
His  Greatnefs  grew  ?  Gods !  that  a  Peafant's  Eraf, 
Born  in  the  outmoft  Cottages  of  Arpos, 
And  tofier'd  in  a  Corner,  fhould  by  Bribes, 
By  Covetoufnefs,  and  all  the  ha'-eful  Means 
Of  working  Pride,  ads'ance  his  little  Fate 
So  high,  to  vaunt  it  o'er  the  Lords  01  Reme! 

Ant.  Ambition,  raging  like  a  D^mon  in  him, 
Dillorts  him  to  all  ugly  Forms,  fhe'as  need  to  ufe. 
In  his  firft  ftart  of  Fortune,  O  how  \'\\t 
Were  his  Endeavours  and  SubmilTions  then  / 
When  iijing  to  be  chofen  firft  Edilis, 
He  was  by  general  Vote  repuls'd,  yet  bore  itj 
And  in  the  fame  Day  fliamefuUy  renirn'd, 
T' obtain  the  fecond  Office  of  that  Name. 
Equal  was  his  Succefs,  deny'd  in  both.- 
Yet  could  he  condefcend  at  laft  to  ask 
The  Prsetorlliip,  and  but  with  Bribes  got  that. 
Yet  this  is  he  that  has  difturb'd  the  World, 
Kerne's  Idol,  and  the  Darling  of  her  Wifhes. 

Mit.  I  muft  confefs  it  burthens  much  my  Age, 
To  fee  the  Man  I  hate  thus  ride  my  Country : 
For,  Rom  fins,  1  have  mighty  Caufe  to  hate  him. 
I  was  the  firft  (and  I  am  well  rewarded) 

I  3  That 
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That  lent  my  Hand  to  raife  his  feeble  State. 
When  firft  I  made  him  Tribune  by  my  Voice, 
I  thought  there  might  be  fomething  in  his  Nature 
That  promis'd  well.    His  Parents  were  moft  honeft. 
And  lerv'd  my  Father  juftly  in  their  Truft. 
Then  as  his  Fortunes  grew,  when  I  was  Confiil, 
And  went  againft  Jugurtha  into  uifrick, 
I  took  him  with  me  one  of  my  Lieutenants. 
*Twas  there  his  Pride  fii^ft  fliew'd  it  felf  in  A<Stlons, 
Opprefs'd  my  Friends,  and  robb'd  me  of  my  Honour. 

Cin.  The  Story's  famous.    Bafe  Ingratitude, 
DifTim.ulation,  Cruelty,  and  Pride, 
111  Manners,  Ignorance,  and  all  the  Ills 
Of  one  bafe  born,  in  Marius  are  join'd. 

Met.  Even  Age  can't  heal  the  Rage  of  his  Ambiti'oji. 
Six  times  the  Confurs  Office  has  he  born : 
How  well,  our  prefent  Difcords  bcft  declare. 
Yet  now  again,  when  Time  has  worn  him  low, 
Confum'd  with  Age,  and  by  Difeafes  prcis'd. 
He  courts  the  People  to  be  once  more  cholen, 
To  lead  the  "War  againft  King  Mithridates. 

Ant.  For  this  each  Day  he  rifes  with  the  Sun, 
And  in  t}\t  Field  o^  Mars  appears  in  Arms, 
Excelling  all  eur  Youth  in  warlike  Exercife: 
He  rides  and  tilts,  and  when  the  Prize  h'has  won. 
He  brings  it  back  with  Triumph  into  Rom4, 
And  there  prefents  it  to  the  fordid  Rabble  j 
Who  fhout  to  Heav'n,  and  cry.  Let  Marius  live. 

Met.  He  fliali  not  have  it,  by  the  Gods  he  iliall  not. 
There  is  a  Keman,  noble,  juft  and  valiant, 
Sylld's  his  Name,  fprung  from  the  ancient  Stock 
Of  the  Cornelii,  bred  froni's  Youth  in  War, 
FluflVd  with  Succefs,  and  of  a  Spirit  bold. 
And,  more  than  all,  hates  Marius,  ftill  has  croft 
His  Pride,  and  clouded  ev'n  h\s  brighteft -Triumphs: 
He's  Conful  now.     Then  let  us  all  refolve, 
And  fix  on  him,  to  check  this  Havocker, 
That  with  his  Kennel  of  the  Rabble  hunts 
Our  Senate  into  Holes,  and  inghts  our  Laws, 

Cin.  Agreed  for  Sylla. 
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All.  All  for  SylU. 

Met.  Nay, 
This  Monller  Marim,  who  has  us'd  me  thus, 
Ev'n  now  would  wed  his  Family  with  mine. 
And  asks  my  Daughters  for  his  hated  Off-fpring. 
But,  for  my  Wrongs,  Lavinia  fhall  be  SyUa's 
My  eldelt  born ;  her,  and  the  beft  of  all 
My  Fortune  I'll  confirm  on  him,  to  crufh  the  Pride 
Of  this  bafe-born,  hot-brain*d,  Plebeian  Tyrant. 

uint.  Now  Rome's  laft  Stake  of  Liberty  is  fet. 
And  muft  be  pufh'd  for  to  the  Teeth  of  Fortune. 

Cin.  Then  Gaius  Marias  fhall  not  have  the  Coofulfliip. 

Met.  No,  I  would  rather  be  Sulpitius  Slave, 
That  furious  headlong  Libertine  Sulpitius, 
That  mad  wild  Bull,  whom  Marius  lets  loofe 
On  each  occafion  when  he'd  make  Rome  feel  him. 
To  tofs  our  Laws  and  Liberties  i'th'  Air. 

-<4»/.  That  lawlefs  Tribune  theti  muft  be  reduced, 
Unhing'd  from  off  the  Power  that  holds  him  up, 
His  Band  of  full  fe  hundred  Romacn  Knights, 
All  in  their  Youth,  and  pamper'd  high  with  Riot, 
Which  he  his  Guard  againft  the  Senate  calls  j 
Tall  wild  young  Men,  and  fit  for  glorious  Mifchiefe. 

Met.  Fear  nothing ;  let  but  SyUa  once  have  Pow'r, 
And  then  fee  how  like  Day  he'll  break  upon  *em, 
And  fcatter  all  thofe  Goblins  of  the  Night, 
Confufion's  Night  j  where  in  the  dark  Diforders 
Of  a  divided  State,  Men  "know  not  where 
Or  how  to  waHc,  for  tear  they  lofe  their  way. 
And  ftumble  upon  Ruin.     Mark  the  Race 
OfSylWs  Lrfe^  obferv^  but  what  has  paJl, 
How  flill  he'as  born  ^  Face  againft  this  Marius, 
And  kept  an  equal  ftretch  with  him  for  Glory. 

Of).  He'as  in  the  Capitol  an  Image  fet 
Of  Gold,  in  honour  of  his  own  Atchievement  j 
Wherein's  defcrib'd  how  the  Ntimidian  King 
Gave  up  Jugurthft  Prifoner  to  Sylla, 
And  all  in  fpite  of  Marins.     Oh  now. 
If  you  are  truly  Raman  Nobles,  wake. 
Retime  your  Rights,  and  keep  your  Sylln  Conful. 

1 4  Course, 
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Courage,  Nobility,  and  innate  Honour, 
Juftice  unbyafs'd,  the  true  Roman  Spirit, 
Prefence  of  Mind,  and  refblute  Performance 
Meet  all  in  SylU. 

Met.  Let's  agree  for  Sylla. 

AllAWiorSylU.  [Exmnt . 

Enter  Marius  Senior,  Marlus  Junior,  and  Granius. 
Mar.  Sen.  There  Romes  Daemons  go. 
Like  Witches  in  ill  Weather,  in  this  Storm 
AndTempeft  of  the  State  they  meet  in  Corners 
And  urge  Deftruftion  higher :  For  this  end       ' 
They've  rais'd  their  Imp,  their  dear  Familiar  SylU, 
To  crofs  my  Way  and  Hop  my  Tide  of  Glory, 
in  am  Cains  Marius,  if  Fm  he 
That  brought  Jugmtha  chain'd  in  Triumph  hither; 
Jf  I  am  he  that  led  Romes  Armies  out, 
Spent  all  my  Years  in  Toil  and  cruel  War, 
Chill'd  my  warm  Youth  in  cold  and  Winter-Camps 
Till  I  brought  fettled  Peace  and  Plenty  home 
Made  her  the  Court  and  Envy  of  the  Worlds' 
Why  does  fhe  ufe  me  thus? 

Mar.  Jun.  Bccaufe  fhe's  rul'd 
By  lazy  Drones  that  feed  on  others  Labours 
And  fatten  with  the  Fruits  they  never  toil'd  for- 
Old  gouty  Senators  of  crude  Minds  and  Brains  ' 
liiat  always  are  fermenting  Mifchief  up 

And  ftyle  their  private  Malice  publick  Safety - 

^  ^.?^-  ^"^  difcontented  Villain  leads  a  State 

ToMadnefs.    There's  that  Bell-wether  of  Mutiny 

And  damn  d  Sedition,  Cmna,  of  a  Life 

And  Manners  fordid^  one  whofe  Gain'^  his  God  ; 

And  to  that  curfcd  tzidi  he'^  facrifice 

His  Country's  Honour,  Liberty,  or  Peace  • 

Nay,  had  he  any,  ev'n  his  very  Gods. 

Mar.  Sen.  H'as  taken  Rome  even  in  fh^  r.\n^a  w     . 
And  eaaiy  debauch'd  her  to  his  end^  ^'  ""'"'^  ^'^^""'"' 
When  f>re  was  over-cloyed  with  Happinefs, 
Wantonly  UX.  and  longing  after  cLgt 
^or  SylU  too,  a  Boy,  a  Woman's  Play-thin^ 
She  has  re linquin.'d  me,  and  flouts  ly  Agl] 
^onRmt  ili  Fortune  wait  upon  her  fo/v  ^^^ 
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And  wreck  her  Fate  as  low  as  firfl:  I  found  it. 

When  it  lay  trembling  like  a  hunted  Prey, 

And  hungry  Ruin  had  it  in  the  Wind  ; 

When  barbarous  Nations,  of  a  Race  unknown. 

From  undifcovcr'd  Northern  Regions  came. 

To  lay  her  wafte,  and  fweep  her  from  the  Eartlu 

Till  I,  I  Marius  rofe,  the  Soul  of  all 

The  hope  (h'had  left,  and  with  unwearied  Toil, 

Dangers  each  Hour,  and  never-fleeping  Care, 

(A  burtfien  for  a  God)  oppos'd  my  felf 

'"Twixt  her  and  Defolation,  gorg'd  the^  Maw 

Of  Death  with  flaughter'd  numbers  of  her  Foes, 

Reftor'd  her  Peace,  and  made  her  Name  rcnown'd. 

Mar.  Jm.  The  Glory  of  that  War  muft  be  remember  d. 
When  ^mt,  like  her  old  Mother  Troy,  fhall  lie 

In  Allies Full  three  hundred  thoufand  Men, 

All  Sons  of  Fortune,  born  and  bred  in  Fields, 
Whofe  Trade  was  War,  and  Camps  their  Habitation, 
Hung  like  a  Swarm  of  Mifchicfs  on  the  Hills 
OHtaly,  and  threatned  Fate  to  Europe. 

Gran.  They  came  in  Tribes,  as  if  to  take  Pofleliion, 
And  feem'd  a  People  whom  the  Hand  of  Fate 
Had  fcourg'd  by  Famine  from  a  barren  Land ; 
Of  Vifage  foul  and  ugly,  pinch'd  and  chapp'd 
By  bitter  Frofts  and  Winter- V/inds  3  yet  fierce 
As  hungry  Lyons  of  the  Defart. 
Their  Wives  with  Loads  of  Children  at  their  Backs, 
Bold  manly  Hags,  whom  Shame  had  long  forfook. 
And  vagrant  living  had  inur'd  to  111, 
Followed  in  Troops  Ukc  Furies. 

Mar.  Jm.  And  all  was  done  too  v/hen  that  DoltMf/e//«i 
Shrank  like  a  Worm,  and  SyiU  fcarce  was  heard  ot. 

M^ir.Sen   That  curft  M*/«//«^  ftill  has  been  my  Plague, 
And  ever  done  me  moft  deliberate  Wrong  \ 
Becaufe,  like  a  tame  Hawk,  I  fcorn'd  to  fly 
Juft  at  his  Qaarrics,  and  attend  his  Lure. 
Becaufe  I  ^rew  too  great  for  him  in  Wars, 
And  ferv'ti^his  Country  well,  he  hates  me.    Twice 
Have  I  ah-eady  otier'd  him  Alliance, 
And  ask'd  U-^^ma,  Mmm,  for  thy  Bed, 
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Beggary  catch  me  when  again  I  court  him. 
Why  figh'ft  thou,  Boy  ?  ftill  at  th'  unlucky  Name 
Of  that  Lavinia,  I  have  obferv'd  thee  thus 
With  thy  Looks  fix'd,  as  if  thy  Fate  had  feiz'd  thee. 

Mar.Jm.  Why  did  you  name Lav'mU?  would  Ihe'ad  ne'er 
Been  bom,  or  that  Metellus  had  not  got  her. 

Mar.  Sen.  Forget  her,  Marius-y  (he's  a  dainty  Bit, 
A  delicate  for  none  but  Sylla's  tafte. 
The  Fav'rite  Sylla,  tW  Idol  that's  fet  up 
To  blaft  thy  Hopes  and  cloud  thy  Father's  Glories*. 
Confider  that,  my  Marius,  and  forget  her. 

Mar.Jm.  Forget  her?  Oh !  (he'as  Beauty  might  cnfnare 
A  Conqueror's  Soul,  and  make  him  leave  his  Crowns 
At  random  to  be  fcuffled  for  by  Slaves. 
Forget  her?  Oh!  teach  me  (great  Parent)  teach  mcj 
Read  me  each  Day  a  Lcfture  of  the  Wrongs 
Done  you  by  that  inglorious  Patrician, 
Till  my  Heart  know  no  Longings  but  Revenge, 
And  quite  forget  Lavinia  e'er  dwelt  there. 
Methinks  'twould  not  be  hard,  e'en  midft  the  Senate, 
To  jftrikc  this  through  him  in  his  Conful's  Chair, 
Tumble  him  thence,  and  mount  it  in  his  ftcad. 

Mar.  Sen.  Oh!  name  not  him  and  Confulfhip  together  : 
SyVa  and  Conful?  fct  'em  far  apart 
As  Eaft  from  Weft,  for  as  they  now  are  met. 
It  bodes  Confufion,  Rome,  to  thee  and  thine. 

Gran.  Fd  rather  fee  Rome  but  one  Funeral  Pile, 
And  all  her  People  quitting  her  like  Bees, 
Driven  by  Sulphur  from  their  Hives  j 
Much  rather  fee  her  Senators  in  Chains 
Dragg'd  through  the  Streets  to  Death,and  Skves  madeLords, 
Than  lee  that  vain  prefumptuous  Upftart's  Pride 
Succeed  to  lead  the  Armies  you  have  bred. 

Mar.  Sen.  'Tis  fuch  a  Wrong  as  even  tortures  Thought, 
That  v/e  who've  been  her  Champion  forty  Years, 
Fought  all  her  Battels  with  renown'd  Succefs, 
Ar.d  never  loft  her  yet  a  Man  in  vain. 
Should,  now  her  nobleft  Fortune  is  at  Stake, 
AndMithridates  Sword  is  drawn,  be  thrown 
Afide,  like  ibme  old  broken  batter'd  Shield : 

T© 


o/Caivs  MarIus.       203 

To  fee  my  Laurels  wither  as  I  rufi." 
And  all  this  manag'd  by  the  curfed  Craft, 
Petulant  Envy,  and  malignant  Spight 
Of  that  old  barking  Senate's  Dog  Metellus. 
Stake  me,  juil  Gods,  with  Thunder  to  the  Earth, 
Lay  my  gray  Hairs  low  in  the  Cave  of  Death, 
Rather  than  live  in  mem'ry  of  fuch  Shame. 

Gran.  Perilh  Metellus  tirft,  and  all  his  Race. 

Mar.  Sen,  There  fpoke  the  Soul  of  Marita.  By  theliead 

]  hate  him  worfe  than  Famine  or  Difeafes. 

Perifh  his  Family,  let  inveterate  Hate 

Commence  between  our  Houfes  from  this  moment  j 

And  meeting  never  let  'em  Bloodlefs  part. 

Go,  Grantus,  bid  Sulptius  ftraight  be  ready 

To  meet  me  with  his  Guards  upon  the  Forum. 

By  all  the  Gods,  Til  chace  the  Daemon  out. 

That  rages  thus  in  Rome ;  or  let  her  Blood 

To  that  degree,  'till  fhe  grow  tame  enough 

To  tremble  at  the  Rod  of  my  Revenge. 

Why  didft  not  thou  applaud  me  for  the  Thought, 

Take  m'in  thy  Arms,  and  cherilli  my  old  Heart? 

T  had  been  a'lucky  Omen.     Art  thou  dumb  ? 

Mar.  J-nn.  As  dumb  as  folemn  Sorrow  ought  to  be« 
Could  my  Griefs  fpeak,  the  Tale  would  have  no  end. 
Muft  I  refolve  to  hate  Metellus  Race, 
Yet  know  Lavinia  took  her  Being  thence  ? 
La'vima!  Oh!  there's  Mufick  in  the  Name 
That  foftning  me  to  infant  Tendemefs, 

Makes  my  Heart  Spring  like  the  lirft  leaps  of  Life. 

Mar.  Sen.  Then  thou  art  loft :  If  thou  art  Man  and  Roman, 

If  thou  haft  Virtue  in  thee,  or  canft  prize 

Thy  Father's  Honour,  fcorn  her  like  a  Slave. 

Hell!  Love  her?  Damn  her:  There's  Metellus  in  her. 

In  every  Line  of  her  bewitching  Face, 

There's  a  Refemblance  tells  whofe  Brood  {he  came  of. 

I'd  rather  fee  thee  in  a  Brothel  trapt, 

And  bafely  wedded  to  a  Ruffian's  Whore, 

Than  thou  fhouldft  think  to  taint  my  Generous  Blood 

With  the  bafe  Paddle  of  that  o'er-fed  Gown-man. 

iMvmia  ?  —  llAr, 
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Mar.  Jm.  Yes,  Lavinia:  Is  fhc  not 
As  harmlels  as  the  Turtle  ot  the  Woods? 
Fair  as  the  Summer-Beauty  of  the  Fields  ? 
As  opening  Flow'rs  untainted  yet  with  Winds, 
The  Pride  of  Nature,  and  the  Joy  of  Senfe  ? 
Why  firf^  did  you  bewitch  meelfeto  weakncfs? 
When  from  the  Sacrifice  we  came  together. 
And  as  by  her's  our  Chariot  drove  along, 
Thele  were  your  Words;  That,  Marius,  that  is  fhe 
That  muft  give  Happinefs  to  thee  and  Rome, 
Confirming  in  thy  Arms  my  wifh'd-for  Peace 
With  old  Metellusy  and  break  Sylliis  Heart. 
Mar.  Sen.  Then  fhe  was  charming. 
Mar.  Jm.  Oh !  I  found  her  fo. 
I  lookt  and  gaz'd,  and  never  mifsd  my  Heart, 
It  ?itd^  fo  pleafingly  away.     But  now 
My  Soul  is  all  Lavi/iia's,  now  fhe's  fixt 
Firm  in  my  Heart  by  fecret  Vows  made  there, 
Th'  indeHble  Records  of  Faithful  Love. 
You'd  have  me  hate  her.  Can  my  Nature  change  ? 

Create  me  o'er  again and  I  may  be 

That  haughty  Mafter  of  my  felf  you'd  have  me  : 
But  as  I  am,  the  Slave  of  flrong  Defires, 
That  keep  me  ftruggling  under  j  though  I  fee 
The  hopelefs  ilate  of  my  unhappy  Love  5 
W^ith  Torment,  like  a  itubborn  Slave  that  lies 
Chain'd  to  the  Floor,  ftretch'd  helplefs  on  his  Back, 
1  look  to  Liberty,  and  break  my  Heart. 

Mar.  Sea.  Has  fhe  yet  heard  your  Love,  or  granted  hers? 
_  Mar.  Jtm.  If  Eyes  may  fpeak  the  Language  of  the  Heait, 
\i  tend'reft  Glances,  Sighs  and  fudden  BiufiiCs 
May  be  interpreted  for  Love  in  one 
So  Young,  fo  Fair,  and  Innocent  as  flie, 

Our  Souls  can  ne'er  be  Strangers. 

Mar.  Sen.  No  more:  I'll  have  Lavinia  mm'd  no  more. 
When  next  thou  nam'ft,  her  [let  it  be  with  Infamy. 
Tell  me,  ih'as  whor'd  or  fled  her  Father's  Houfe 
With  Ibme  courfe  Slave  t' a  fecret  Ceil  of  Lull, 
And  thea  I'H  blefs  thfe. 

Mar: 


^/Caius  Marius.       2©? 

Mar.Jm,  Ifhallobey.  Gods,  from  your  Skies  look  down. 
And  find  kke  me  one  wretched  if  you  can. 
No,  Sir,  ril  fpeak  that  hateful  Name  no  more. 
But  be  as  Curft  as  you  can  wifh  your  Son. 
Enter  Sulpitius. 

hUr.  Sen.  Oh  Sulpitius! 
Thou  darling  of  m'  Ambition,  art  thou  come  ? 
What  News? 

Sulp.  I've  left  a  Prefent  at  your  Houfe, 
The  Head  of  a  Metellhs,  a  gay,  tall, 
Young  thing,  that  was  in  time  t'have  been  a  Lord, 
But  he's  but  Worm's  meat  now. 

Mar.  Sen.  My  beft  Sulpitius, 
Thou  always  comfort'ft  me.     See  here  a  Man, 
A  Stranger  to  my  Blood  as  well  as  Fortune  ^ 
But  mieerly  of  his  choice  my  Honour's  Friend ; 
What  mighty  things  would  he  not  do  for  mc  ? 
Could'ft  thou,  when  Honour  call'd  thee,  whine  for  Love  ?— 

Sulp.  How  ?  my  young  Son  of  War  in  Lov^e  ?  v/ith  whom  ? 

Mar.Jun.  A  Woman,  Sir.— I  muft  not  fpeak  her  Name, 

Sulp.  If  it  be  hopelefs  Love,  ufe  generous  Means, 
And  lay  a  kinder  Beauty  to  the  Wound. 
Take  in  a  new  Infection  to  the  Heart, 
And  the  rank  Poyfon  of  the  old  will  die. 

Mar.  Jun.  A  Plantane-Leaf  is  excellent  for  that, 

Sulp.  For  what  ? 

Mar.Jun,  For  broken. ^hins. 

Sulp.  Why  ?  art  thou  mad  ? 

Mar.  Jun.  No:  Mad,  bur  bound  more  than  a  Mad- matt  is, 
Confin'd  to  Limits,  kept  without  my  Food . 

Whipt  and  tormented, Prit-hee  do  not  wake  me  j 

Let  me  dream  en 

Sulp.  Oh !  the  fmall  Queen  of  Fairies 
Is  bufie  in  his  Brains  5  the  Mc'.b  that  comes 
Drawn  by  a  little  Team  of  fmalleft  Atoms 
Over  Men's  Nofes  as  they  lie  aileep, 
In  a  Chariot  of  an  empty  Hazel-nut 
Made  by  a  Joyner-Squirrel :  in  which  State 
She  gallops  Night  by  Night  through  Lovers  Brains;' 
And  then  hov/  wickedly  they  dream,  aU  know, 

Some- 
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Sometimes  (Tie  courfes  o'er  a  Courtier'^  Nofe, 

And  then  he  dreams  of  begging  an  Eftate. 

Sometimes  fhe  hurries  o'er  a  Soldier's  Neck, 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  Throats; 

Of  Breaches,  Ambufcado's,  tempered  Blades, 

Of  good  rich  Winter-quarters,  and  falfe  MuftcK. 

Sometimes  fhe  tweaks  a  Poet  by  the  Ear, 

And  then  dreams  he 

Of  F^negyricks  flatt'ring  Dedications, 

And  mighty  Prefents  from  the  Lord  knows  who. 

But  wakes  as  empty  as  he  laid  him  down. 

She  has  been  with  SylU  too,  and  he  dreams  now 

Of  nothing  but  a  Confulfhip. 

Mar.  Sen.  A  Rattle ! 
Give  the  fantaftick  giddy  Boy  a  Rattle  j 
The  Puling  Fondling  fhould  not  want  a  Play-thing. 
AConfuimip? 

Snip,  By  all  the  Gods,  he'll  fhake  it. 
H'as  drawn  a  Force  from  Cafuft  here  to  Komey 
As  if  he  meant  Deftrudion  or  Succefs : 
The  Rabble  too  are  drunk  v/ith  him  already. 

Mar.  Sen.  Alarm  all  our  Citizens  to  Arms 
That  are  my  Friends.     Draw  you  your  Guards  together. 
And  take  Poffeflion  of  the  Forum.    Thou, 
Inglorious  Boy,  behold  my  Face  no  more, 
Till  thou'ft  done  fomething  worthy  of  my  Name. 

Mar.  Jm.  Firft  perifh  Kome,  and  all  I  hold  moft  dear. 
Rather  than  let  me  feel  my  Father's  Hate 

Mar.  Sen.  Why,  that's  well  faid 

Sulp.  My  Troops  are  all  together, 
All  ready  on  the  Forum :  But  the  Heav'ns 
Play  Tricks  with  us.    Our  Enfigns,  as  they  flood 
Difplay'd  before  our  Troops,  took  Fire  untouch'd, 
And  burnt  to  Tinder. 

Three  Ravens  brought  their  young  ones  in  th€  Streets, 
Devouring  'em  before  the  People's  Eyes, 
Then  bore  the  Garbage  back  into  their  Nefts. 
A  noife  of  Trumpets  rattling  in  the  Air 
Was  heiird,  and  dreadfwi  Cries  of  dying  Men. 

M^r. 
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Mar.  Sen.  It  was  the  Roman  Genrus,  that  thus  warns 
Me,  her  old  Friend,  not  to  let  flip  my  Fate. 
Ambition !  Oh,  Ambition !  If  IVe  done 

For  thee  things  great  and  well fhall  Fortune  now 

Forfake  me? 

Hark  thee,  Stdpttlus,  if  it  come  to  ^ows, 

Let  not  a  Hair  of  that  Metdlus  'fcape  thee. 

Who'd  flrip  my  Age  of  its  moft  dear-bought  Honours. 

Elfe  why  have  I  thus  buftled  in  the  World, 

Through  various  and  uncertain  Fortunes  hurFd, 

But  to  be  Great,  unequall'd  and  alone?  9 

Which  only  he  can  be  who  ftill  fpurs  on  > 

As  fwift  at  laft  as  when  he  firft  begun [Exemt^ 
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^nter  Metellus  and  Nurfi. 

Met.X  Cannot  reft  to  Night :  Ill-boding  Thoaghts 

1  Have  chas'd  foft  Sleep  from  my  unfettkd  Brains. 
This  feems  L/^vmia's  Chaml-)er,  and  (he  up. 
Reft  too  to  Night  has  been  a  Stranger  here, 
Lavinia!  My  Daughter,  hoa?  Where  art  thou? 

Nurfe.  Now  by  my  Maiden-head  (at  twelve  Years  «ld 
I  had  one,) 
Come,  what  Lamb?  What,  Lady-bird?  Gods  forbid, 
Where's  this  Girl  Lavinia  ? 

Inter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  How  now?  Who  calls? 

Nurfe.  Your  Father,  Child. 

Lnv.  Tm  here.    Your  Lordfhip's  Pleafure. 

Met.  Why  up  at  this  unlucky  time  of  Night, 
When  nought  but  loathfom  Vermine  are  abroad, 
Or  Witches  gathering  poisonous  Herbs  for  Spells 
By  the  pale  Light  of  the  cold  waning  Moon  ? 

Lav.  Alas !  I  could  not  fl^ep :  In  a  fad  Dream 
Methought  I  faw  one  (landing  by  my  Bed, 
To  warn  me  I  (hould  have  a  care  of  Sleep, 

For  'twould  be  baneful 

'  '-  -  Met, 
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Met.  Dreams  give  Children  Fears. 
Lav.  At  which  I  rofc  from  my  uneafie  Pillows, 
And  to  my  Clofet  went,  to  pray  the  Gods 
T' avert  th' unlucky  Omen. 

Met.  Twas  well  done. 
Nurfe,  give  us  leave  a  while :  I  mufl:  impart 
Something  to  my  Lavinia.    Yet  ftay, 
And  hear  it  too.    Thou  know'ft  Lavinia's  Age. 
Nurfe.  Faith,  I  know  her  AgQ  to  an  Hour. 
Met.  She's  bare  fixteen. 

Nurfe.  V\\  lay  fixteen  of  my  Teeth  of  it  j  and  yet  no 
Difparagement,  I  have  but  fix,  (he's  not  fixteen.  How 
long  is't  now  fince  Marius  triumph'd  laft ! 

Met.  No  matter,  Woman ;  what's  that  to  thee  ? 
Nurfe.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  Days  in  the  Year,  fince  Ma- 
rius  enter'd  Rome  in  Triumph,  'tis  now  even  thirteen 
Years.  Young  Marius  then  too  was  but  a  Boy.  My 
Lais  and  fhe  were  both  of  an  Age,  Well,  Lais  is  in  Hap- 
pinefs,  fhe  was  too  good  for  me.  Bat  as  I  was  faying, 
a  Month  hence  ilne'll  be  fixteen.  'Tis  fince  Marius  tiC 
umph'd  now  full  thirteen  Years,  and  then  fhe  was  wean- 
ed.    Sure  I  fhall  never  forget  it  of  all  Days. Upon 

that  Day  (for  I  had  then  laid  Wormfeed  to  my  Breafl, 
fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove-houfe-wali)  my  Lady 
and  you  were  at  the  Show.     Nay,   I  do  bear  a  Brain' 1 
But,  as  I  faid  before,  when  it  did  tafie  the  Wormfeed  on 
my  Nipple,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  Fool !   to  fee  it  tea- 
ch y  and  fall  out  with  the  Nipple.    Shout,  quo'  the  Peo- 
ple in  the  Streets.    'Twas  no  need,  I  trow,  to  bid  me 
trudge.     And  fince  that  time  it  is  thirteen  Years  j  and 
then  fhe  could  fland  alone,  nay,   fhe  could  run  and  wad- 
dle all  about:    For  juft  the  Day  before   fhe  broke  her 
Forehead,  and  then  my  Husband  (Peace  be  with  him,  he 
was  a  merry  Man}  took  up  the  Baggage.     Ay,  quo''  he, 
dofl  thou  fall  upon  thy  Face.?  Thou  wilt  falJ  backward 
when  thou  haft  more  Witj  wilt  thou  not,  Vimyr  and  by 
my  Fackins,  the  pretty  Chit  left  Crying,  and  faid.  Ay.---. 
I  warrant  and  I  fliould  live  a  thoufand  Years,  I  never 
ihoiild  forget  it.      Wilt  thou  not,    Vinny,  quo'  he 3   and 
f  retry  Fool,  it  flopt,  and  faid,  Ay. 

Mef> 
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Met.  Enough  of  this  j  ftop  thy  impertinent  Chat. 

Nt^rfe.  Yes,  my  Lord ;   Yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh," 

to  think  it  (hould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  Ay. And  yet 

in  Sadnefs  it  had  a  Bump  on  its  Brow  as  big  as  a  Cock- 
rirs  Stone,  a  parlous  Knock,  and  it  cry'd  bitterly.  Ay, 
quo'  my  Husband,  fall'ft  upon  thy  Face  ?  thou  wilt  fall 
liackward  when  thou  com'ft  to  Age,  wilt  thou  not  Vin- 
ny  ?  Look  you  now,  it  ftinted,  and  faid,  Ay 

Met.  Intolerable  trifling  Goflip,  Peace. 

Nurfe,  Wdlj  thou  waft  the  pretty 'ft  Babe  that  e'er  I 
Nurft.  Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  marry'd  once,  I 
fhould  be  happy.    It  ftinted,  and  faid.  Ay 

Met.  What  think  you  then  of  iMarriage,  my  Luiin'm  f 
It  was  the  Subjedl  that  I  came  to  treat  of. 

Lav.  It  is  a  thing  I  have  not  dreamt  of  yet. 

Nurfe.  Thing  ?  the  thing  of  Marriage  ?  were  I  not  thy 
Nurfe,  I  would  fwear  thou  hadft  fucked  thy  Wifdom  from 
thy  Teat.     The  thing? 

Met  Think  of  it  now  then,  for  I  come  to  make 
Propofals  may  be  worthy  of  your  Wiflies. 
They  are  for  Sylla,  the  young,  the  gay,  the  handfome, 
Noble  in  Birrh  and  Mind,  the  valiant  SylU. 

Nurfe.  A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  luch  a  Man  as  all 
the  World why,  he's  a  Man  of  Wax. 

Met.  Confider,  Child,  my  Hopes  are  all  in  thee. 
And  now  old  Age  gains  Ground  lb  faft  upon  me, 
'Mongft  all  its  fad  Infirmities,  my  Fears 
Foi  thee  are  not  the  fmalleft. 
Therefore  I've  made  Alliance  with  this  Sylta^ 
A  high-born  Lord,  and  of  the  nobleft  Hopes 
That  J^ome  can  boaft,  to  give  thee  to  his  Armsj 
So  in  the  Winter  of  my  Age  to  find 
Reft  from  all  worldly  Cares,  and  kind  rejoycing 
In  the  warm  Sunfhine  of  thy  Happinefs. 

Lav.  If  Happinefs  be  feated  in  Content, 
Or  that  my  being  blefs'd  can  make  you  £0, 
Let  me  implore  it  on  my  Knees.    I  am 
Your  only  Child,  and  ftill,  through  all  the  Courfe 
Of  my  paft  Life  have  been  obedient  too: 
And  as  you've  ever  been  a  loving  Parent, 

And 
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And  bred  me  up  with  watchful  tender'/l  Care, 
Which  never  cofl:  me  hitherto  a  Tearj 
"Name  not  that  Sylla  any  more,  ind;ed 
I  cannot  love  him. 
Met.  Why? 
Utn/.  Indeed  I  cannot. 
Met,  Oh  early  Difobedience !  by  the  Gods, 
Debauch'd  already  to  her  Sex's  Folly, 
Pcrverfenefs,  and  untoward  head-ilrong  Will! 

Zmj.  Think  me  not  foj  I  gladly  fhall  fubmit 
To  any  thing  j  nay  muft  fubmit  t04ill : 
Yet  think  a  little,  or  you  fell  my  Peace. 
The  Rites  of  Marriage  are  of  mighty  moment: 
And  fhould  you  violate  a  thing  £o  ficred 
Into  a  lawful  Rape,  and  load  my  Soul 
With  hateful  Bonds,  which  never  can  grow  ealfe 
How  miferable  am  I  like  to  i^?  ' 

Met.  Has  then  feme  other  taken  up  your  Heart? 
And  banifh'd  Duty  as  an  Exile  thence  ? 
What  fenfual  lewd  Companion  of  the  Night 
Have  you  been  holding  Converfation  with, 
From  open  Windows  at  a  Midnight  Hour,' 
When  your  loofe  Wifhes  would  not  let  you  fleep^^ 

Lftv.  If  I  fhould  love,  is  that  a  Fault  in  #ne 
So  young  as  I  ?  I  cannot  guefs  the  Caufc, 
But  when  you  firft  mm'd  SylU  for  my  Li>ve 
My  Heart  fhrunk  back  as  if  you'd  done  it  wron?- 

If  I  did  love,  I'd  tell  you if  I  durft. 

Oh  Marlus ! 
Met,  Hah! 

Lav.  Twas  Mctrins,  Sir,  I  nam'd, 
That  Enemy  to  you  and  all  your  Houfe. 
Twas  an  unlucky  Omen  that  he  firft 
Demanded  me  in  Marriage  for  his  Son. 
Yet,  Sir,  believe  me,  I  as  foon  could  wed 
That  Marms,  whom  IVe  caufe  to  hate,  as  Sylh 

r^J^A  -^^  "^t'l '   u^  '"/^'  ^°^''  '^^^"  make' me  mad 
That  daily,  nightly,  hourly,  every  way  ' 

My  care  has  been  to  make  thy  Fortune  high  • 

And  having  now  provided  thee  a  Ltord  ' 

Of 


^Caius  Marius.        1.IJ 

of  nobleft  Parentage,  of  fair  Demefhs, 

Early  in  Fame,  youthful,  and  well  ally'd. 

In  every  thing  as  Thought  could  wifh  a  Mia, 

To  have  at  laft  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 

A  whining  Suckling,  ignorant  of  her  Good, 

To  anfwer,  Til  not  voed,  I  cannot  love. 

If  thou  art  mine  refolve  upon  Compliance, 

Or  think  no  more  to  reft  beneath  my  Roofs. 

Go,  try  thy  risk  in  Fortune's  barren  Field, 

Graze  where  thou  ivilt,  but  think  no  more  of  me, 

'Till  thy  Obedience  welcome  thy  Return. 

Lav.  Will  you  then  quite  caft  off  your  ipooT  Lawnri%? 
And  turn  me  like  a  Vagrant  out  of  Doors, 
To  wander  up  and  down  the  Streets  of  Rome, 
And  beg  my  Bread  with  Sorrow-?  Gan  I  bear 
The  proud  and  hard  Revilings  of  a  Slave, 
Fat  with  his  Mafter's  Plenty,  when  I  -ask 
A  little  Pity  for  my  phiching  Wants  ? 
Shall  I  endure  the  Cold,  wet,  windy  Night, 
To  leek  a  Shelter  under  dropping  Eves, 
A  Porch  my  Bed,  a  Tkrefhold  for  my  Pillow, 
Shivering  and  ftarv'd  for  want  of  Warmth  and  Food, 
S weird  with  my  Sighs,  and  aJmoft  choak'd  withfTears? 
Muft  I  at  the  uncharitable  Gates 
Of  proud  great  Men  implore  Relief  in  vain  ? 
Muft  I,  your  poor  Lavinia,  bear  all  this, 
Becaufe  I  am  not  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 
Or  cannot  bve  according  to  your  liking? 

Met.  Art  thou  not  MiSrefs  of  thy  Heart  then,? 
Lav.  No} 
Tis  given  away. 
Met.  To  whom  ? 
Lav.  I  dare  not  tell. 
But  I'll  endeavour  ftrangely  to  forget  him, 
If  you'll  forget  but  Sylla. 
Met.  Thou  doft  well. 
Conceal  his  Name  if  thou'dft  preferve  his  Life. 
For  if  there  be  a  Death  in  Rome  that  might 
Be  bought,  it  {hould  not  mife  him.    From  this  Hour    • 
Curft  be  thy  Purpofes,  moft  curft  thy  Love. 

And 
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And  if  thou  marry'ft,  in  thy  Wedding-Night 
May  all  the  Curfes  of  an  injur'd  Parent 
tall  thick,  and  bkft  the  Blefllngs  of  thy  Bed 

X^i;.  What  have  you  done?  alas!  Sir,  as  you  fpoke' 
Methought  the  Fury  of  your  Words  took  p/ace. 
Go  e  t'"t  ""^  ^"""'^  ^'^^  Lightning,  dead  within  me. 
I.  there'no  Pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds  ^^"'  ""''^''^ 

That  itts  into  the  Bottom  of  my  Grief? 

Tin^n  T^T'^f^^""  ^^"^^  P^^^^^e  Stratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  Subjeft  as  my  felf  J  ^ 

What  %'ft  thou?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  Toy? 

x'^  ?T/°'^'  ^"^^^'  '■"  ^^is  Extremity, 
thif  dS  n^'''^'  '"'^  '^'"''^  ^"'  "^^'^  «"^' ^  '0^5  ^y  Life, 
for  .n  .t       xT^r'  '"  "^'""^  W^g  i"  ^'"^  young  Dayl 

and&.  H^K  "'u^''''^^''  ^^>'  ^"^  then^^//^'s  Nofe 
fDark^e  .n?f  .^"  ^^^"  ^^^'"^^'s  Eye  again  !  how  'twill 
?Ho  f  K  Jr?^^"'  '"^  "°^^'  ^"^  ^^^^  ?  But  to  fee  ^//^ 
aHorfe-back!  but  to  fee  M^n«.  walk  or  dance !  fuch  a 
Leg  fuch  a  Foot  fuch  a  Shape,  fuch  a  Motion.  Ah  a-- 
tleMa^  '  ""^  '^"'^  be  the  Man,  and  (hall  be 

And  knows^not  yet  the  Follies  of  my  Love : 

m}"\^,  ^""''^  perhaps  may  fco'rn  and  hate  me. 
\c.T%       '  ^^\  ^""^  '  '"^^'  unmannerly,  ill-bred  Fel= 

a^t*  hi^'  I  ""'  '^f  ^^^^^^^  °^  ^°"^^^fi^  ^   but,  ril  wa, 
rant  him    as  gentle  as  a  Lamb.    Go  thy  ways    Ch-ld 

tll2r''  '^"^^  '  ''''''''  -  °^^  M-'  android  Men 
they  fay  will  take  care.    But  a  young  Man!   Girl    ah^  a 

IhXlX'  ^'"^^^  ^  ^''''  ''''  -^  young  Mk  and 
Nurfe  ttr  r  f  ^°"J^  ^^'"-  W^^^-'  ^  ^'^'  bee^  thy 
f^d  for  ^1     r''f  ^''l''    ^"^   ^  ^°"'^  knew  what^s 

rJr^'  ^""'i^'    O^-'  Ay  —  a  young  Man  ! 

Lav.  Now  pnthee  leave  me  to  my  felf  a  while. 

iTis  hardly  yet  within  two  Hours  of  Day.       ^'""  ''''^'' 

Sad  Nights  Icem  long m  down  into  the  Garden 

The  Qiieen  of  Night  v^'irucn. 

Shines 
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Shines  fair  with  all  her  Virgin-flars  about  her. 

Not  one  amongft  'em  all  a  Friend  to  me : 

Yet  by  their  Light  a  while  I'll  guide  my  Steps, 

And  think  what  courfe  my  wretched  State  mull  take. 

Oh,  Mariui!  [Zxit  Lavinia: 

S'CENE    II.     ^  walled  Garden  belonging  U 
MetellusV  Houfe, 

Inter  Marius  junior. 

Mar.  Jm.  How  vainly  have  I  fpent  this  idle  Night! 
Even  Wine  can't  heal  the  ragings  of  my  Love. 
This  iurc  fhould  be  the  Manfion  o{  Lavinia  y 
For  in  fuch  Groves  the  Deities  firfl  dwelt. 
Can  I  go  forward  when  my  Heart  \s  here? 
Turn  back,  dull  Earth,  and  find  thy  Centre  out. 

[Enters  the  Careen, 
Inter  Granius  and  Sulpitius. 

Gr^.  This  way he  went Why,  hiarius!   Bro- 
ther Marius! 

Sulp.  Perhaps  he's  wife,  and  gravely  gone  to  Bed. 
There's  not  fo  weak  a  Drunkard  as  a  Lover  ^ 
One  Bottle  to  his  Lady's  Health  quite  addles  him. 

Gra.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  Orchard-wall. 
Call,  good  Sulpitius. 

Sulp.  Nay,  rii  conjure  too. 
Why,  Manus!  Humours!  PalTion!  mad-man.  Lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Sigh. 
Speak  but  one  Word,  and  I  am  fatisfy'd. 
He  hears  not,  neither  Hirs  he  yet.     Nay  then 
1  conjure  thee  by  bright  Lavinia  s  Eyes, 
By  her  high  Forehead,  and  her  Scarlet  Lip, 
By  her  fine  Foot,  lirait  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh, 
And  the  Demeihs  that  there  adjacent  lye, 
That  in  thy  likenels  thou  appear  to  us. 

Gra.  Hold,  good  Sulpitius,  this  will  anger  him 

Snip.  This  cannot  anger  him.    'Twould  anger  him 
To  raiie  a  Spirit  in  his  Lady's  Arms, 
[Till  fhe  jiad  laid  and  charm'd  it  down  again. 

Gra. 
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Gran.  Let's  goi  he  has  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  Trees, 
To  die  his  melancholick  Mind  in  Night : 
Blind  in  his  Love,  and  beft  befits  the  Dark. 

Sulp.  Pox  o'this  Love,  this  little  fcarecrow  Love, 
That  frights  Fools  with  his  painted  Bow  of  Lath  ' 
Out  of  their  feeble  Senfe. 

Grm,  Stop  there  ^ let's  leave  thteSubjea:  and  its  Slave  j 

Or  burn  Metellus'  Houfc  about  his  Ears. 

Sulp.  This  Morning  Sylla  means  to  enter  Rome: 
Your  Father  too  demands  the  Confuin-iip. 
Yet  now  when  he  fliou'd  think  of  cutting  Throats, 
Your  Brother's  loftj  loft  in  a  maze  of  Love, 
The  idle  Truantry  of  callow  Boys. 
I'd  rather  truft  my  Fortunes  with  a  Daw, 
That  hops  at  every  Butterflye  he  fees. 
Than  have  to  do  in  Honour  with  a  Man 

That  fells  his  Virtue  for  a  Woman's  Smiles [Exeunt. 

Enter  Marius  Junior  in  the  Garden. 
Mar,  Jm.  He  laughs  at  Wounds  that  never  felt  their 
fmart. 
What  Light  is  that  which  breaks  thro'  yonder  Shade? 

^,,,.  ,  [Lavinia/V^^e.B^tf<w». 

On !    tis  my  Love.  ' 

She  fecms  to  hang  upon  the  Cheek  of  Night, 
Fairer  than  Snow  upon  the  Raven's  Backj 
Or  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  JEthiofs  Ear. 
Were  (he  in  yonder  Sphere,  ihc'd  fhine  fo  bridit. 
That  Birds  would  fmg,  and  think  the  Day  were  breaking. 
Lav.  Ah  me!  ^ 

Mar.  Jm.  She  fpeaks. 
Oh!  fpeak  again,  bright  Angela  for  thou  art 
^  Glorious  to  this  Night,  as  Sun  at  Noon 
To  the  admiring  Eyes  of  gazing  Mortals, 
When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Air. 

Lav.O  Marius,  Marius!  wherefore  art  thou  Mmmf 
Utnj  thy  Family,  renounce  thy  Name: 
Or  If  thou  wilt  net,  be  but  fworn  my  Love. 
And  1 11  no  longer  call  Meteilus  Parent. 
May.  fun.  ShaH  I  hear  this,  aad  /et  keep  filcncc? 
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Lav.  No. 
*Tis  but  thy  Name  that  is  my  Enemy. 
Thou  wouJdfl  be  dill  thy  felt,  tho'  not  xMariuSy 
Belov'd  of  me,  and  charming  as  thou  art. 
What's  in  a  Name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 
Sy  any  other  Name  wou'd  fmell  as  fweet. 
So  Martus,  were  he  not  Mar'tus  caird. 
Be  ftill  as  dear  to  my  defiring  Eyes, 
Without  that  Title.    Marius,  lofe  thy  Name, 
And  for  that  Name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee. 
Take-all  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Jun.  At  thy  word  I  take  thee. 
Call  me  but  Thine,  and  Joys  will  fb  tranfport  me, 
I  ihall  forget  my  felf,  and  quite  be  changed. 

Lav.  Who  art  thou,  that  thus  hid  and  veil'd  in  Night, 
Haft  overhead  my  Follies.?) 

Mar.  Jun.  By  a  Name 
I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am. 

My  Name,  dear  Creature's  hateful  to  my  felf: 

Becaufe  it  is  an  Enemy  to  thee. 

Lav.  Marius?  how  cam'ft  thou  hither?  tell,  and  why? 
'^he  Orchard-walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb. 

And  the  place  Death,  confidering  who  thou  art, 

If  any  of  our  Family  here  find  thee. 

By  whofe  Diredions  didft  thou  find  this  place  ? 

Mar.  Jun,  By  Love,  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire. 

He  lent  me  Counfel,  and  I  lent  him  Eyes. 

I  am  no  Pilot  j  yet  wert  thou  as  far 

As  the  vaft  Shoar  wafh'd  by  the  fartheft  Sea, 

I'd  hazard  Ruin  for  a  Prize  fo  dear 

Lav.  Oh  Marius!  vain  are  all  fuch  Hopes  and  Wifhcs. 

The  Hand  of  Heav'n  has  thrown  a  Bar  between  us^, 

Our  Houfes  Hatred  and  the  Fate  of  R^me, 

Where  none  but  Sylla  muil  be  happy  now; 

All  bring  him  Sacrifices  of  fome  fort. 

And  I  muft  be  a  Vidim  to  his  Bed. 

To  Night  my  Father  broke  the  dreadful  Newsj 

And  when  I  urg'd  him  for  the  Right  of  Lioye, 

•He  threacen'd  me  to  baaiih  me  his  Houfe, 

"'  Naked 
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Naked  and  {hiftlefs  to  the  World.    Wouldft  thou, 
Marius,  receive  a  Beggar  to  thy  Bofbm  ? 

Mar.  Jm,  Oh!  were  my  Joys  but  fixt  upon  that  Point, 
I'd  then  fhake  Hands  with  Fortune,  and  be  Friendsj 
Thus  grafp  my  Happinefs,  embrace  it  thus, 
And  blefs  th'ill  turn  that  gave  thee  to  my  Arms. 

Zc{,v.  Thou  know'ft  the  Mark  of  Night  \^  on  my  Face, 
Elfe  fhould  I  blufh  for  what  thou'ft  heard  me  fpeak. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  Form  j  fain,  fain  deny 
The  things  I've  faid:  but  farcwel  all  fuch  Follies. 
Doft  thou  then  love?  I  know  thou'lt  fay  thou  doftj 
And  I  muft  take  thy  word,  tho'  thou  prove  falfe 

Mar.Jun.  By  yon  bright  Cynthia's  Beams  that  fhines  above." 

Lav.  Oh!  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th'  inconftant  Moon, 
That  changes  monthly,  and  fhines  but  by  Seafons, 
Left  that  thy  Love  prove  variable  too. 

Mar.  Jm.  What  fhall  I  fwear  by } 

Lav.  Do  not  fwear  at  all. 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf. 
Who  art  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 
^nd  I'll  believe  thee. 

Mar.  Jm.  Witnefs  all  ye  PowVs. 

Lav.  Nay,  do  not  fwear:  Although  'my  Joy  be  great, 
I'm  hardly  latisfy'd  with  this  Night's  Contraft: 
It  feems  too  rafh,  too  unadvis'd  and  fudden. 
Too  like  the  Lightn'ng,  which  does  ceafe  to  be 
EVe  one  can  fay  it  is.     Therefore  this  time 
Good-night,  my  Marius:  May  a  happier  Hour 
Brmg  us  to  crown  our  Wifhes. 

Mar.Jun.  Why  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatisfy'd? 

La^.  What  wouldft  thou  have  ? 

Mar.  Jnn.  Th' Exchange  of  Love  for  mine. 

Lav.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didft  rcque/l  it; 
And  yet  1  wifh  I  could  retrieve  it  back. 

Mar.Jun,  Why? 

Lav.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again, 
My  Bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea, 
My  Love  a5  deep :  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  1  have;  for  both  arc  infinite. 

1 
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I  hear  a  Noife  within.    Farewel,  my  Mar'msr, 
Or  ftay  a  little,  and  Til  come  again. 

Mar.  Jm.  Stay  !  fure  for  ever.  ■ 

Lav.  Three  Words,  and,  Marius,  then  Good-night  indeed. 
If  that  thy  Love  be  honourably  meant. 
Thy  purpofe  Marriage,  fend  me  Word  to-Morrow, 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  Feet  I'll  lay. 

Kur/e  rpiihin.']  Madam! 

Lav.  I  come  anon.    But  if  thou  mean'ft  not  well, 
I  do  befeech  thee ■ 

Nurfe  within.^  Madam !  Madam ! 

Lav.  By  and  by,  I  come. 
To  ceafe  thy  Suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  Griefs. 
To-Morrow  I  will  fend. [Exif: 

Mar.  Jm.  So  thrive  my  Soul.    Is  not  all  this  a  Dream, 
Too  lovely,  fwect  and  flattering  to  be  true  ? 
Re-enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  Hift,  Marius,  hift.  Oh  for  a  Falkner's  Voice. 
To  lure  this  Taflel-gentle  back  again. 
Reftraint  has  Fears,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud : 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  Cave  where  Echo  lies. 
With  repetition  of  my  Marius. 

Mar.  Jm.  It  is  my  Love  that  calls  me  back  again. 
How  fweetly  Lovers  Voices  found  by  Night! 
Like  fofteft  Mufick  to  attending  Ears. 

Lav.  Mar  ins. 

Mar.  Jm.  My  Dear. 

Lav.  What  a  Clock  to-Morrow  ? 

Mar.  Jun.  At  the  Hour  of  nine. 

Lav.  I  will  not  fail:  'Tis  twenty  Years  'till  then. 
Why  did  I  call  thee  back  ? 

Mar. Jun.  Let  me  here  ftay  'till  thou  remember'ft  why. 

Lav.  The  Morning's  breakings  I  would  have  thee  goncj 
And  yet  no  farther  than  a  WanroH's  Bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  Hand, 
To  pull  it  by  his  Fetters  back  again. 

Mar.  Jm.  Would  I  v/ere  thi^ 

Lav.  Indeed  and  fo  would  I:  . 
Yet  I  fhould  kill  thee  fure  with  too  much  cheriiiiing. 
No  more. Good-night. 

Vol.  n.  K  -  Mar, 
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Mm.  Jm.  There's  fuch  fweet  Pain  in  parting, 
That  I  could  hang  for  ever  on  thj  Arms, 
And  look  away  my  Life  into  thy  Eyes. 

LO'V.  To-Morrow  will  come. 

UdY.  Jm.  So  it  will.  Good-night. 
Heav'n  be  thy  Guard  j  and  all  its  Bleffings  wait  thee  — - 

[Ex.  Lavinia. 
To  Morrow!  'tis  no  longer:  But  Defires 
Are  fwift,  and  longing  Love  wou'd  lavifh  time* 
To-Morrovv!  oh  to-Morrow!  'till  that  come, 
The  tedious  Hours  move  heavily  away, 
And  each  long  Minute  feems  a  lazy  Day. 
Already  Light  is  mounred  in  the  Air, 
Striking  it  felf  thro'  every  Element. 
Our  Party  will  by  this  time  be  abroad. 
To  try  the  Fate  of  Marius  and  Rome. 
Love  and  Renown  fure  court  me  thus  together. 
Smile,  fmile,  ye  Gods,  iiiu  ^ive  Succefs  to  both.        [Exif. 

S  C  E  N  E  II.     The  Forum. 

Eraerfcur  Chiz-ens. 
2  Clt.  Well,  Neighbours,  now  we  are  here,  what  muft 

we  do?  .  -  .  . 

1  Cit.  "Why,  you  muft  give  your  Vote  for  Caius  Marius 
to  be  Confui :  And  if  any  Body  fpeaks  againft  you  knock 

'em  down.  ,       ,    .      .      >        ,  •      v,  •  -i 

2  Cit.  The  truth  on  t  is,  there  s  notmng  hke  a  civrl 
Government,  where  good  Subjeds  may  have  leave  to 
knock  Brains  out  to  maintain  Pririleges. 

1  Cit.  Look  you bat  what's  this  Sylla?  this  Syllaf 

I've  heard  great  talk  ©f  him, He^s  a  damnable  fighting 

Fellow  they  fay;  but  hang  him he's  a  Lord. 

I  Cit.  Ay,  fo  he  is,  Neighbours:  And  I  know  not  why 
any  one  ftiould  be  a  Lord  more  than  another.  I  care 
not  for  a  Lord:  What  good  do  they  do?  nothing  but 
run  in  our  Debts,  and  lie-'v\ath  our  Wives 

A.  Cit  Why,  there's  a  Grievance  now.  I  have  three 
Boys  at  liome,  no  more  mine  thaa  Roms  mine.    Theyy 
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are  all  fair  curl'd-hair  Cupids  ^  and  I  am  an  heneft,  black, 

tauny,  Kettle-fac'd  Fellow. I'll  ha'no  Lords.  — — 

[prttm  md  Trumpets. 
I  Ctt.  Hark!  hark!  Drums  and  Trumpets!  Drums  and 
Trumpets!  they  are  coming.  Be  you  furc  you  roar  out  for 
a  Marius  \  and  do  as  much  Mifchief  as  you  can.— — 
I^ter  Marius  Senior  and  his  Sons ;  Marius  bom  upon  the  Shoul- 
ders oftioo  Roman  Slaves-^  Sulpitius  ^  the  head  of  tlm 
Guards.  {Trumpets. 

Sulp.  Hearken,  ye  Men  o^Rome:  I,  I,  Sulpitius, 
Your  Tribune,  and  Proteftor  of  your  Freedoms, 
By  Virtue  of  that  Office  here  have  call'd  you 
To  chufe  a  ConfuL  Mithridates  King  oiVontus  has  began 

a  War  upon  us, 
Invaded  our  Allies,  our  Edi(£i:3  violated. 
And  threatens  Rome  it  felf.  Whom  will  you  chufe 
To  lead  you  forth  in  this  moft  glorious  War? 
Marius,  or  Sylla  ? 

All  Cit.  A  Marius!  2.  Marius  I  a  Marius  t 
Mar.  Sen.  Country-men, 
And  Fellow-Citizens,  my  Brethren  all. 
Or,  if  it  may  be  thought  a  dearer  Name, 
My  Sons,  my  Children,  Glory  of  my  Age-, 
I  come  not  hither  arm'd  to  force  your  Suffrage, 
As  Sylla  does  to  enter  R<7;;2e»with  Pow'r, 
As  if  he  meant  a  Triumph  o'er  his  Country. 
I  have  not  made  a  Party  in  the  Senate, 
To  bring  you  into  Slavery,  or  load 
Your  Necks  with  the  hard  Yoke  of  Lordly  Po'.vV,. 
1  am  no  Noble,  but  a  Free-born  Mau, 
A  Citizen  of  Rome,  as  all  you  are, 
A  Lover  of  your  Liberties  and  Lav/s, 
Your  Rights  and  Privileges.  Witnefs  here 
Thefe  Wounds,  which  in  your  Service  I  have  got. 
And  bell  plead  for  me.—; —  _  .     .     , 

All  Cit.  Marius!  Marius!  Mariusj'Uo  Sylla !  no  Sylla  * 
no  Sylla!  V    ' 

Sulp.  No  more  remains, 
Moft  honourable  Cocful,  but  that  ftreight  you  mount 
The  Scat-Tribunal  — -Lidors,  bring  your  Rods, 

^  ^  ' "  Axes 
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Axes  and  Fafces,  and  prefent  'em  here. 
'Hail  CMUi  MariHs,  Conful  of  the  War. 
Trumpets.     Enter  Metellus,    Cinna,     Antonias,    Quintus 
Pompeius,  his  Son,  8cc.  Guards. 

Met.  See,  Romans,  there  the  Ruin  of  your  Freedom, 
The  blazing  Meteor  that  bodes  III  to  Rome. 
Oppreffion,  Tyranny,  Avarice  and  Pride, 
AH  centre  in  that  melancholick  Brow. 
If  you  are  mad  for  Slavery,  long  to  try 
The  weight  of  absolute  Chains,  once  more  proclaim  him, 
And  Ihout  fo  loud  'till  Mithridates  hear. 
And  laugh  to  think  your  Throats  fit  for  his  Sword. 
Take  me,  take  all  your  Senators,  and  drag 

4Js  headlong  to  the  Tyber, plunge  us  in, 

And  bid  adieu  to  Liberty  for  ev^er 

Then  turn  and  fall  before  yotir  new-made  God  i 
Bring  your  Eftates,  your  Children  and  your  Wives, 
And  lay  'em  at  the  Feet  of  his  Ambition. 
This  you  muH  do,  and  well  it  v/ill  become 
Such  Slaves,  Vv^ho  fell  their  Charters  for  a  Holy^day. 

Ctt.  No  Marius !  no  Marias ! 

Met.  ^intHs  Pompeius,  in  the  Senate's  Name, 
As  Conful,  we  command  thee  to  demand 
Juilice  o{  Marius,  and  proclaim  him  Triator. 

^  Fomp.  Defcend  then,  Marius,  Traitor  to  the  State 
And  Liberty  of  Rome,  and  he'ar  thy  Sentence 

Mar. Sen.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  thisCaule  is  worthy  of  me, 
"Worthy  my  Fate. 

Is  this  the  Right  and  Liberty  of  Rome, 
To  pull  its  lawful  Conful  from  his  Seat 
Urjudg'd,  and  brand  him  v/ith  the  Mark  of  Traitour?- 
Draw  all  your  Swords,  all  ycu  that  are  my  Friends. 
Sulpitius,  damn  the  Rabble,  let  'cm  fall 
like  common  Drofs,  with  that  well- fpoken  Fool, 
That  popular  Clack  i  or  let  us  fell  our  Faces 
So  dear,  that  Rome  may  ficken  with  our  Fall. 

Ail  Cit.  No  Marius!    no  Marius !    Down  with  him, 
down  with  him 

Sulp,  Ha!  What  art  thou? 

IC.  Fomp.  The  Confurs  Son. 

Sufp. 
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Sulp.  A  Worm  i 
A  thin  Skin  fiall  of  Dirt ;  and  thus  I  tread  thee 
Into  thy  Mother  Earth. [Kills  hhi. 

Mar.  Sen.  Drag  hence  that  Traitor, 
And  bring  me  ftraight  his  Head  upon  thy  Dart. 
The  Fate  of  Rome's  begun. 

^  Tomp.  Our  Children  murder'd, 
Thus  mailacred  before  our  Eyes  ?  Come  all 
That  love  Pompeius,  and  revenge  his  Lofs. 

Sulp.  Fall  on. 

AllCit.  NoMarius!  no  Mur'ms!  Liberty!  Liberty  I  (ly-c. 
[They  fight,  Marius  Conquers, 

Mar.  Sen.  Thanks  for  this  good  Beginning,  Gods.  Thefe 
Slaves, 
Thefe  wide-moulh'd  Brutes  that  bellow  thus  for  Freedom^ 
Oh  i  how  they  ran  before  the  Hand  of  Pow'r, 
Flying  for  fl-eiter  into  every  Brake! 
Like  cowVuly  fearful  Sheep  they  break  their  Herd, 
Vhen  the  Wolf's  out  and  ranging  for  his  Prey. 
Sulpitliis,  thy  Guards  cid  noble  Service. 

Snip.  Oh !  they  are  Fellows  fit  for  you  and  I, 
Fit  for  the  work  of  Pov/er:  fay  the  word, 
Not  one  amongft  'em  all  but  what  fhall  run. 
Take  an  old  grumbling  Senator  by  th'  Beard, 
And  fhake  his  Head  oii"  from  his  fhrinking  Shoulders. 

Mar.  Sen.  SylU,  I  hear,  is  at  the  Gates  of  Rome, 
Proclaim  llraight  Liberty  to  every  Slave 
That  will  but  own  the  Caufe  of  Caifis  Marius, 
Horrour,  Confufion,  and  inverted  Order, 
Vafl:  Defolation,  Slaughter,  Death  and  Ruin 
iMuft  have  their  courles  ere  this  Ferment  /ettle, 

'  Thus  the  Great  Jo%e  above,  who  rules  alone, 

*  When  Men  forget  his  God-Hke  Pow'r  to  own, ' 
'  Ufes  no  common  Means,  no  common  Ways, 

*  But  fends  forth  Thunder,  and  the  World  obeys. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sulpitius,  Granius,  and  all  the  Guards, 

Sulp.jy  OME  never  faw  a  Morning  iiire  like  this: 

XV  Now  fhe  begins  to  know  the  Rod  of  Pow'r , 
Her  wanton  Blood  can  fmart. 
Were  I  the  Conful,  not  a  Head  in  Rsme, 
That  had  but  Thoughts  of  Sylla,  fhould  ftand  fafe. 

Gra^.  Slaughter  ihou'd  have  continued  with  the  Day, 
Mercy  but  gives  Sedition  time  to  rally. 
Every  foft,  pliant,  talking,  bulie  Rogue, 
Gathering  a  Flock  of  hot-brain'd  Fools  together, 
Can  preach  up  new  Rebellion.    'Till  the  Heads 
Of  all  thofe  heav'nly-infpir'd  Knaves  be  erufn'd. 
No  Power  can  be  lafe 

Sulp.  Much  will  this  Day 
Determine,  Sylla's  now  before  the  Walls, 
i^nd  all  his  Forces  ready  for  Command. 
Four  thoufand  Slaves  have  taken  hold  on  Freedom, 
And  come  on  Proclamation  to  our  Ikie. 

Gr^n.  Where  fhould  my  Brother  be?    He  came   not 
home  to  Night. 

Sttlp.  Think  of  him  as  a  V/retch  that*s  dead, 
Stabb'd  with  an  Eye,  run  thro'  the  Brains  with  Love. 

Gran.  He  talk'd  of  fending  Sylla  a  Defiance. 

Sulp.  Writ  with  a  Pen  made  of  a  Cupid's  Quill. 

Gran.  Why,  what  is  Syllaf 

Sulp,  A  moll  ;:ourageous  Captain  at  a  Congee^ 
He  fights  by  Meafure,  as  your  Artifts  fing. 
Keeps  Dillance,  Time,  Proportion,  refts  his  Refts, 
One,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Guts. 
Oh!  he's  the  very  Butcher  of  a  Button. 

Gr^iaa.Wculdl  could  fee  my  Brother.  That  damn'dLove 
Of  Women  ruins  nobleft  Purpofes. 

Sulp.  That  Sex  v/as  firft  in  mockery  of  as  made. 
They  are  the  falfe  deceitful  GialTes,  where 
"Wc  gaze  wd  drefs  our  ielvcs  to  all  the  Shapes 

O: 
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Of  Folly.    What  is't  Woman  cannot  do  ? 

She'll  make  a  Statefman  quite  forget  his  Cunning, 

And  truft  his  deareft  Secrets  to  her  Breaft, 

Where  Fops  have  daily  entrance :  Make  a  Prieft, 

Forgetting  the  Hypocrifie  of  s  Office, 

Dance  and  fhow  Tricks,  to  prove  his  ftrength  and  brawn  i 

Make  a  Projedior  quibble,  an  old  Judge 

Put  on  falfe  Hair,  and  paint :  And  after  all. 

Though  fhe  be  known  the  lewdeft  of  her  Sex, 

She'll  make  fome  Fool  or  other  think  fhe's  honcft. 

Your  Father  promis'd  me  to  meet  mc  here. 

I  wonder  he  delays  fo  long. 

Cra.  He  comes  ; 
And  with  him  too  my  Brother. 

Sulp.  See  your  General, 
Salute  him  all  my  Fellow-Soldiers.  [Shout, 

Enter  Marius  Se-nior,   and  Marius  jHnior. 

Mar.  Sen.  This, 
Sulpitius,  looks  like  Power.     Gran'ms,  here 
Receive  thy  Brother  to  thy  Arms,  and  blefs  him : 
He'as  done  a  tliini  moft  worthy  of  our  Name, 
Sent  a  E>efiance  into  Sylli's  Camp, 
Challenging  forth  the  ftouceft  Champion  there. 
In  Vindication  of  his  Father's  Caufe, 
And  not  an  Out-law  there  dare  fend  his  Anfwer. 
Once  more,  Suhitius,  are  the  People  ours, 
Enrag'd  with  Syll%'s  coming  arm'd,  to  force 
The  City,     i^t  the  Cdimontane  Gare 
He's  pofted  nowj  let's  fend  him  ftrait  Commands 
I'th'Name  o'th' Senate  and  the  Ro?n,nn  People, 
T'advance  no  farther,   *ti]l  the  State  of  Rome 
Be  heard  in  Publick,  and  my  Choice  confirmed. 
Or  he  continu'd  Conful. 

Sulp.  That  would  be 
But  to  prolong  Neccffity ;  for  Ro-ate 
Mufl  bleed:  And  Iince  the  Rabble  nov  is  ours. 
Keep  the  Fools  hot.  Preach  Dangers  in  their  EarSy 
Spread  falfe  Reports  o'th'  Senate,  working  up 
Their  Madnefs  to  a  Fury  quick  and  defp'rate, 
*Till  they  run  headlong  into  civil  Difcords,. 
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And  do  our  Bufinefs  with  their  own  Deftruclion. 
Granius^  go  thou, 

Send  word  to  SylU  that  he  lay  down  Arms, 
And  render  up  himfelf  to  Rome. 

AUr.  Jm.  There's  ftill 
A  dangerous  Wheel  at  Work,  a'  thoughtful  Villain, 
Ctnna,  v/ho'as  rais'd  his  Fortune  by  the  Jars 
And  Difcords  of  his  Country:  like  a  Fly 
O'er  Flefh,  he  buzzes  about  itching  Ears, 
Till  he  has  vented  his  Infe(5lion  there, 
To  feller  into  Rancor  and  Sedition. 
Would  he  were  fafe. 

Mcir.  Sen.  And  fafe  he  fhall  be:  let  him  be prorcrib'dj 
The  Fine  upon  his  Head  its  weight  in  Gold. 
Wou'd  I  cou'd  buy  Metellus's  as  cheap. 
I  have  a  tender  Foolilhnefs  within  me 
May  fomctimes  get  the  better  of  my  Rage. 
Siilpitius,  therefore  keep  me  warm ;  ftill  ply 
My  ebbing  Fury  with  the  thoughts  of  Sjlla, 
Th'  ungrateful  Senate,  and  Metellus  Pride ; 
And  let  not  any  thing  may  make  me  dreadful 
Be  kk  undone.    Now  to  our  Troops  let's  hailen. 
And  wait  for  SylU's  Anfwer  at  our  Arms. 

[Ex  Mar.  Sen.  and  Granius. 

Snip.  Is  not  this  better  now  than  whining  Love  ? 
Now  thou  again  art  Martus,  Son  of  Arms, 
Thy  Father's  Honour,  and  thy  Friends  Delight. 
Enter  Nurfe  and  Clodius. 

M/if.  Jan.  StilpJius,  what  comes  herej  A  Sail,  Sulpit'ms, 

Sulp.  A  tatter'd  one,  and  weather-beaten  much. 
Many  a  boiftrous  Storm  has  fhe  been  tofs'd  in. 
And  many  a  Pilot  kept  her  to  the  Windi 

Nurfe.  Clodius. 

Clod.  Madam, 

Sulp.  Madam ! 

Hurfe.  My  Fan,  Clodius. 

Sulp.  Ay,  good  Clodius,  to  hide  her  Face. 

Nurfe.  Good-morrow,  Gentlemen. 

Sulp.  Good-even,  fair  Gentlewoman. 

Nnrfs.  F^r  Gentlewoman!  Really  'tis  very  hot. 

Sulp. 
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Sulp.  It  fhould  be  fo  by  your  Ladyfhip's  pa  ch'd  Face.^ 

Nurfe.  Marry  come  up,  my  GofTip :  Whofe  Man  are  you  - 

Sulp.  A  Woman's  Man,  ray  Syiil,  would'ft  thou  try 
My  Strength  in  Feats  of  amorous  Engagement.  ^ 

Lead  me  amongft  the  Beauteous,  where  they  run 
Wild  in  their  Youth,  and  wanton  to  their  wildnefs. 
Where  I  may  chufe  the  foremoil  of  the  Herd, 
And  bear  her  trembling  to  Tome  BanK  bedeck'd 
With  fweeteft  Flowers,  fuch  as  Joy  would  chufe 
To  dwell  in  j  throw  my  infpir'd  Arms  about  her. 
And  prefs  her  till  fhe  thought  her  felf  more  blefs'd 
Than  lo  panting  with  the  Joys  of  Jove. 

Nurfe.  Panting?  Joys?  and  ^oie?   Now  by  my  troth  . 
*tis  very  pretty.     But,  Gentlemen,   can  any  of  you  tell 
where  I  may  find  young  Marius  ? 

Mar.Jm.  Yes,  I  can  tell  you,  Madam.    I  am  he. 

Sulp.  Hah!  by  this  Light  a  Bawd.    So  ho! 
Come  let's  away.    I  hate  a  Morning  Bawd, 
That  ftinks  of  lafl:  Night's  Office \J^x\t  Sulp. 

Nur[e.  Pray,  Sir,  what  fawcy  Fellow's  he  that's  gone  ? 

Mar.  Jun.  A  Gentleman,    Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  - 
himfelf  talk}  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  Minute  than  he'll 
ftand  to  in  a  Month. 

Nnrfe.  And  he  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me,  I'll  take  him 
down,  and  he  were  luflier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch 
Jacks,  or  I'll  find  thofe  that  (hall.  But  now.  Sir,  I  wifti 
you  much  Joy 1  hear  you  are— — 

Mar.  fun.  Marry'di  this  Day  the  blefled  deed  was  done, 
When  the  unhappy  Difcords  firft  took  flame 
Betwixt  my  Father  and  the  Senate  j  then 
A  holy  Prieft  of  Hymen,  whom  with  Gold 
I  brib'd  to  yield  us  privately  his  Office, 
Joyn'd  our  kind  Hands,  and  now  l>.e's  ever  mine. 

Nurfe.  Well :  'fore  God,  I  am  fo  vex'd,  that  every  part 
about  me  quivers.  But  pray.  Sir,  a  word :  and  as  I  told  jou, 
my  young  Lady  bade  me  find  you  oiiL  What  fhe  bade 
me  fay,  I'll  keep  to  my  felf.  But  firft  let  me  tell  you, 
if  you  have  led  her  into  a  Fool's  Paradife ,  as  theT 
fay  i  for  the  Gentlewoman  is  young ,  and  therefore" 
'■d   you  ihould  deal  doubly  with  h?r,  though  vqu  don't- 
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look  like  a  Gentlemaii  that  wou'd  ufe  double  dealing  with 

a  Lsdy. 

Mar,  Jun.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady,  I  proteft 

Nurfe.  Good  Heart,    and  i'faith,   !  will  tell  as  much> 
1  crd !  Lord !  (lie  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 

Mkr.  Jan.  Bid  her  dcvifc  this  Evening  to  receive 

Me  at  her  Window:  Kerc  is  for  thy  pains 

\Givts  Mony. 

Nurfe.  No  truly,  Sir  j  not  a  Drachma. 

Mar.  Jun.  Awayj  I  fay  you  fhall. 

1<lur[s.  This  Evening,  fay  you  ?  well,  flie  fliall  be  there. 

Mar.  Jun.  And  flay,  kind  Nurfe, behind  the  Garden- wail. 
"Within  this  Hour  my  Man  fhall  meet  thee  there, 
And  bring  thee  Cords  made  like  a  Tackliiig-Ladder, 
Which  to  the  blefled  Manfion  of  my  Joy 
Muft  be  my  Conduft  in  the  Secret  Night. 
Farewel be  true,  and  I'll  reward  thy  pains. 

Nurfe.  Now  Heav'ns  blefs  thee. Hai'k  you,  Sir. 

Mar.  Jun^  What  fay'ft  thou,  Nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  Nothing,  but  that  my  Miftrels  is  the  fweetefl 
Lady.     Lord !  Lord !  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing — 

Oh! there's  a  Spark,  one  SylU,   that  would  fain  have 

a  finger  in  the  Pye, but  fhe,  good  Soul,  had  as  lieve 

hear  of  a  Toad,   a  very  Toad,   as  hear  of  him.    I  anger 

her  fometimes,  and  tell  her  SylU  is  thepropei-erMan. 

But  Fli  warrant  yo'.i,  when  I  fay  fo,  fhe  looks  as  pale  as 
any  Clout  in  the  verfal  World,  Well,  you'll  be  flu-e  to 
come. 

Mar.  Jun.  As  fure  as  Truth. 

Nurfe.  Well,  when  it  was  a  little  thing,  and  us'd  to  Mq 

with  me,  it  wou'd  fo  kick,  fo  fprawl,   and  fb  play 

and  then  I  would  tickle  it,  and  then  it  would  laugh,  and 
then  it  would  play  again.  When  it  had  tickHngand  play- 
ing enough,  it  would  go  to  fleep  as  gentle  as^  a  Lamb, 
I  ftall  never  forget  it Then  youll  be  fure  to'  come- — 

Mar.  Jim.  Can  i  forget  to  live  ? 

Nurfe.  Nar,  but  fvvear  though. 

M^r.  Jun.  "Si-^  this  Kifs,  which  thou  {halt  carry  toLavinia. 

Nuirfe.  Oh'  dear  Sir,  by  no  means.  Indeed  you  fhall  not- 
I  Jbave  been  drinking  Aqu^  vitA,  Oh!  thofeEyesof  yours! 
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May.  Jim.  Till  Night  farewel. 

Nurfe.  Till  Night  j  I'll  fay  no  more,  but  da,  da.  Come 
Ckdius,  Ah !  thofe  Eyes !  [£;c.  Nurfe  and  Clodius. 

Mar.  Jun,  What  pains  fhe  takes  with  her  officious  Folly  ? 
Hovv  happy  is  the  Evening-tide  of  Life, 
When  Phlegm  has  quench'd  our  Paflions,  trifling  out 
The  feeble  Remnant  of  our  filly  Days 
In  Follies,  fuch  as  Dotage  beft  is  pleas'd  with. 
Free  from  the  wounding  and  tormenting  Careis 
That  tofs  the  thoughtful,  adrive,  bufie  Mind  ? 
Though  this  day  be  the  deareit  of  my  Life  j 
There's  fomething  hangs  moft  heavy  on  my  Heart, 
And  my  Brain's  fick  with  Ddnefs.. 

'EnUr  Marius  Senior. 
Mar.  Sen.  Where's  this  Loytcrer, 
This  moft  inglorious  Son  o^ Cains  Marius? 
With  folded  Arms  and  down-caft  Eyes  he  ftands. 
The  Marks  and  Emblem  of  a  Woman's  Fool. 
Mar.  Jun.  My  Father. 
Mar.  Sen.  Call  me  by  fome  other  Namej 
Difgrace  me  not :  I'm  Marius:, 
And  furely  Marius  has  fmall  right  in  thee. 
Would  SylWs  Soul  were  thine,  and  thine  were  his. 
That  he,  as  thou  haft  done,  now  Glory  calls. 
Might  run  for  fhelter  to  a  Woman's  Arms, 
And  hide  him  in  her  Bofom  like  a  Babe. 
Mar.  fun.  Then  I'm  a  Cowai'd. 
Mar.  Sen.  Art  thou  not? 
Mar.  fun.  I  am. 
That  thus  can  bear  Reproaches,  and  yet  Wwc^, 
D'^rft  any  Man  but  you  have  call'd  me  fo  ? 
Oh  let  me  fall,  embrace  and  kifs  your  Feet. 
Y'ave  rais'd  a  Spirit  in  mc  prompts  my  Heart 
To  fuch  a  Work  as  Fame  ne'er  talk'd  of  yet, 
How'll  you  dii£^it  Lafinia  f 

Mar.  Sen,  Lee  her  fall, 
As  I  would  all  her  Family  and  Name,  • 
Forgotten  that  they  either  ever  gave 
Thy  Father's  Head  Diihonoiir,  or  thee  ?mn, 
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Mar.  Jun.  'Twas  an  unlucky  Sentence.  She's  fcarce  more 
Metellks'  Daughter  now  than  Your's:  our  Hands 
Were  by  a  Prieft  this  Morning  join'd.    May  Heav'n 
Avert  th'ill  Omen,  and  prefervc  my  Father. 

Mar.  Sen.  Marry'd  ?  fay  ruin'd,  loft  and  curft. 

Mar.Jnn.  You Ve  torn 
The  Secret  from  me,  and  I  wait  your  Doom. 

Mar.  Sen.  Go  where  I  never  more  may  hear  thee  nam'dj 
Go  fartheft  from  me,  get  thee  to  Metellus, 
Fall  on  thy  Knees,  and  henceforth  call  him  Parent. 
I've  yet  one  Son,  that  furely  won't  forfake  me : 
Elfe  in  this  Breaft  I  ftill  have  glorious  Thoughts, 
That  will  at  leafl  give  Luftre  to  my  Ruin. 
Farewel— —  my  once  befl  Hopes,  nov/  greateft  Shame. 

Mar.  Jm.  Condemn  me  rather  to  the  worftof  Deaths, 
Or  fend  me  chain'd  to  Sylla  Hke  a  Slave, 
Than  banifh  me  the  Bleffing  of  your  Prefence. 
Tve  thought,  and  bounded  all  my  Wilhes  fo. 
To  die  for  you  is  Happinefs  enough; 
jT would  be  too  much  t' enjoy  Lavmia  too. 

Mar.  Sen.  Again  Lavinia  ? 

Mar.  Jun.  Yes,  this  Coward  Slave, 
This  moft  inglorious  Son  of  Caim  Marius, 
Though  wedded  to  the  brightcft  Beauty,  rais'd 
To  th'  higheft  expeftation  of  Delight, 
Ev'ij  m  this  Minute  when  Love  prompts  his  Heart, 
And  tells  what  mighty  Pleafures  are  preparing. 
Is  Mailer  ofa  Mind  unfettered  yet.     "^    ^      ^ 

Mar.  Sen.  What  can 'ft  thou  do? 

Idar.  Jun.  This  Night  1  ihould  have  gone. 
And  ta'en  pofleffion  o{ Lavima's  Bed. 
But  by  the  Gods,  thefe  Eyes  no  more  (hall  fee  her. 
.^^/^^  done  fomething  that's  above  Reward, 
And  you  your  felf  prefent  her  to  my  Arms. 

Mar.  Sen.  Why  doft  thou  talk  thus  to  me  ? 

Mar. ym.  HzTkl  [Trumpet^ 

The  Trumpets  found,  and  bufnefS  is  at  hand. 
It  fcems  as  if  our  Guards  upon  the  Walls 
Were  juft  engagVi,  and  Sylla  come  upon  'cm. 

ine  Gods  have  done  me  Jufticc.  " 
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Mar.  Sm.  Get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  me  ro  my  Fate, 
Thou  maim'd  and  wounded,  and  unfit  for  War. 

Mar.  fun,  I'll  follow  you. ^ 

Mar.  Sen.  Thou  (halt  not. 

Mar.  Jm.  By  the  Gods  I  will. 

Mar.  Sen.  How  ?  difobey'd  then  ? 

Mar.  Jtm.  Bid  a  Courfcr  fpur'd 
Stop  in  his  full  Career  ^  bid  Tides  run  back, 
Or  failing  Ships  ftand  ftill  before  the  Wind, 
Or  Winds  themfelves  not  blow  when  Joue  provokes  *em. 

Mar,  Sen.  Away,  and  do  not  tempt  my  Fury  farther. 

Mar.  fun.  Why  ?  would  you  kill  me? 

Mar.  Sen.  No,  no :  I  hope  thou  art  referv'd  yet  for 
A  better  Fate. 

Mar.  Jm.  Thanks,  Heav'n. 
Thefe  few  kipd  Words  fnew  I'm  not  quite  unhappy. 

Mar.  Sen.  Then  do  not  contradid  my  Will  in  thisj 
But  part,  and  when  our  Hands  next  meet  again, 

Be't  in  the  Heart  of  Sylla  or  Metellus {Exit. 

{Trumpets  again,. 

Mar.  Jm.  Sound  higher,  ye  (hrill  Inftruments  of  War, 
And  urge  its  Horrours  up,  till  they  become. 
If  pofTible,  as  terrible  as  mine. 
Oh  my  Lavmia  I  though  this  Night  I  fall. 
At  my  return  I  (hall  be  doubly  happy. 
Such  Trials  the  great  ancient  Hero's  pad,  p 

Who  little  preient  Happiness  could  tafte,  S 

Yet  did  great  Adlions,  and  were  Gods  at  laft.       {Exit.S 

SCENE  II.    MetellusV  Honfi. 

Enter  Lavinia. 
Lav.  Gallop  apace,  ye  fiery-footed  Steeds, 
Tow'rds  fhoebas'  Lodging.  Such  a  Charioteer 
As  Thaeton  would  lafh  you  to  the  Weft, 
And  bring  in  cloudy  Night  immediately. 
Spread  thy  clofe  Curtains  Love-performing  Night 
To  fober-fuited  Matron  all  in  Black  j 
That  jealous  Eyes  may  wink,  and  Marins 
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Leap  to  thefe  Arms  untalkt  of  and  unfeen. 

Oh !  give  me  Marius ;  and  when  he  fhall  die. 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  Stars  j 

And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine. 

That  all  the  World  fhall  grow  in  love  with  Night, 

And  pay  no  worfhip -to  the  Gaudy  Sun. 

Oh !  I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 

But  not  pofTeft  it— — Tedious  is  this  Day, 

As  is  the  Night  before  fome  Feftival 

To  an  impatient  Child  that  has  new  Robes, 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Clodius. 
And  may  not  wear  'em.    Welcome,  Nurfe:  what  News  ? 
How  fares  the  Lord  of  all  my  Joys,  my  Marius  ? 

Nttrfe.  Oh!  a  Chair!  a  Chair!  no  Queftions,  but  a 
Chair!  So. 

Lav.  Nay,  prithee  Nurfe  why  doil  thou  look  fo  fad  ? 
Oh  I  do  not  fpoii  the  Mufick  of  good  Tidings 
With  fuch  a  Melancholick  wretched  Face. 

^  Nurfe.  Oh!  I  am  weary,  very  weary.  Clodim,  my  Cor- 
dial-bottle. Fie!  how  i»y  Bones  ake!  what  a  Taunt  have 
I  had! 

Lav.  Do  not  delay  me  thus,  but  quickly  tell  me, 
Will  Marius  come  to  Night  ?  Speak,  will  he  come  ? 

Nurfe:  Alas !  alas !  what  hafte  ?  oh !  cannot  you  ftay  a 
little  ?  oh !  do  you  not  fee  that  Tm  out  of  Breath .'  oh  this 
Phthifkk!  Cloaius,  the  Cordial. 

Lav.  Th'  excufe  thou  mak'ft  for  this  unkind  delay 
Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  haft  to  tell. 
Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  anfwer  to  that. 
Say  either,  and  Til  ftay  the  Circumftance. 

Nurfe.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  Choice :  you  knovv. 
not  how  to  chufe  a  Man.  Yet  his  Leg  excels  all  Mens, 
And  for  a  Hand  and  a  Foot  and  a  Shape,  though  they  are 
not  to  be  talk'd  of-^— yet  they  are  paft  compare.  What, 
have  you  Din'd  within  ? 

Lav.  No,  nov  what  foolifh  Queftions  doft  thou  ask? 
What  fays  he  of  his  coming?  what  of  that? 

Nurfe.  Oh!  how  my  Head  akes!  what  a  Head  have  I? 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 
My  Back  o' t'other  iidc\  ah!  my  Back!  my  Back! 

Eeflire?/ 
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Bedirew  your  Heart  for  fending  me  about 

To  catch  my  Death.— This  Back  of  mine  will  break. 

Lav.  Indeed  I'm  forry  if  thou  art  not  well. 
But  prithee  tell  me,  Nurfe,  what  fays  my  Love  ? 

Nurfe.  Why,  your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 
and  a  kind  Gentleman,  and  a  handfome and  I'll  war- 
rant a  virtuous  Gentleman.  [Drinks.^  Well— -what  ? 
Where's  your  Father? 

Lav.  Where's  my  Father  ?  why,  he's  at  the  Senate. 
How  odly  thou  reply'fl  ? 
Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  GentlemaD<i 
Where's  your  Father  ? 

Nurfe.  Ok  good  Lady  dear! 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?  marry  come  up,  I  trow. 
Is  this  a  Poulrifs  for  my  aking  Bcmcs  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  Medages  your  felf. 

Lav.  Nay,  priLhee  be  not  angry  Nurfe,  I  meant 
No  ill.    Speak  kindly,  will  my  Marius  come  ? 

Nurfe.  Will  he  ?  will  a  Duck  fwim  ? 

Lav.  Then  he  will  come. 

Nurfe.  Come?  why,  he  will  come  upon  all  four,  but 
he'll  come.    Go,  get  you  in,  and  fay  your  Prayers:  Go. 

Lav.  For  BlelTings  on  my  Marh^  and  tliee. 

Nurfe.  Weli,  it  would  be  a  iad  Thing,  though 

Lav.  What? 

Nurfe.  If  M^^-'i^ifhouldnot  come  now— ^for  there's  old 
Doings  at  the  Gates,  they  are  at  it  ding-dong.  Tantara- 
ra  go  the  Trumpets  ^  Shout,  cry  the  Soldiers  i  clatter,  go 

the  Swords.     I'll  warrant 1  made  no  fmall  hafte 

Lav,  And  is  my  Marius  there  ?  alas  my  Fears ! 

[Trumpet:^, 
The  Noife  comes  this  way.     Guard  my  Love,  ye  Gods, 
Or  ftrike  me  with  your  Thunder  when  he  falls.    [^Extrnt. 
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SCENE  \lh     Ihe  Forum. 

Enter  Minus  Senior,  Marius  funior,  Granius,  Sulpirius, 
Catulus,  c^c.  Guards,  Liflors,  on  one  fide:  Metellus, 
Syila,  Quintus  Pompeius,  Guards,  on  the  other. 

[Trumpets  found  a  March, 
*  Met.  Oh  thou  God, 
Deliverer  of  Rome,  mofl  bleft  of  Men ! 
See  here  the  Fathers  of  thy  bleeding  Country 
Proftrate  for  Refuge  at  thy  Feet:  Sec  there 
The  Terrour  of  our  Freedom  and  thy  Foe, 
The  Perfecutor  of  thy  Friends,  the  Scourge 
Of  Truth  and  Juftice,  and  the  Plague  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Sen.  What  art  thou  that  can'ft  lend  thy  flaviih  Ears 
To  flattering  Hypocrifie? 

Sylla.  My  Name  thou  haft  heard, 
And  fled  from.    I  am  the  Friend  of  Rome, 
The  Terrour  and  the  Bane  of  thee  her  Foe.     (thus  arm'd, 
Mar.  Sen.  If  thou'rt  her  Friend,  why  com'ft  thou  here 
Slaughtering  her  Citizens,  and  laying  wafte  her  Walls  ? 
Sylla.  To  free  her  from  a  Tyrant's  Power. 
Mar.  Sen.  Who  is  that  Tyrant  ? 
Sylla.  Thou,  who  haft  oppreft 
Her  Senate,  made  thy  felf  by  force  a  Conful, 
Set  free  her  Slaves,  and  arm'd  'em  'gainft  her  Laws. 

Mar.  Sen,  Hear  this,  ye  Romans,  and  then  judge  my 
Have  I  oppreft  you?  have  I  forced  your  Laws?  (Wrongs. 
Am  I  a  Tyrant?  I,  whom  ye  have  rais'd  * 

For  my  true  Services,  to  what  I  am  ? 
Remember  th'.4mi>rons,  Cimbri,  and  the  Teutons- 
Remember  the  Confederate  War.  ' 

Sylla.  Where  thou. 
Cold  and  delaying,  wert  by  Silo  brav'd,  . 
Scorn'd  by  thy  Soldiers,  and  at  laft  compeli'd 
Inglorioufly  to  quit  th' unwieldy  Charge. 
Remember  too  who  banifti'd  good  Metellus, 
The  Friend  and  Parent  of  thy  obfcure  Family, 
Th^t  rais'd  thee  from  a  Peafant  to  a  Lord, 
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Mar.  Sen.  Bafely  thou  wrong'ft  the  Truth.     My  Acti- 
ons rais'd  me. 
Hadft  thou  been  born  a  Pcafant,  ftill  thou'dft  been  fo: 
But  1  by  Service  to  thy  Country Ve  made 
My  Name  renown'd  in  Peace,  and  fear'd  in  War. 

Sylla.  In  the  Jugurthine  War,  whofe  King  was  taken 
Prisoner  by  me,  and  Marius  triumph'd  for't. 

Mar. Sen.  Thou  ftol'fl  him  bafely,  ftorH  him  at  the  {^-ice 
Of  his  Wife's  Luft :  Thou  barter'dft  his  Betraying, 
And  in  the  Capitol  haft  Pageants  fet 
In  memory  of  thy  Vanity  and  Shame. 

Sylla.  Thy  Shame. 

Mar. Sen.  My  Honour,  proud  prefumptuous  Boy, 
Who  would'ft  be  gaudy  in  an  unfit  Drefs, 
And  wear  my  cafi-off  Glories  after  me. 

Sylla.  I'd  rather,  wear  fome  Beggar's  rotten  Rags, 
By  him  left  dangling  on  a  High-way  Hedge, 
Than  foil  my  Laurels  with  a  Leaf  of  thine,    . 
Thou  fcorn'd  Plebeian. 

Mar. Sen.  Woril  Perdition  catch  thee. 

Sylla.  Di.<ib2nd  that  Rout  of  Rebels  at  thy  Heels, 
And  yield  thy  felf  to  Juftice  and  the  Senate. 

Mar.  Sen.  Juftice  from  thee  demanded  on  my  Head  ? 
Firft  clear  thy  klf^  quit  thy  ufurp'd  Command : 
Approach  and  kneel  to  me,  whom  thou  haft  wrong'd. 

Sylla.  Upon  thy  Neck  I  would. 

Mar.  Sen.  As  foon  thou'dft  take 
A  Lion  by  the  Beard :  Thou  dar'ft  not  think  on't. 

Sylla.  I  dare,  and  more. 

Mar. Sen.  Then  Gods,  I  take  your  Wordj 
If  there  be  truth  in  you,  I  fhall  not  fail 
This  Day.  My  Friends  and  Fellow- Soldiers,  now, 
Fight  as  I've  feen  you:  For  the  Life  of  Sylla, 
Leave  it  to  me  j  for  much  Revenge  muft  go 
Along  with  Death,  when  fuch  a  Vidtim  bleeds. 

Sylla.  My  Lords  withdraw. 

Met.  No,  truft  the  Gods  j  I'll  fee 
My  Country's  Fate,  and  with  her  live  or  die. 

Mar. Sen.  Now,  Sylla, 
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Sylla,.  Now,  my  Veterans,  conlider 
You  fight  for  Laws,  for  Liberty,  and  Life. 

Mar.Sen.  Rebellion  never  wanted  that  Pretence, 
Thou  fhadow  of  what  I  have  been,  thou  Puppet 
Of  that  great  State  and  Honours  I  have  born. 
If  thou'It  do  fbmething  worthy  of  thy  Place, 
Let's  join  our  Battel  with  a  force  may  glut 
The  Throat  of  Death,  and  choak  him  with  himfelf , 
As  fiercely  as  deftroying  Whirlwinds  rife. 
Or  as  Clouds  dafh  when  Thunder  fhakes  the  Skies. 

[Trumpets  found  n  Charge :  Theyfigh, 
Re-enter  Marius  Senior,  taken  bj  Sylla'^  Varty. 

Mar. Sen.  Forfaken,  and  a.Prifoner?  Is  this  all 
That's  left  of  Marius  f  The  old,  naked  Trunk 
Of  that  tall  Pine  that  was  ?  Away,  ye  Shrubs, 
Ye  clinging  Brambles  i  do  not  clog  me  thus. 
But  let  me  run  into  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
And  finifh  my  ill  Fate.     Or  muft  I  be 
Preferv'd  a  publick  Spectacle,  expos'd 
To  Scorn,  and  make  a  Holiday  for  Slaves? 
Oh !  that  Thought's  Hell.    Sure  I.  ihould  Liow  thy  Face. 
Thou  hail  born  Office  under  me.    If  e'er 
In  my  befl  Fortune  I  deferv'd  thy  Friendiliip, 
Give  me  3.  Roman's  Death,  and  fet  mc  free. 
That  no  DiOionour  in  my  Age  overtake  me. 

Off.  I've  fcrv*d  and  Jov'd  you  well :  Nor  would  I  fee 
Your  Fall My  Orders  were,  to  fave  your  Life. 

Mar. Sen.  Thou'rtaTime-ferver, that can'il flatter  Mifery, 

Enter  Marius  Junior,  Granius  and  Sulpitius,  Frifoners. 
My  Sons  in  Bonds  too,  and  Sulpitius? 

Sulp.  Yes,  the  Rat-catchers  have  trapp'd  me.  Now  muft  I 
Be  Food  for  Crows,  and  ftink  upon  a  Tree, 
Whilfl  Coxcombs  flroul  abroad  on  Holy-days 
To  take  the  Air,  and  fee  me  rot.     A  pox 
On  Fortune,  and  a  pox  on  that  firft  Fool 
That  taught  the  World  Ambition. 

Enter  Quintus  Pompeius,  j^r  Liclors  before  him, 

^Pomp.  Draw  near, 


Ye  Men  of  Rome,  and  hear  the  Law  pronounc'd. 
Thou  Marius,  whofe  Ambition  and  whofe  Pride 
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Has  coft  fo  many  Lives,  the  firft  that  e'er 
Vag'd  civil  Wars  in  Rome,  thee  and  thy  Sons, 
Thy  Family  and  Kin,  with  that  vile  Slave 
And  Miniftcr  of  all  thy  Outrages, 
The  curs'd  Sulpitius,  Banifhment's  thy  Lot; 
After  to-morrow's  Dawn  if  found  i'th'City, 
Diath  be  thy  Doom:  So  hath  the  Senate  faid. 
So  flourifh  Peace  and  Liberty  in  Rome, 

[Exit  Q^  Pompeius,  L'tchrs^  crying  Liberty] 

Mar.  Sen.  I  thank  ye,  Gods,  upon  my  Knees  I  thank  ye. 
For  plaguing  me  above  all  other  Men. 
Come,  ye  young  Heroes,  kneel  and  praife  the  Heav'ns, 
For  crov/ning  thus  your  youthful  Hopes,     Ha,  ha,  ha! 
What  pleafant  Game  hath  Fortune  play'd  to  Day  ? 
Oh!  I  could  burfl:  with  Laughter.     Why,  now  Rome's 
At  Peace.    -But  may  it  be  as  ihort  and  vain 
As  Joys  but  dreamt  of,  or  as  fick  Men's  Slumbers. 
Now  let's  take  Hands,  and  bending  to  the  Earth, 
To  all  th'  infernal  Powers  let  us  fwear. 

uill.  We  fwear. 

Mar.  Sen.  That's  well;  By  all  the  Deflinies, 
E  V  all  the  Furies,  and  the  Friends  that  wait 
About  the  Throne  of  Hell,  and  by  Hdl's  King, 
We'll  bring  Deftrudtion  to  this  curled  City  j 
Let  not  one  Stone  of  all  her  Towers  ftand  Me, 

Mar.  Jim.  Let  not  her  Temples  nor  her  Gods  efcape, 

Gra.  Let  Husbands  in  their  Wives  Embraces  pcrini. 

Mar. Sea.  Her  young  Men  maflacred. 

Sulp.  Her  Virgins  ravii"h'd. 

Mar.Jun.  And  let  her  Lovers  all  my  Torments  feel, 
Doating  like  me,  and  Hke  me  banifhed. 
Thus  let  'em  Curfe,  thus  raving  Tear  their  Hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  Ground  as  I  do  now. 

Mar.  Sen.  Rife  then,  and  to  Lavinia  go.     This  Night's 
Thy  own. 

Mar.  Jan.  And  ever  after  Pain  and  Sorrow. 

But  go  thou,  find  I^x/w/Vs  Woman  out [To  his  Servant, 

Tell  her  Til  come,  and  bid  her  chear  my  Love, 
For  ril  not  fail,  but  in  this  Night  enjoy 
W^hole  Life,  and  forgive  Nature  what's  to  come. 

Mar, 
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Mar.  Sen.  Thus  then  let's  part  j  each  take  his  feveral  way. 
As  to  a  Task  of  Darknefs :  When  we  meet 
In  hated  Exile,  we'll  compute  Accomprs, 
And  fee  what  xMifchief  each  has  gathered  then. 
For,  Rome,  I  Ihall  be  yet  once  more  thy  Lord, 
If  Oracles  have  truth,  and  Augurs  lye  not. 
For  yet  a  Child,  and  in  my  Father's  Fields 
Playing,  I  feven  young  Eagles  chanc'd  to  findj 
Which  gathering  up  I  to  my  Parents  bore. 
The  Gods  were  fought,  who  promis'd  me  from  thence 
As  many  times  the  Confulate  in  Rome, 
Six  times  already  I've  that  Office  bore, 
And  fo  far  has  the  Prophecy  prov'd  true. 
But  if  I've  manag'd  ill  the  Time  that's  paft, 
And  too  remifs  fix  elder  Fortunes  loft, 
The  youngeft  Darling-Fate  is  yet  to  come, 
And  thou  ilialt  feel  me  then,  ungrateful  Rome.       [Exemt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE  the  Ga^rdenl 

"Enter  Lavinia  and  Marius  Jtmior, 

^^'"'  \A7  ^^'^  ^^°"  be  gone?  It  is  not  yct  near  Day. 

VV    It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  not  the  Lark, 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thy  Ear. 
Nightly  on  yon  Pomegranate-tree  flie  fings. 
Believe  me.  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

Mur.Jun.  Oh!  'twas  the  Lark,  the  Herald  of  the  Morn, 
No  Nightingale.     Look,  Love,  what  envious  Streaks 
Of  Light  embroider  all  the  cloudy  Eaft. 
Night's  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  Day 
Upon  the  Mountain-tops  fits  gaily  dreft, 
Whilft  all  the  Birds  bring  Mufick  to  his  Levy. 
I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  di\t 

Lav.  Oh!  oh!  what  wretched  Fortune  is  my  Lot! 
Sure,  giving  thee,  Heav'n  grew  too  far  in  Debt 

T« 
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To  pay,  till  Bankrupt-like  it  broken  whilft  I, 
A  poor  compounding  Creditor,  am  forc'd 
To  take  a  Mite  for  endlefs  Sums  of  J07. 

Mar.  Jm.  Let  me  be  taken,  let  me  fuffer  Death, 

I  am  content,  fo  thou  wilt  have  it  fo ^ 

By  Heav'n,  yon  gray  is  not  the  Morning's  Eye, 
But  the  Refledlion  of  pale  Cyw^^/Vs  Brightnefs ; 
Nor  is't  the  Lark  we  hear,  whofe  Notes  do  beat 
So  high  and  eccho  in  the  Vault  of  Heav'n. 
I'm  all  defire  to  flay,  no  will  to  go. 
How  is't  my  Soul  ?  let's  talk :  It  is  not  Day. 

Lav^.  Oh!  it  is,  it  is Fly  hence  away  my  Mmus, 

It  is  the  Lark,  and  out  of  tune  fhe  lings, 
With  grating  Difcords  and  unpleaiing  Strainings. 
Some  fay  the  Lark  and  loathfome  Toad  change  Eyes : 
Now  I  could  wifh  they  had  chang'd  Voices  tooj 
Or  that  a  Lethargy  had  fciz'd  the  iMorning, 
And  fhe  had.  fkp^and  never  wak'd  again, 
To  part  me  from,  th'Embj-aces  of  my  Love. 
What  Jhall  become  of  me,  when  thou  art  gone? 

Mar.Jm.  The  Gods  that  heard  our  Vows,  and  know  our 
Seeing  my  Faith,  and  thy  unfpotted  Tnith,  (Loves, 

V/i!l  iure  take  care,  and'let  no  Wrongs  annoy  thee. 
Upon  m.y  Knees  V\\  ask  'em  every  Day, 
How  my  L^fzinid  does:  And  every  Night, 
In  the  feverc  DiflrelTes  of  my  Fate, 
As  I  perhaps  fliall  wander  through  the  De/art, 
And  want  a  Place  to  reft  my  weary  Head  on, 
Til  count  the  Stars,  and  blefs  'em  as  they  fhine, 
And  court  them  all  for  my  Lavinms  fafety. 

Lav.  Oh  Banifhment,  eternal  Baniihment! 
Ne'er  to  return !  mufl:  v/e  ne'er  meet  again  ?  - 
My  Heart  will  break,  I  cannot  think  that  Thought 
And  live.     Could  I  but  fee  to  th'End  of  Woe, 

There  were  fome  Comfort but  eternal  Torment 

Is  even  infurportable  to  Thought. 

It  cannot  be  that  we  fhallparcforever. 

Mar.Jtm.  No,  for  my  Banifiim.ent  may  be  recall'dj 
My  Earner  once  more  hold  a  Pow'r  in  Rome: 
Tnen  ihali  I  boldly  cl^ixn.  L^v'mifi  mine. 

Whim 
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Whilft  happiefl:  Men  {hall  envy  at  the  Bleffing, 
And  Poets  write  the  Wonders  of  our  Loves. 

Lav.  If  by  my  Father's  Cruelty  I'm  forc'd, 
When  left  alone,  to  yield  to  Syllas  Claim, 
Defencelefs  as  I  am,  and  thou  far  from  me, 
If,  as  I  muft,  I  rather  die  than  fuffer't, 
What  a  fad  Tale  will  that  be  when  'tis  told  thee? 
I  know  not  what  to  fear,  or  hope,  or  think. 
Or  fay,  ©r  do.    I  cannot  let  thee  go. 

Mar. fun.  A  thoufand  things  would,  to  this  purpofe  faid. 
But  fharpen  and  add  weight  to  Sorrow. 

Oh  my  Lavinia !  if  my  Heart  e'er  ftray,  [Kneds. 

Or  any  other  Beauty  ever  charm  me, 
If  I  Hve  not  entirely  only  thine. 
In  that  curft  Moment  when  my  Soul  forfakes  thee. 
May  I  be  hither  brought  a  Captive  bound, 
T'adorn  the  Triumph  of  my  bafeft  Foe, 

Lav.  And  if  I  live  not  faithful  to  the  Lord 
Of  my  firft  Vows,  my  deareft  only  Marius^ 
May  1  be  brought  to  Poverty  and  Scorn, 
Hooted  by  Slaves  forth  from  thy  Gates,  O  Rome, 
'Till  flying  to  the  Woods  t'avoid  my  Shame, 
Sharp  Hunger,  Cold,  or  fome  worfe  Fate  deftroy  me  j 
And  not  one  Tree  vouchfafe  a  Leaf  to  hide  me. 

Mar.  fWJ.  What  needs  all  this? • 

i/?x>.  Oh!  I  could  find  out  things 
To  talk  to  thee  for  ever. 

M^r.  7^».  Weep  not  i  the  time 
We  had  to  ftay  together  has  been  employ 'd 
In  nchcft  Love 

Lav.  We  ought  to  (limmon  all         . 
The  Spirit  of  fott  PalTion  up,  to  chear 
Oar  Hearts  i:hus  lab'ring  with  the  pangs  of  parting. 
Oh  my  poor  Mar  ins! 

Mar.j'un.  Ah  my  kind  Lavinia! 

Lav.  But  dofl  thou  think  v/e  e'er  fhall  meet  again? 

Mar.  Jun.  1  doubt  it  not  j  and  all  thefe  Woes  fhall  ferve 
For  fwect  Difcourfes  in  our  time  to  come. 

Lav.  Alas!  1  have  an  iii-divining  Soul^  ■ 
Metliinks  I  fee  thee^  now  thou'rt  from  my  Arn;is, 

^  Like 
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Like  a  ftark  Ghoft,  with  Horrour  in  thy  Vifage. 
Either  my  Eye-light  fails,  or  thou  lookVt  pale.- 

Mar.Jwi.  And  truil  me.  Love,  in  my  Eye  fo  doftThou^ 
Dry  Sorrow  drinks  oun,  Blood Farewel. 

Lci-v.  Farewel  then.  [£Ar/>  iMar.  Tun. 

Nurfe  fVithin.]  Madam. 

Lav.  My  Nurfe. 

Nurfe  Withm.']  Your  Father's  up,  and  Day -light  broke  a- 
Be  wary,  look  about  you-* (broad. 

Lav.  Hah!  is  he  gone?  my  Lord,  my  Husband,  Friend, 
I  muft  hear  from  thee  every  Hour  i'th'Day; 
For  abfent  Minutes  feem  as  many  Days. 
Oh!  by  this  reckoning  I  fhall  be  moft  old. 
E'er  I  again  behold  my  Marius.     Nay, 
Gone  too  already  i  'Twas  unkindly  done, 
I  had  not  yet  imparted  half  my  Soul, 
Not  a  third  part  of  its  fond  jealous  Fears: 
But  Til  purfae  him  for't,  and  be  revenp'd  j 
Hang  fuch  a  tender  Tale  about  his  Heart, 
Shall  make  it  tingle  as  his  Life  were  ftun'g: 

Nay  too -I  U  love  him  j  nf:ver,  never  leave  him ; 

Fond  as  a  c.hild,  and  refolute  as  Man.  [Exst  LaWnia. 

Enter  Metellus  mujmg. 

Met.pUa,  this  Morning  parts  from  hence  to  C^pm 

To  hcacf  that  Army,    dmct  muft  be  Conful ' 

Ay,  dma.  muft  be.    He's  a  bulie  Fellow, 

Knows  how  to  tel)  a  Story  to  the  Pvabble, 

Hates  MartHs  too:  that,  that's  the  deareft' point 

1  hope  the  Snares  for  Mtfrius  laid  m.av  take  him 

A  hundred  Hcrfe  are  in  purfuit  to  find  him  • 

And  It  they  catch  him    his  Head's  lafe,  that's  certain. 

Odavius  will  be  the  orher be  it  fo, 

Anhonell:,  f^mple,  downright-dealing  Lord  • 
A  httle  too  Religious,  that's  his  Fault. 
Lraer  a  Servant, 
What  now  ? 

^rv.  A  Letter  left  you  by  a  Li<ftor 
Who  toki  us  -that  it  came  from  the  Lord  Sylh. 

^letelius 
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Mefellus  reads  the  Letter. 

BLAME  not,  Sir,  my  parting 
Sofuddenly :  ju(i  novo  Ikie  had  advice 
Of  fame  Dijlurtance  in  the  Camp  at  Capua. 
Commend  my  tender' ft  Faith  to  fair  Lavinia. 
You're  Sylla'i  Advocate  with  her  and  Rome. 

Enter  Narfe. 
Well,  Nurfe, 

Nurfe.  My  Lord, 

Met.  How  does  my  Daughter? 

N«r/^.  Truly  very  ill: 
Shehasnotfleptawink: 
Nothing  but  tofs'd  and  tumbled  all  this  Night  j 
I  left  her  juft  now  flumbring. 
This  Lord  Sylla  -docs  fo  run  in  her  Head. 

Met.  Oh!  were  he  in  her  Heart,  Nurfe ! 

N«y/«.  Werehe? 
Why,  ihe  thinks  of  nothing  elfe,  talks  of  nothing  elfe, 
dreams  of  nothing  elfe.  She  would  needs  have  me  lie 
with  her  t'other  Night.  But  about  Midnight  (111  fwear  it 
wak'd  me  out  of  a  fweet  Nap)  fhe  takes  me  faft  in  her 
Arms,  and  cries,  Oh  my  Lord  Sylla ^  but  are  you,  will 

you  be  true?  Then  figh'd,  and  fo  ftretch'd 1  fwear  1 

was  half  afraid. 

Met,  She's  ftrangely  alter'd  then. 
This  Morning  two  new  Confuls  mufl  be  chofen. 
If  they  are  true,  thole  Tidings  thou  haft  brought  me. 
Wait  while  fhe  wakes,  and  tell  her  -'tis  my  Pieafure, 

At  my  return  from  th' Forum  that  I  fee  her 

[Exit  Metellus. 

tSiUrfe.  So,  foj here  will  be  fweet  doings  in  time. 

How  may  hundred  Lies  a  day  muft  I  tell,  to  keep  this 
Family  at  Peace  ? 

Enter  Laviaia. 

Lav.  Oh  Nurfe!  Where  art  thou?  Is  my  Father  gone? 

Nurfe.  Gone  ?  Yes  j  and  I  would  I  were  gone  too. 

Lav.yNhj  doft  thoufigh?  What  caufe  haft  thou  to  wifh 
Wert  thou  difta-eft,  unfortunate  as  I  am,  (fo? 

Thou 


of  Caivs  Marius.     ^241 

Thou  hadft  then  caufe. 

What  fhall  I  do?  Oh,  how  alone  am  I! 

I  walk  methinks  as  half  of  me  were  loft : 

Yet,  like  a  maim'd  Bird,  flutter,  flutter  on, 

And  fain  wou'd  find  a  Hole  to  hide  my  Head  in. 

Nwfe.'Odds  myBoddikins!  but  why  thus  dreft, Madam? 
Why  in  this  pickle,  fay  you  now  ? 

Lav.  Seem  not  to  wonder,  nor  dare  to  oppofe  me. 
For  I  am  defperate,  and  refolv'd  to  Death. 
In  this  unhappy,  wayward,  humble  Drefs, 
After  my  Love  a  Pilgrimage  I'll  take, 
Forfake  deferted  Rome,  and  find  my  Marias. 

Nurfe.  And  I  muft  flay  behind  to  be  hang'd  up,  like  an 
old  Pole- Cat  in  a  Warren,  for  a  warning  to  all  Vermine 
that  fhall  come  after  me.  Would  I  were  fairly  dead  for 
a  Week,  'till  this  were  over. 

Lav.  This  Morning's  Opportunity  is  fair. 
When  all  are  bufie  in  electing  Confuls  j 
I  fl^.all  efcape  unfeen  without  tlie  Gates, 
And  this  Night  in  a  Litter  reach  Salonium. 

Nurfe.  I  care  not  j  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  in't.  You 
fhan't  ftir.  Nay  FU  raife  the  Hcufe  firft.  Why  Cledius! 
Catulus!  Sempronia!  Thesbia!  Men  and  Maids,  where  are 

you?  Oh!  oh!  oh! 

\hv/.  gets  from  her.  Nurfe  falls  dorm.  Exit  Lavinia. 
Enter  Clodius. 

Clod.  What's  the  matter,  Miftrels  ? 

Nurfe.  Oh  Clody,  Ckdy,  dear  Clody !  is't  thee,  my  dear 
Clody?  Help  me,  help  me  up.  Run  to  my  Lord  to  the 
Jorum  prefentlyi  tell  him  hisTreafury  is  robb'd,  hisHouie 
a  fire,  his  Daughter  dead,  and  I  mad.  Run,  run.  You'll 
not  run.     Oh  I  oh!  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  chdTjges  to  the  Country. 

Enter  feveral  Herdfmen  belonging  to  Marius. 

I  Herdf.  Good- morrow,  Brother ;  you  have  heard  •  the 
News. 

i  Herdf.  News,  quoth  a  ?  Trim  News  truly. 
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1  Herd/.  Why,  they  fay  our  Lord  and  Matter's  ftept  a 
one  fide.  "  Is  there  any  thing  in't  trow?  .     ,    -  , 

i  Herdf.  Any  thing  in't?  alas-a-day!  alas-a-day!  fad 
tvmes'  fad  times.  Brother!  not  a  Penny  of  Mony  ftirring. 

1  Herdf.  Nay,  1  thought  there  was  no  geod  Weather 
towards,  when  my  bald-fac'd  Heifer  ftuck  up  her  Tail 
Eaftward,  and  ran  back  into  a  new  Quick-fet,  which  1 
had  iuft  made  to  keep  the  Swine  from  the  Beans. 

iHerdf.  And  the  t'other  Night,  as  I  was  at  Supper,  m 
the  Chimney-corner,  a  whole  Family  of  Swallows  that 
had  occupy'd  the  Tenement  thefe  feven  Years,  /elj  down, 
Neft  and  all,  into  the  Porridge-pot,  and  fpoild  the 
Broth.  Sad  times!  lad  times.  Brother,' 

2  Herdf.  Did  you  meet  no  Troopers  this  way  ? 

2  Herdf.  Troopers?  I  faw  a  parcel  of  Raggooners,  I 
think  they  call  'em,  trotting  along  yon  Wood  fide  upon 
ragged  Hidebound  Jades,    I  warrant  they  came  for  no 

Goodnefs. ^     ,      ,  ,.    .  r  t- 

I  Herdr.'Tw^s  to  feek  for  Lord  Marms,  as  fure  as  Eggs 
be  EoPS  Thefe  'bitious  Folk  make  mere  ftir  in  the  V/orld 
than  a  thoufand  Men.    Would  my  Kinc  were  all  in  their 

Inter  federal  Soldiers  in  quefi  of  Marius. 

1  Sold.  This  is  the  way.  How  now,  you  pack  of 
Boobies.?  whofe  Fools  are  yeu?  " 

a  Herdf  Why,  we  are  fuch  Fools  as  you  are  -,  any  bo- 
dies Fools  that  will  pay  us  our  Wages. 

2  Sold.  Do  you  belong  to  mc  Traitoi  Manus? 

1  Herdf  We  belong  to  Catus  Marms,   an  t  like  your 

7sohi  Why,  this  is  a  civil  Fellow.    But  you.  Rogue, 
YOU  are  witty  and  be  hang'd,  are  you? 
'    1  Herdf.  I's  poor  enough  to  be  witty,  as  you  re  poor  e- 
noiigh  to  be  valiant.    Had  I  but  Mony  enough,  Id  no 
more  be  a  Wit  than  you'd  be  a  Soldier. 

2  Sold.  Let  the  hungry  Churl  alone.  .      ,      ,,  , 
I  Sold.  Hark  you,  you  Dogj  where  s  your  Lord,    the 

Traitor  Marias  ?  . ,     ,        •  r 

1  Herdf.  In  a  whole  Skin,  it  he  be  wife. 

2  -sad.  Where  is  he,  you  Pultrcca  ?  ^  ^^^^^^ 
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2  Herdf.  Look  you,  I  keep  his  Cows  and  his  Oxen  here 
at  Salonium,  but  I  keep  none  of  him.  If  you  muft  needs 
know  where  he  is,  then  I  mull  needs  tell  you  I  don'ti 
know. 

I  Sold.  Let's  to  his  Houfe  hard  by,  and  ranfack  that. 
Sirrah,  if  we  mifs  of  him,  you  may  repent  this, 

o  [Ex.  Soldiers. 

I  Herdf.  *Tis  all  one  to  me,  I  muft  pay  my  Rent  to 
fomebody. 

z  Herdf.  Why,  this  'tis  now  to  be  a  great  Man.  Heav'n 

keep  mc  a  Cow-keeper  ftill 1  fay 

'Enter  Marlus  Senior  .i7id  Granius. 

Mar.  vSffw.  Where  are  we?  are  we  yet  not  ntzx SdoniHrn'^ 
Lead  me  to  yonder  fhady  Poplar,  where 
The  poor  old  Marius  a  while  may  fit. 
And  joy  in  Reft.     Oh  my  diftcmper'd  Head  » 
The  Sun  has  beat  his  Beams  fo  hard  upon  me, 
That  my  Brain's  hot  as  molten  Gold.     My  Skull! 
Oh  my  tormented  Skull!  Oh  Komel  Rome  I  Rome  I 
Hah !  what  are  thofe  ? 

Gran.  They  feem,  Sir,  Rural  Swains, 
Who  tend  the  Herds  that  graze  beneath  thefe  Woods. 

Mar.  Sen.  Who  are  you  ?  to  what  Lord  do  je  belong.? 

2  Herdf.  We  did  belong  to  Cams  Marius  once:  but 
they  fay  he's  gone  a  Journey :  and  now  we  belong  to 
one  another. 

Mar.  Sen.  Have  ye  forgot  me  then ,  ungrateful  Slaves! 
Are  you  fo  willing  to  difown  your  Mafter  ? 
Who  would  have  thought  t'have  found  fuchBafenefs  here, 
Where  Innocence  feems  feated  by  the  Gods, 
As  in  her  Virgin-naked nefs  untainted  ? 
Confulion  on  ye,  ye  fordid  Earthlings.       [Ex.  all  but  ons 

I  Herdf  Oh  fiy,  my  Lord,  your  Foes  are  thick  abroad. 
Juft  now  a  Troop  of  Murtherers  paft  this  way. 
And  ask'd  with  horrour  for  the  Traitor  Marius. 
By  this  time  at  Salonium,  at  your  Houfe, 
They  are  in  feauch  of  you.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord [l^xit. 

Mar.  Sen.  I  fhall  be  hounded  up  and  down  the  World, 
Now  every  Villain,  that  is  Wretch  enough 
To  take  the  price  of  Blood,  dreams  oi  my  Throat. 

L  a  Help 
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Help  and  fupport  me  till  I  reach  the  Wood, 
Then  go  and  find  thy  wretched  Brother  out. 
Afunder  we  may  dodge  our  Fate,  and  lofe  her. 
In  Tome  old  hollow  Tree  or  o'ergrown  Brake 
-.J'd  reft  my  weary  Limbs  till  danger  pafs  me. 

[Goes  irtto  the  Wood. 
Enter  Soldiers  again.  ^ 

1  Sold.  A  thoufand  Crowns?  'tis  a  Reward  might  buy 
As  many  Lives,  for  they  are  cheap  in  Romej 

And  'tis  tco  much  for  one. 

2  Sold.  Let's  fet  this  Wood 

A  flaming,  if  you  think  he's  here,  and  then 
Quickly  you'll  fee  th'old  Drone  crawl  humming  out. 

I  Sold.  Thou  always  lov'ft  to  ride  fullfpeedto  Miibhief. 
There's  no  confideration  in  thee.  Look  you.  when  I  cut 
a  Throat,  I  love  to  do  it  with  as  much  Deliberation  and 
Decency  as  a  Barber  cuts  a  Beard.  I  hate  a  flovenly  Mur- 
ther  done  hand  over  head;  a  Man  gets  no  credit  by  it. 

5  Seld.  The  Man  that  fpoke  lad,  fpoke  well.  There- 
fore let  us  to  yon  ad^^acent  Village,  and  fowce  our  felves 
in  good  Fnkraiam [Ex.  Soldiers. 

Mar.  Sen.  O  Villains!  not  a  Slave  of  thofe 
But  has  ferv'd  under  me,  has  eat  my  Bread, 

And  felt  my  Bounty Drought!  parching  Drought! 

Was  ever  Lion  thus  by  Dogs  embofs'd  } 
Oh!  I  could  fwallow  Rivers:  Earth  yield  me  Water. j 
Or  fwallow  Mar: us  down  v/here  Springs  firft  flow. 
Enter  Marius  Junior,  and  Granius. 

Mar.  fun.  My  Father ! 

Mar.  Sen.  Oh  my  Sons ! 

Mar.  Jm.  Why  thus  forlorn !  ftretch'd  on  the  Earth? ' 

Mar.  Sen.  Oh!  get  me  fomerefrefhment,  cooling  Herbs, 
And  Water  to  allay  my  ravenous  Thirft. 
I  vv^ould  not  trojble  you  if  1  had  ftrength: 
But  I'm  fo  faint  that  all  my  Limbs  are  ufelefs. 
Now  have  I  not  one  Drachma  to  buy  Food, 
Mull:  we  then  ftarve?  No,  fure  the  Birds  will  feed  us. 

Mar.Jnn.  There  ftands  a  Houfe  on  yonder  fide  o'  th* 
Jt  feems  the  Manfion  of  fome  Man  of  Note;  •  (Wood, 
_i'il  go  and  turn  a  Beggar  for  my  Father^ 

Mur* 
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.     Mar.  Sen.  O  my  Soul's  comfort!  do.    Indeed  I  want  it, 
I,  who  had  once  the  plenty  of  the  Earth, 
Now  want  a  Root  and  Water.     Go,  my  Boy, 
And  fee  who'll  give  a  Morfel  to  poor  Marius. 
Nay,  I'll  not  ftarvc:  No,  I  v/ill  plunge  in  Riot, 
Wallow  in  Plenty.     Drink!  I'll  drink,  I'll  drink. 

Give  me  that  Goblet  hither. Here's  a  Health 

To  all  the  Knaves  and  Senators  in  Rome. 

Mnr.  Jm.  Repofe  your  fef  a  while,  till  we  return. 

M%r.  Sen.  I  will,  but  prithee  let  me  rave  a  httle. 
Go,  prithee  go.  and  don't  delay.     I'll  reft, 

As  thou  flialt,  Rome,  if  e'er  my  Fortune  raife  me 

{Exit  Mar.  Jun, 
Znter  Lavinia. 
Another  Murth'rer?  this  brings  fmiling  Fate: 
A  deadly  Snake  cloath'd  in  a  dainty  Skin. 

Lav.  I've  wandred  up  and  down  thefe   Woods  and 
Meadows, 

Till  I  have  loft  my  way. 

Againft  a  tall,  young,  llender,  well-grown  Oak 
Leaning,  I  found  Lavinia  in  the  Bark. 
My  Marius  fhould  not  be  far  hence. 

Mar,  Sen.  What  art  thou, 
That  dar'ft  to  name  that  wretched"  Creature  Marius  i 

Lav,  Do  not  be  angry,  Sir,  whate'er  thou  art 3         ^ 
I  am  a  poor  unhappy  Woman,  driven 
By  Fortune  to  purfue  my  bani'ih'd  Lord. 

Mar.  Sen,  By  thy  diffembhng  Tone  thou  fliould'ft  be 
Woman, 
And  Roman  too. 

Lav.  Indeed  I  am. 

Mar.  Sen.  A  R.oman? 
If  thou  art  fo,  be  gone,  left  Rage  with  Strength 
Aftift  my  Vengeance,  and  I  rife  and  kill  thee^ 

L.iv.  My  Facher,  is  it  your 

I^lar.  Sen.  Now  thou  art  Woman  j 
For  Lies  are  in  thee.    I?  am  I  thy  Father? 
I  ne'er  was  yet  fo  c urft  5  none  of  thy  Sex  ' 
E'er  fprung  from  me.     My  Off-fpring  all  are  Males, 
The  nobler  fort  of  Beafts  entit'ied  Men, 

^  5  Lav, 
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Lav.  I  am  your  Daughter,  if  your  Son's  my  Lord. 
Have  ycu  ne"'er  heard  Lav'mU's  Name  in  Kowe, 
That  wedded  with  the  Son  of  Marius  ? 

Mar.  Sen.  Hah! 
Art  thou  that  fond,  that  kind  and  doating  thing, 
That  left  her  Father  for  a  banifh'd  Husband  ? 

Come  near 

And  let  me  blefs  thee,  though  thy  Name's  my  Foe. 

Lav.  Alas,  my  Father,  you  feem  much  oppreft : 
Your  Lips  are  parcht,  blood-fhot  your  Eyes  and  funk. 
"Will  you  partake  fuch  Fruits  as  I  have  gathered  ? 
Tafte,  Sir,  this  Peach,  and  this  Pomegranate  j  both  are 
Kipe  and  refrefhing. 

Mar.  Sen.  What?  all  this  from  thee, 
Thou  Angel,  whom  the  Gods  have  fent  to  aid  me  ? 
1  don't  deferve  thy  Bounty. 

Lav.  Here,  Sir's  more. 
I  found  a  Chryftal  Spring  too  in  the  Wood, 
And  took  fome  Water:  'tis  moil  foft  and  cool. 

Mar.  Sen.  An  Emperor's  Feaft !  but  I  fhall  rob  thee. 

Lav.  No,  I've  eat,  and  ilak'd  my  Thirft.   But  wherc*s 
my  Lord, 
My  deareft  Marius  ? 

Mar.  Sen.  To  th'  Neighbouring  Village 
He's  gone,  to  beg  his  Father's  Dinner,  Daughter. 

Lav.  Will  you  then  call  me  Daughter?  will  you  own  it? 
I'm  much  o'er-paid  for  all  the  Wrongs  of  Fortune. 
But  furely  Marius  can't  be  brought  to  want. 
IVe  Gold  and  Jewels  too,  and  they'll  buy  Food. 
Inter  Marius  Junior. 

Mar.  Sea.  See  here,  my  Marius,  what  the  Gods  have 
fent  us. 
See  thy  Lazinia. 

Mar.  Jhu.  Hah!  \ThBy  run  and  embrace  . 

Mar.  Sen.  What?  dumb  at  meeting? 

Mar.  Jun,  Why  weeps  my  Love? 

Lav.  I  cannot  fpeak.  Tears  fo  obftru(fi  my  Words, 
And  choak  me  with  unutterable  Joy. 

Mar.  Jan.  Oh  my  Heart's  Joy! 

Lav.  My  Soul! 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Jm.  But  haft  thou  left 
Thy  Father's  Houfe,  the  Pomp  and  State  of  Korm^ 
To  follow  Dsfart-Mifcry ! 

Lnv,  I  come 
To  bear  a  part  in  every  thing  that's  thine, 
Be't  Happinefs  or  Sorrow.     In  thefe  Woods, 
Whilft  from  purfuing  Enemies  you're  fafc, 
rii  range  about,  and  find  the  Fruits  and  Springs, 
Gather  cool  Sedges,  Daffadils  and  Lillics, 
And  fofteil  Camomil  to  make  us  Beds, 
Whereon  my  Love  and  I  at  night  will  flecp. 
And  dream  of  better  Fortune. 

Tjiter  Granius  and  Servant  with  Wme  and  Meat, 

Mar.  Sen.  Yet  more  Plenty  ? 
Sure  ComuSy  the  God  of  Fcatling,  haunts  thefe  Woods, 
And  means  to  entertain  us  as  his  Guefts. 

Serv.  I  am  fent  hither,  Marius,  from  my  Lord, 
Sextilius  the  Prsetor,  to  relieve  thee. 
And  warn  thee  that  thou  ftrait  depart  this  place, 
Elfe  he  the  Senate's  Edi£l  xnuft  obey, 
And  treat  thee  as  the  Foe  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Se».  But  did  he, 
Did  he,  Sextilius,  bid  thee  fay  all  this  ? 
Was  he  too  proud  to  come  and  fee  his  Mafter, 
That  rai^d  him  our  of  nothing  ?  Was  he  not 
My  menial  Servant  once,  and  wip'd  thefe  Shooes, 
Ran  by  my  Chariot- wheels^  my  Pleafures  watcht, 
And  fed  upon  the  voidings  of  my  Table? 
Durft  he  affront  me  with  a  fordid  Alms? 
And  fend  a  fancy  MefTage  by  a  Slave  ? 
Hence  with  thy  Scraps :  back  to  thy  Teeth  I  dafh  *em. 
Be  gone  whilft  thou  art  fafe.     Hold,  ftay  a  little. 

Serv.  What  Anfwcr  would  you  have  me  carry  back  ? 

Mar.  Sen.  Go  to  Sextilius,  tell  him  thou  haft  feen 
Poor  Cains  Marius  banirti'd  from  his  Country, 
Sitting  in  Sorrow  on  the  naked  Earth, 
Amidft  an  ample  Fortune  once  his  own. 
Where  now  he  cannot  claim  a  Turf  to  flecp  on.  [Exit  Serv. 
How  am  I  fallen !  Mulick  ?  Sure,  the  Gods     [-Soft  Mufick. 
Are  Mad,  or  have  defign'd  to  make  me  fo. 

L  4  "Entt 
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Enter  Martha, 
V/ell,  what  art  Thou  ? 

Marth.  Am  I  a  Stranger  to  thee? 
Marthas  my  Name,  the  Syrian  Prophetefs, 
That  us'd  to  wait  upon  thee  with  good  Fortune^ 
Till  banifh'd  out  of  Rome  for  ferving  Thee, 
I've  ever  fince  inhabited  thefe  Woods, 
And  fearch'd  the  deepeft  Arts  of  wife  Foreknowledge. 

Mar.  Sen.  I  know  thee  now  moft  well.    When  thou 
wert  gone, 
All  my  pod  Fortune  left  me.    My  lov'd  Vultures, 
That  us  d  to  hover  o'er  my  happy  Head, 
And  promife  Honour  in  the  Day  of  Batrel, 
Have  fmce  been  feen  no  more.     Even  Birds  of  Prey 
Forfake  unhappy  Marius:  Men  of  Prey 
Purfue  him  ftill.    Haft  thou  no  Hopes  in  frore? 

Marth.  A  hundred  Spirits  wait  upon  my  will, 
T©  bring  me  Tidings,  from  th' Earth's  farrheft  Corners, 
Of  all  that  happens  out  in  States  and  Councils : 
I  tell  thee  therefore,  Rome  is  once  more  thine. 
The  Confuls  have  had  Blows,  and  Cmnas  beatea, 
"Who  with  his  Army  comes  to  find  thee  out. 
To  lead  him  back  with  Terrour  to  that  City. 

Mar.  Sen.  Speak  on. 

Marth.  Nay,   e'er  thou  think'fl  it  he  wiU  be  with  thee. 
But  let  thy  Sons,  and  thefe  fair  Nymphs  retire, 
WhilH:  I  relieve  thy  wearied  Eyes  with  Sleep,  ' 
And  chesr  thee  in  a  Dream  with  promis'd  Fate. 

Mar.  Jun.  Come,  my  Lavinia,  Granius,  we'll  withdraw 

10  icme  cool  Shade,  and  wonder  at  our  Fortune.      {Ex. 

[Martha  waves  her  Wand A  Dance. 

Mar.  Sen.  O  Reft,  thou  Stranger  to  my  Senfes,  welcome. 
Ef,ter  Servant  and  a  Ruffian 

Serv.  Ten  Att,ck  Talents  <hali  be  thy  Reward 
Sexiilius  gives  'em  thee.     Difpatch  him  atcly. 

Riif.  Fear  not,  he  never  wakes  again. 

Mar.  Sen.  No  more, 
I'll  hear  no  more.    Metellus  live?  No,  no; 
He  dies,  he  dies.    So  bear  him  to  the  mer 
And  plunge  him  to  the  bottom.    Hah,  Antonius ' 
Where  are  my  Guards?  Difpatch  that  talking  Knave, 
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That  when  he  fhould  be  doing  publick  Service, 

Confumes  his  time  in  Speeches  to  the  Rabble, 

And  fowes  Sedition  in  a  City.     Down, 

Down  with  Pompeius  too,  that  call'd  me  Traitor. 

Hah!  art  thou  there?  Welcome  once  more,  old  Marius^ 

To  Rome's  Tribunal. 

Ruf.  Now's  the  time. 

Mar.  Sen.  Stand  off, 
Secure  that  Gml—D^r'H  thou  kill  Casus  Marius  ?        [U^akes, 
Hah !  fpeak  ?  What  art  thou  ? 

Ruf.  By  Sextil'ms  hired 
I  hither  came  to  take  your  L'fe.     Spare  mine. 
And  I'll  for  ever  ie-.ve  you  at  your  Feet. 

Mxr.  Sen.  What  barb'rous  Slaves  are  thefe,  that  envy  m€ 
The  open  Air ;  fet  Prices  on  my  Head, 
As  they  would  do  on  Wolves  that  flay  their  Flock! 

i:nter  Salpitius.  [Tmmpets. 

Trumpets!  Sulpitius,  where  haft  thou  been  wand'ring 
Since  the  late  Storm  that  drove  us  from  each  other? 

Snip.  Why,  doing  Mifchicf  up  and  dovvn  the  City, 
Picking  up  difcontented  Fools,  helving 
The  Senators  and  Government,  dellroying 
Faith  amongft  honeft  Men,  and  praifing  Knaves. 

Mar.  Sen.  Oh,  but  w here's  Cinnd  ? 

Snip.  Ready  to  fa'iite  you 

Enter  Cinna  at t ended totth  LlEtors  and  Guards. 

Cin.  Romans,  once  more  behold  your  Contiil ;  leej 
Is  that  a  Fortune  fit  for  Casus  Marius  ? 
Advance  your  Axes  and  your  Rods  before  him. 
And  give  him  all  the  Cuftoms  of  his  Honour.       (MArhu. 

Mar.  Sen.  Away:    fuch  Pomp  becomes  not  wretched 
Here  let  me  pay  Obedience  to  my  Conful. 
Lead  me,  great  Cinna,  where  thy  Foes  have  wrong'd  thee. 
And  fee  how  thy  old  Soldier  will  obey. 

Cm.  O  Marius,   be  our  Hearts  ui.ited  ever, 
To  carry  Defolation  into  Rome, 
And  wafte  that  Den  of  iVlonftcrs  to  the  Earth, 

Mar.  Sen.  Shall  we  ? 

Cm.  We'll  do't.     That  godly  Soothfaying  FodI, 
That  facrificing  Dolt,  that  Sot  Oda^'ms, 

L  f  When 
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when  we  were  chofcn  Conflils  in  the  Tommy 
Difown'd  me  for  his  Collegue;  faid,  the  Gods 
Fad  told  him  I  defign'd  Tyrannick  Pow'rj 
Provok'd  the  Citizens,  who  took  up  Arms, 
And  drove  me  forth  the  Gates. 

Mar  Sen.  Excellent  Mifchief  1 
What's  to  be  done  ? 

C':n.  No  fboner  was  I  gone. 
But  a  large  P^irt  of  that  great  City  follow'd  me. 
There's  not  an  honeft  Spirit  left  in  Rw?e, 
That  does  not  own  my  Caufe,  and  wifh  for  Marius. 

Mar.  Sen.  Bring  me  my  Horfe,  my  Armour,  and  the  Laurel 
With  which  Vv'hen  Fd  o'ercome  three  barb'rous  Nations, 
I  enter 'd  crown'd  with  Triumph  into  Rome. 
I  go  to  free  her  now  from  greater  Mifchiefs. 
Enter  Marius  Juriior  and  Granius. 

0  my  young  Warriour! 
Mar.Jun.  Curfi  be  the  Light, 

And  ever  curfl  be  all  thefe  Regions  round  us. 
LAiunias  loft,  born  back  with  force  to  Rome, 
By  Ruffians  headed  by  her  Father's  Kinfmeni 
And  like  a  Coward  too  I  live^  yet  law  it.  [Exit, 

Mar. Sen.  Oh  Mar:  us!  Marius!  let  not 'plaints  come  from 
Kcr  cloud  the  Joy  that's  breaking  on  thy  Father,      (thee. 
If  fhe  be  back  in  Rome,  Lavinias  thine. 
To  morrow's  dawn  reftorcs  her  to  thy  Arms. 
For  that  fair  Miftrefs,  Fortune,  which' has  coft 
So  dear,  for  which  fuch  Hardfhips  I  have  paft. 
Is  coy  no  m.ore,  but  crowns  my  Hopes  at  lafl. 

1  long  to  imbrace  her,  nay,^'tis  Death  to  flay.  "1 
I  'm  mad  as  promised  Bridegrooms,  born  away  ^ 
With  thoughts  of  nothing  but  the  joyful  Day.  lExeunt.\ 

SCENE  III.    MetellusV  Houfe. 

Enter  Metellus,  Lavinia,  and  Triefi  of  Hymen. 
Lav,  Nay,  you  have  catch'd  me:  You  may  kill  me  too: 
But  with  my  Cries  I'll  rend  the  echoing  Heav'ns, 
''Till  all  the  Gods  are  witnefs  how  you  ufe  me. 

Met.  What?  h'kc  a  Vagrant  fly  thy  Father's  Houfe? 
And  iohovv  fulfomely  an  exii'd  Slave, 

Difdain'd 
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Difdain'd  by  all  the  World  ?  But  abjeft  thou, 

Refolve  to  go,  or  bound  be  fent  to  Sylla, 

With  as  much  fcorn  as  thou  haft  done  me  Shame. 

Lav.  Do,  bind  me,  kill  me,  rackthefe  Limbs:  Til  bear  it 
But,  Sir,  confider  ftill  I  am  your  Daughter ; 
And  one  Hour's  Converfe  with  this  holy  Man 
May  teach  me  to  repent  and  fhew  Obedience. 

Met.  Think  not  t'evade  me  by  protradiing  time: 
For  if  thou  doft  not,  may  the  Gods  forfake  me. 
As  I  will  thee,  if  thou  eicape  my  Fury. [^Exif- 

Lfiv.  Oh!  bid  me  leap  (rather  than  go  to  Sylla) 
From  off  the  Battlements  of  any  Tow'r, 
Or  walk  in  Thievifh  ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  Serpents  are:  Chain  me  with  roaring  Bears j 
0r  hide  me  nightly  in  a  Charnel-houfe 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  Mens  rattling  Bones, 
With  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  Skulls : 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Shrowd : 
Things  that  to  hear  but  told  have  made  me  tremble : 
And  I'll  go  through  it  without  fear  or  doubting, 
To  keep  my  Vows  unfpotted  to  my  Love— 

Frieft.  Take  here  this  Vial  then,  and  in  this  moment 
Drink  it,  when  ftreight  through  all  thy  Veins  fhall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfie  Humour  more  than  Sleep : 
And  in  Death's  borrow 'd  likeneis  Ihalt  thou  lye 
Two  Summer  Days,  then  v/ake  as  from  a  Slumber, 
'Till  Marius  by  my  Letters  know  what's  paft. 
And  come  by  ftealth  to  Rome. 

Lav.  Give  me;  Oh!  give  me:  tell  me  not  of  Fears. 

Trieji.  Farewel:  Be  bold  and  profp'rous.  \_Exit. 

Lav.  Oh!  farewel 

Heav'n  knows  if  ever  we  fhall  meet  again. 

I  have  a  faint  cold  Fear  thrills  through  my  Veins, 

That  almoft  freezes  up  the  Heat  of  Life. 

I'll  call  him  back  again  to  comfort  me. 

Stay,  holy  Man.     But  what  fhould  he  do  here? 

My  difmal  Scene  'tis  fit  I  a<Si:  alone. 

Wfiat  if  this  Mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 

Shall  I  to-morrow  then  be  fent  to  Sylla? 

N©. 
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No,  no, this  (hall  forbid  it;  lye  thou  there 

[^Lays  dorm  the  Dagger, 
Or  how,  if,  when  I'm  laid  into  the  Tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Mar i us  come 
To  my  Relief?  There,  there's  a  fearful  Point. 
Shall  i  not  then  be  ftlfled  in  the  Vault, 
Where  for  thefe  many  hundred  Years  the  Bones 
Of  all  my  bury'd  Anceftors  are  pack'd? 
Where,  as  they  fay,  Ghoils  at  fome  Hours  refort, 
With  Mandrakes  ihreekstorn  from  the  Earth's  dark  Womb, 
That  living  Mortals  hearing  them  run  mad? 
Or  if  I  wake,  iball  I  not  be  diflrafted, 
Inviron'd  round  with  all  thefe  hideous  Fears, 
And  madly  play  with  my  Fore- fathers  Joints  i 
Then  in  this  Rage  with  fome  great  Kinfman's  Bones 
As  with  a  Club,  daili  out  my  defp'rate  Brains! 
What  ?  Sylla  f  Get  thee  gone,  thou  meager  Lover : 
My  Senfe  abhors  thee.     Don't  difturb  my  Draught ; 
'Tis  to  my  Lord.  iDrinks.']  Oh  Marias  I  Mariusl  Mar.-us! 

[Exit, 


AGTV.      SCENE     I. 

SCENE    Cinna'/  Cam^  before  the  Walls  of 
Rome. 

[Trumpets  found  a  Central. 

Enter  Cinna,  Marius  Se?iior,  and  Sulpitius,   Granius,  tvoo 
Ambajfadors,  Guards. 

Cm.  A  Mbailadours  from  Rome  ?  How  many  Slaves, 
xX  Traitors,  and  Tyrants,  Villains,  was  I  call'd 
But  Yefterday  ?  yet  now  their  Conful  Cinna. 
Oh!  what  an  excellent  Mafter  is  an  Army, 
To  teach  Rebellious  Cities  Manners  I  Say, 
My  Friend  and  Collegue  Marins,  Ihall  we  hear  'cm  ? 
Mar. Sen,  Whom  ? 
Cm,  The  Ambafladours. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Sen.  From  whence  ? 

Cm.  From  Rome. 

Mar. Sen.  My  loving  Country- men?  they  muft  be  heard. 
Or  Sylla  will  be  angry 

Chi.  In  what  ftate 
And  Pageantry  the  Iblid  Lumps  move  on? 
And  though  they  come  to  beg,  will  be  attended 
With  their  ill-order 'd  Pomp  and  awkard  Pride» 
Who  are  ye  ?  And  from  whence  ? 
.    I  Ami>.  From  wretched  Rome. 
To  thee,  moft  mighty  Cinm,  and  to  thee, 
Moil:  dread  Lord  Marius,  in  her  Name  we  bo'//. 

Cin.  What's  your  Demand  ? 

I  Amb.  Hear  but  our  humble  Prayers, 
And  all  Demands  be  made  by  Godlike  Cinna. 
Whither,  oh !  whither  will  your  Rage  purilie  us  ? 
^^ufl:  ail  the  Fortunes  and  the  Lives  of  Rome 
Suffer  for  one  Mifcarriage  of  her  iMafiers? 
Your  forrowful  afflifted  iMother  Rcme, 
In  whofe  kind  Bofom  you  were  nurs'd  and  bred, 
Stretches  her  trembling  Arms  t'implore  your  Pity, 
Fold  up  your  dreadful  Enfigns,  and  lay  by 
Your  warlike  Terrours,  that  affright  her  Matrons, 
And  come  to  her  e'er  Sorrows  quite  o'er- whelm  her. 
But  come  like  Sons  that  bring  their  Parents  Joy : 
Enter  her  Gates  with  Dove-like  Peace  before  ye, 
And  let  no  bloody  Slaughter  ftain  her  Streets. 

Cin.  Thus  'tis  you  think  to  heal  up  fmarting  Honour, 
By  pouring  flatt'ring  Balm  into  the  Wound, 
Which  for  a  time  may  make  it  whole  and  fair : 
Till  the  falfe  Medicine  be  at  laft  difcover'd. 
And  then  it  rankles  to  a  Sore  again. 
Take  this  my  Anfwer:  I  will  enter  Rome, 
But  for  my  Force,  I'll  keep  it  ftill  my  own. 
Nor  part  with  Pow'r  to  givQ  it  to  my  Foes. 

Mar.  Sen.  Sulfitius,  fee  "what  abjed  Slaves  are  thefe? 
Such  bafe  Deformities  a  long  Robe  hides. 
Sulp.  I  cannot  but  laugh  to  think  on't. 
Mar, Sen.  What? 

Sul^, 
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ShI^.  How  thefe  politick  Noddles,  that  look  fo  grave 
upon  the  Matter  in  the  Senate-houfc,  will  laugh  and  grin 
at  one  another,  when  they  are.  fet  a  Sunning  upon  the 
Capitol. 

2  Amb.  May  we  return  with  Joy  into  our  City, 
Proclaiming  Peace,  agreed  with  Heav'n  and  you  ? 

C/».  Go,  tell  'em  we  expedl  due  Homage  paid. 
Of  every  Senator  expe£l  Acknowledgment, 
Mighty  Rewards,  and  Offices  of  Honour. 

I  Ambr.  But  on  that  Brow  there  ft  ill  appears  a  Cloud, 
That  never  rofe  without  a  following  Storm. 

May. Son.  Alas!  for  me  a  fimple  banifh'd  Man, 
Driv'n  from  my  Country  by  the  Right  of  Law, 
And  juftly  punilh'd  as  my  Ills  deferv'd. 
Think  not  of  me :  Whate'er  are  his  Refblves, 
I  fhall  obey. 

Both  Amb.  May  all  the  Gods  reward  you. 

[£a:.  Ambkjf.  and  Attendants, 

Cm.  Now  Marius. 

Mar. Sen.  Now,  my  Cimia. 

Cm.  Are  not  we 
True  born  of  Rome,  true  Sons  of  fuch  a  Mother  ? 
How  I  adore  thy  Temper.? 

M;?r.5'f«.  Thofe  two  Knaves, 
Whofe  whining,  fawning,  humble,  pliant  Villains, 
Would  cut  thy  Throat  or  mme  for  half  a  Drachma. 

Cm.  Let's  not  delay  a  Moment. 

Mar. Sen.  Oh!  let's  fly, 
Enter  this  curfed  City^  nay,  v/ith  Smiles  too. 
But  falfe  as  the  adulterate  Prcmifes    - 
Of  Favourites  in  powY,  when  poor  Men  court  'em. 

Cin.  They  alvv^ays  hated  me.  becaiife  a  Soldier. 

Mar. Sen.  Safe  Natures  ever  grudge  at  things  above  'em. 
And  hate  a  Pow'r  they  are  too  much  oblig'd  to. 
When  Fears  are  on  them,  then  their  kindeft  Wifnes 
And  beft  Rewards  attend  the  gallant  Warriour  : 
But  Dangers  vanifli'd,  infamous  Negleft, 
Ill-Ufage  and  Reproach  arc  all  his  Portion  j 
Or  at  the  beft  he's  wedded  to  h:id  Wants, 
Robb'd  of  that  little  Hire  he  toii'd  and  bled  for. 

Suh. 
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Sulp.  I'd  rather  turn  a  bold  true-hearted  Rogue, 
Live  upon  Prey,  and  hang  for't  with  my  Fellows  j 
Than,  when  my  Honour  and  my  Country's  Caufe 
Call'd  me  to  Dangers,  be  lb  baiely  branded. 

Mar. Sen.  E'er  we  this  City  enter  then,  let's  fwear 
Not  to  deftroy  one  honeft  Komtin  living. 

Sulp.  Nor  one  chafte  Matron. 

Cin.  Nor  a  faithful  Friend, 
Nor  true-born  Heir,  nor  Senator  that's  wife.  (Brats, 

Mar.Sm.  But  Knaves  and  Villains,  Whores,  and  bafe-bortt 
And  th'endlefs  fwarms  of  Fools  grown  up  in  Years, 
Be  Slaughter's  Game,  'till  we  dif-peopld  Rome. 

Cm.  Draw  out  our  Guards,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found. 

Mar. Sen.  Tiil  all  things  tell  'em  Murius  is  at  Hand. 
O  SylU,  if  at  Capua,  thou  fhalt  hear 
Hov^'  Fortune  deals  with  me,  fall  on  thy  Knees, 
..And  make  the  Gods  thy  Friends  to  keep  thee  from  me. 
Sulpitrus.  as  along  the  Streets  we  move 
Witli  folemn  Pace  and  meditating  Mifchiefs, 
V/home'er  I  fmile  on  let  thy  Sword  go  through. 
Oh  I  Can  the  Matrons  and  the  Virgins  Cries, 
The  Screams  of  dying  Infants,  and  the  Groans 
Of  murther'd  Men  be  Mulkk  to  appeafe  me  ? 
Sure  Death's  not  far  from  fuch  a  dclperate  Cure, 
Be't  v/ith  me  rather  (Gods)  as  Storms  let  loofe, 
That  rive  the  Trunks  of  tallefi  Cedars  down. 
And  tear  from  Tops  tiie  loaded  pregnant  Vine, 
And  kill  the  tender  Flow'rs  but  yet  half  blown. 
For  having  no  more  Fury  left  in  flore,  -^ 

Heav'n's  Face  grows  clear,  the  Storm  is  heard  no  more,  v 
And  Nature  fmiles  as  gaily  as  before, lExeHnt.\ 

SCENE  II.    MetellusV  H&ufe. 

Enter  Metellus. 
MeL  A  Peace  with  Marius]  O  moft  bafc  Submiffion! 
That  over-ruling  Fears  fiiould  weigh  up  Reafon  ? 
V/as  not  the  City  ours,  and  Sylla  too 
At  Capua,  almoin  in  a  Trumpet's  Call? 
And  to  fubmit!  Could  I  but  once  have  fought  for't, 

I 
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I  might  have  met  this  Marius  in  Arms, 

And  been  reveng'd  for  all  the  Mifchiefs  done  me. 

Nurfe. 

Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  Here,  an't  fhall  pleafe  you. 

Met.  Go  wake  Lavinia.    Tell  her,  fhe  mufl  hence 
For  Capua  this  Mornings  for  the  Truce 
Favours  her  Journey,  and  fecures  her  Pallage.  [Ex't, 

[Scene  dr^-ws  ar?d  difcovers  Lavinia  on  a  Couch. 

Nurfe.  Wake  her?  Poor  Titmoufe!  it  will  be  as  peevifn, 
I'll  warrant  y<>u,  and  rub  its  Nye's,  and  fb  frown  now. 
Well:  Mifii-efs!  why,  Lavmial  faft  I  warrant  her. 
Why,  Lamb!  why,  Lady!  Fie,  you  Slug-a-Bed. 
What,  not  a  Word  ?  You  take  your  penny-worth  now. 
Sleep  for  a  Week ;  for  the  next  Night  (my  V»'ord  for't; 
SylU  takes  care  that  you  fhall  reft  but  little. 

Gods  forgive  me 

Marry  and  Amen.    How  found  is  fhe  afleep  ? 
I  muft  needs  wake  her.     Madam!  Madam!  Madam! 
Now  fhould  your  Lover  find  you  in  this  Pofture, 
He'd  fright  you  up  i'faiih.?  What?  Wont  it  do? 
Dreft  too?  And  in  ycur  Cloaths?  And  down  again? 
Nay,  I  muft  wake  you,     Lady!  Lady!  Lady! 
Alas!  alas!  help,  help,  my  Lady's  dead. 
Ah!  well-a-day  that  ever  I  was  born! 

Some  Aquaiit^.    Hoa!  my  Lord my  Lady — — 

Er/ter  Metel'us 

Met.  Lavinia  dead  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  only  Daughter's  dead : 
As  dead  as  a  Herring,  Stock-fifli,  or  Door-nail. 

Met.  Stiff,  cold  and  pale.  Where  are  thy  Beauties  now  ? 
Thy  Blufhes  that  have  warm'd  fo  many  Hearts? 
All  Hearts  that  ever  felt  her  conqu'ring  Beauty, 
Sigh  till  ye  break  j-  and  all  ye  Eyes  that  languiiVd 
In  my  Laxinia's  Brightnefs,  weep  with  me, 
'Till  Grief  grov/  general,  and  the  World's  in  Tears. 

Nurfe.  Oh  Day!  oh  Day!  oh  Day!  oh  hateful  Day! 
Never  was  feen  lb  black  a  Day  as  this. 
Oh  Day!  oh  woful  Day!  Oh  Day  hke  Night! 

Met,  No  m:)re  :  Thus  in  her  Bridal  Ornaments 

Dreft 
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Dreft  as  fhe  is  fhe  fliall  be  born  to  burial, 
I'th' Sepulchre  where  our  Forefathers  refl:. 
Be't  done,  whilfl  all  things  we  ordain'd  for  Joy 
Turn  from  their  Office,  and  alTill  in  Sadneis.  [Exit. 
Nurfe.lt  fhall  be  done  and  done  and  overdone,  as  we  are 
undone.  And  I  will  ligh,  and  cry  'rill  I  am  iweli'd  as  big 
asaPumkin.    Nay,  my  poor  Baby,  I'll  take  care  thou  iTialt 
not  die  for  nothings  for  I  v/ill  wafn  thee  with  my  Tears, 
}->erfume  thee  with  my  Sighs,  and  ftick  a  Flower  in  eve- 
ry part  about  thee [Exif. 

SCENE    changes  to  the  Forum,    where  is 
placed  the  Confufs  Tribunal. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 

I  Cit.  Whither,  oh  whither  fhall  we  fly  for  Safety  ? 
Already  reeking  Murther's  in  our  Streets, 
Matrons  with  Infants  in  their  Arms  are  butcher'd. 
And  Rome  appears  one  noifome  Houfe  of  Slaughter. 

z  Cit.  Hear  us,  ye  Gods,  and  pity  our  Calamities. 
Stop,  flop  the  Fury  of  this  cruel  Tyrant ; 
Or  fend  your  Thunder  forth  to  ftrike  us  dead, 
E'er  our  own  Slaves  are  Mafiers  of  our  Throats. 

I  Cit.  Ruin  draws  near  us:  Oh  my Frieid !  let's  fly 
To  the  Altars  of  our  Gods,  and  by  the  Hands 
Of  one  another  die,  as  Romans  ought.  [ExeMft. 

Enter  Ancharius  the  Senator,  and  his  Crandfon. 

Child.  Hide  me,  my  Grandiire  i  the  ugly  Men  are  coming 
That  kiird  my  Mother  and  my  Sifter  Thes^ie. 
WiJI  they  kill  you  and  me  too? 

Anch.  Oh  my  Child! 
I  cannot  hide  thee,  nor  know  what  to  do. 
Decrepit  Age  benumbs  my  weary  Limbs: 
I  cannot  refift,  nor  fly. 

Child.  Then  here  we  11  fit  j 
Perhaps  they'll  not  come  yetj  or  if  they  do, 
I'll  fall  upon  my  Knees,  and  beg  your  Life. 
I  am  a  very  little  harmlefs  Boy ; 
And  when  1  cry,  and  talk,  and  hang  about  'em, 
They'fi  pity  fure  my  Tears,  and  grant  me  all. 

Enter 
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Enter  fever aI  old  Men  in  Black  -with  Cyprefs  Wreaths,  lead- 
ing Virgins  in  white  with  Myrtle,    who  kneel  before  the 

Tribunal. 

Then  enters  Marius  Senior  as  Conful,  Liciors,  Sulpitius,  and 
Guards. 

Mar.Sen.  I  thank  ye,  Gods,  ye  have  rcftor'd  me  now. 

[Mounts  the  Tribunal. 
What  Pageantry  is  this,  Sulpitius,  here  ? 
Remove  thefe  Slaves,  and  bear  'em  to  their  Fates. 

I  Old  Man.  We  come  not  for  our  felves,  but  in  the  Name 
Of  Rome,  to  offer  up  our  Lives  for  all. 
Pity  a  wretched  State,  thou  raging  God, 
And  let  loofe  all  thy  dreadful  Fury  here. 

Mar.Sen.  I  know  ye  all,  great  Senators 5  ye  are 
The  Heads  and  Patrons  of  Rebellious  Rome. 
Ye  can  be  humble  when  Affliction  galls  ye: 
And  with  that  Cheat  at  any  time  ye  think 
To  charm  a  generous  Mind,  though  ye  have  wrong'd  it. 
Falfe  are  your  Safeties  when  indulg'd  by  Pow'r: 
For  foon  ye  fr.tten  and  grow  able  Traitors. 
Falie  are  your  Fears,   and  your  Afflidlions  faliCr : 
For  they  chcit  you,  and  make  you  hope  for  Mercy, 
Which  you  fnall  never  gain  at  Marius'  Hands. 
Who  truits  your  Penitence  is  more  than  Fool. 
Rebellion  will  renew  ;  ye  can  t  be  honed. 
You're  never  pleafed  but  v/iih  the  Knaves  that  cheat  you, 
And  work  your  Follies  to  their  private  Ends. 
For  your  Re'igicn.  like  your  Cloaths  you  wear  it. 
To  change  a.  .d  turn  juft  as  the  Failiion  alters. 
And  think  you  by  this  folemn  piece  of  Fooling 
To  hufh  my  Rage,  and  melt  me  into  Pity? 
Advance,  Sulpitius  ^  old  Ancharius  there. 
Who  v/as  10  violent  for  my  DeftrudHon, 
That  his  Beard  bruftled  at  his  Face  diftorted  j 
Away  with  him.    Difpatch  theie  Triflers  too. 
But  ipare  the  Virgins,  'caufe  mine  Eyes  have  feen  em : 
Or  keep  'em  for  my  Warriours  to  rejoice  in. 
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Anch.  ThQu  who  vvert  bora  to  be  the  Plague  of  Kom&* 
What  wouldfl:  thou  do  with  me? 

Mar. Sen.  Difpofe  thee  hence 
Amongfl:  the  other  Offal,  for  the  Jaws 
Of  hungry  Death,  'till  Rome  be  purg'd  of  Villains. 

Thou  dy'ft  for  wronging  Marius. 

Child.  Oh  my  Lord  ! 
(For  you  mufl  be  a  Lord,  you  are  fo  angry) 
For  my  fake  fpare  his  Life.    I  have  no  Friend 
But  him  to  guard  my  tender  Years  from  Wrongs. 
When  he  is  dead,  what  will  b?come  of  me, 
A  poor  and  helplefs  Orphan,  naked  left 
To  all  the  Ills  of  the  wide  faithlefs  World? 

Mar. Sen.  Take  hence  this  Brat  too  ^  mount  it  on  aSpcar, 
And  let  it  fprawl  to  make  the  Grandiire  fport. 

Child.  O  cruel  Man !  I'll  hang  upon  your  Knees, 
And  with  my  little  dying  Hands  implore  you : 
I  may  be  fit  to  do  you  feme  fmall  Pleafures. 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  tender  ways  to  pleafe  you  j 
Smile  when  you  rage,  and  ftroak  you  into  mildnefs } 
Play  with  your  manly  Neck,  and  catt  you  Father: 
For  mine  (alas!)  the  Gods  have  taken  from  me.      (Breafts 
Mar. Sen.  Young  Crocodile  !  Thus  from  their  Mother^s 
Are  they  inftrufted,  bred  and  taught  in  Rome. 
For  that  old  Paralytick  Slave,  difpatch  him : 
Let  me  not  know  he  breaths  another  moment. 
But  fpare  this,  'caufe't  has  learn'd  its  Leflbn  well,. 
And  I've  a  Softnefs  in  my  Heart  pleads  for  him. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
Well  now. 
Mef.  Metelltis. 

Mar. Sen.  Hah!  Metellns?  What? 
Mef.  Is  found. 
Mar. Sen.  Speak,  where? 
Mef.  In  an  old  Suburb-Cottage, 
Upbraiding  Heav'n,  and  curfing  at  your  Fortune. 

Mar. Sen  Hafle,  let  him  be  preferv'd  for  my  own  Fury. 
Clap,  clap  your  Hands  for  Joy,  ye  Friends  of  Marius-, 
Ten  thoufand  Talents  for  the  News  I'll  give  thee , 
The  Core  and  Bottom  of  my  Torment's  found ; 

And 
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And  in  a  Moment  I  fhall  be  at  eafe. 
Rome's  Walls  no  more  fliall  be  befmear'd  with  Blood, 
But^  Peace  and  Gladnefs  flourifh  in  her  Streets. 
Let's  go.  Metellus  ?  ,we  have  found  Metellus, 
hct  every  Tongue  proclaim  aloud  Afc^^Z/^^i 
Till  I  have  dafh'd  him  on  the  Rock  of  Fate, 
Then  be  his  Name  forgot,  and  heard  no  more.     [Exeunt 

S  G  E  N  E  IV.     A  Church-yard. 

Enter  Marius  Junior. 

Mar.  Jm.  As  I  have  wandred  mufmg  to  and  fro, 
Siill  am  I  brought  to  this  unlucky  place. 
As  I  had  bufinefs  v^^ith  the  horrid  Dead : 
Though  could  I  truft  the  flatttery  of  Sleep, 
My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  News  at  hand. 
My  Bofom's  Lord  fits  lightly  on  his  Throne, 
And  all  this  day  an  unaccumftom'd  Spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  Ground  with  chearful  thoughts. 
I  dream'd  Lavinia  came  and  found  me  dead, 
And  breathed  fuch  Life  with  KifTes  on  my  Lips, 
That  I  reviv'd  and  was  an  Emperor. 
Enter  Catulus. 

Cat.  My  Lord  already  here? 

Mar.  Jm,  My  trufty  Catulus, 
What  News  from  my  Lavinia?  fpeak  and  blefs  me. 

Cat.  She's  very  well. 

Mar.  Jm.  Then  nothing  can  be  ill. 
Something  thou  fcem'ft  to  know  that's  terrible. 
Out  with  it  boldly,  Man  j  what  canft  thou  fay 
Of  my  Lavinia  ? 

Cut.  But  one  fad  word.  She's  dead. 
Here  in  her  ICindred's  Vault  I've  feen  her  laid. 
And  have  been  fearching  you  to  tcli  the  News. 

Mar.  Jm.  Dead?  is  it  fo?  then  I  deny  you,  Srars. 
Go,  haften  quickly,  get  me  Ink  and  Paper. 
'Tis  done  :  Til  hence  to  Night. 
Haft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Priefl? 

Cat.  No,  my  good  Lord. 


Mar. 
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Mar.  Jun.  No  matter,  get  thee  gone [£:v/V  Citulu<; 

La-vrntar!  yet  Til  lie  with  thee  to  Night  i 

But  for  the  means.  Oh  Mifchief !  thou  art  fwift 

To  catch  the  ftragling  Thoughts  of  defp'rate  Men. 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

That  dwelt  about  this  Rendezvouze  of  Death : 

Meagre  and  very  rueful  were  his  Looks  ^ 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones  i 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hung 

An  Allegator  ftuff'd,  and  other  Skins 

Of  ill-lhap'd  Fifhes:  and  about  his  Shelves 

A  beggarly  account  of  empty  Boxes, 

Green  Earthen-pots,  Bladders,  and  mufly  Se^ds, 

Remnants  of  Pack-thread,  and  old  Cakes  of  Rofes 

Were  thmly  fcarter'd  to  make  up  a  Show. 

Oh  for  a  Poifon  now!  his  need  will  fell  it 

Though  it  be  prefent  Death  by  Kcrmn  La'w. 

As  I  remember  this  fl^ould  be  the  Houfe. 

His  Shop  is  f>>ut :  u'ich  Beggars  all  are  Holydays . 

Holla?  Apothecary i  hoa  !  ^ 

E/:ter  Apothecary. 

Apcth.  Who's  there  ? 

Mar.  Jun.  Come  hither,  Man. 
I  fee  thou  art  very  poor  3 

Thou  ma/ft  do  any  thing:  here's  fifty  J^r^chmi^^s 
Get  mc  a  Draught  of  that  will  fooneii  free 

^f//,   c^T  '"  ^l'  ^^''''-  ^^°"  underftand'ft  mc. 

Spftea^  r  ^^^^^^^^  ^  ^^-->  but  Roman  Law 
Speaks  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  'em 

YefSar^"'t;  H,C.' p°"  ^°  ^"^"-^"^  ^^^^  of  Wretchednefs, 
It    a      ^  X  ^'^l  ^^""'"^  ''  '"  f ^y  Cheeks, 
Need  and  OppreiTion  flareth  in  thy  Eyes 

^r^  ^u '''^  ^^^l'^  ^'"S  °"  %  Back, 

?he  World  iff" w  '^y^'^'^^>  °°-  the  World's  Lawj 

The  World  affords  no  Law  to  make  thee  rich : 

2  .1  m'  Pp  °''  ^'  ^'^^  '''  ^°^  take  this. 

Apoth.  My  Poverty,  hit  not  my  Will  confents ' 

Take  this  and  drink  it  of^^i^tZ^^^  '^  '"^''' 
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Mar.Jm.'Vh.trQ  is  thy  Gold,  worfe  Poifon  to  Mens  Souls» 
Doing  more  Murthers  in  this  loathfome  World 
Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  thou  art  forbid  to  fell. 
I  fell  thee  Poifon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none. 

Farewel buy  Food and  get  thy  felf  in  Flefh. 

Now  for  the  Monument  of  the  Metelli [Exit. 

[Scence  draws  ojf,  and  fhews  the  Temple  and  Monument. 
Re-enters. 
It  Ihould  be  here  -.'iThe  Door  is  open  too. 
Th*  infatiate  Mouth  of  Fate  gapes  wide  for  more. 
Enter  Trieji,  and  Boy  with  a  Mattock  and  Iron-Croro. 
Trieft.  Give  me  the  Mattock  and  the  wrenching  Iron: 
Nov/  take  this  Letter,  with  what  hafte  thou  canft 
Find  out  young  Marius,  and  deliver  it.  [Exit  Boy, 

Now  muft  I  to  the  Monument  alone. 
What  v/retch  is  he  that's  entring  into  th'  Tomb? 
Some  Villain  come  to  rob  and  fpoil  the  Dead. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  ftop  thy  unhallow'd  Purpofe. 

Mar.  Jun.  Whoe'er  thou  art.  I  warn  thee  to  be  gone. 
And  do  not  interrupt  my  horrid  Purpofe. 
For  elfe  by  Heav'n  I'll  tear  thee  Joint  by  Joint, 
And  ftrew  this  hungry  Church-yard  with  thy  Limbs. 
yiy  Mind,  and  its  Intents  are  favage  wild, 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  Tygers  or  the  roaring  Sea. 

Vriefi.  Then  as  a  facrilegious  Slave  1  charge  thee. 
Obey  and  go  with  me,  or  thou  muft  die. 

Mar.  Jun.  I  know  I  muft,  and  therefore  I  came  hither. 
Good  Reverence,  do  not  tempt  a  deip'rate  Man. 
By  Heav'n,  I  love  thee  better  than  my  felf: 
For  I  againft  my  felf  come  hither  arm'd. 

Stay  not,  be  gone Live,  and  hereafter  fay, 

A  mad-Man's  Mercy  gave  thee  honcft  Couniel. 

Vriefl.  I  do  defie  thy  Mercy  and  thy  Counfel, 
And  here  will  feize  thee  as  a  Thief  and  Robber. 

Mar.  Jun.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  Then  here,  take  thy 
Wages.  [Kills  him. 

Trieft.  I'm  kill'd .  Oh  M^n«; .'  now  too  late  I  know  thee. 
Thou'it  flain  the  only  Man  could  do  thee  good.] 

Z,>«x-iwm— — Oh! •  [Dies, 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Jun.  Let  me  perufe  this  Face. 
It  is  the  honeft  Pricft  that  jom'd  our  Hands, 
In  a  Difguife  concezl'd.    Give  me  thy  Hand  5 
Since  in  ill  Fate's  black  Role  with  me  thou'rt  writ, 
ril  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 
Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  dearcft  Morfel  of  the  Earth, 
Thus  will  I  force  thy  rotten  Jaws  to  open. 
And  fpite  of  thee  yet  cram  thee  with  more  Food. 

[Pulls  down  the  fide  of  the  Tomb. 
Oh  gorgeous  Palace!  oh  my  Love!  my  Wife/ 
Death  has  had  yet  no  pow'r  upon  thy  Beauty  j 
That  is  net  conquered.    Beauty's  Eniign  yet 
Is  Crimfon  in  thy  Lips  and  in  thy  Cheeks  j 
And  the  pale  Flag  is  not  advanc'd  yet  there, 
Why  art  thou  ftill  fo  fair  ?  Shall  I  believe 
That  the  lean  Mcniler  Death  is  amorous. 
And  keeps  thee  here  in  Darknefs  for  his  Paramour  ? 
For  feur  of  that,  I'll  llay  with  thee  for  ever. 
Com-e  bitter  Condu^,  thou  unfavoury  Guide: 

Here's  to  my  Love [Drinks  the  Titfin, 

And  now  Eyes  look  your  lafl, 

Arms  take  your  lafl  Embrace,  whi'ft  on  thefe  Lips 

1  fix  the  Seal  of  an  eternal  Contract— — 

She  breaths  and  flirs. [Lavinia  ttakes. 

Lav.  i?)  the  Tomb.  Where  am.  I  ?|Blcfs  me,  Fleav'n! 
'Tis  very  coldj  and  yet  here's  fomething  warm 

Ivfar.yfm.She  lives,  and  we  fnall  both  be  made  Immor- 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  fpeak  fome  heavenly  News,  (tal. 

And  tell  me  how  the  Gods  deliga  to  treat  us. 

Lav.  O!  I  have  llept  a  long  ten  thoufand  Years, 
What  have  they  done  with  me  ?  Til  not  be  ufed  thus  ? 
I'll  not  wed  Syll^i.    Marius  is  my  Husband, 
Is  he  not.  Sir?  xMethinks  you're  very  like  him. 
Be  good  as  he  is,  and  protecl  me. 

Mar.  Jm.  Hah ! 
Wilt  thou  not  own  me?  am  I  then  but  like  him? 
Much,  much  indeed  I'm  chang'd  from  what  I  was;     '* 
And  ne'er  (hall  be  my  felf,  if  thou  art  loft. 
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Lav.  The  Gods  have  heard  my  Vowsj  it  is  my  Marius. 
Once  more  they  have  reflor'd  him  to  my  Eyes. 
Hadft  thou  not  come,  fure  I  had  flept  for  ever. 
But  there's  a  Soveraign  Charm  in  thy  Embraces, 
That  might  do  Wonders,  and  revive  the  Dead. 

Mar.  fun.  Ill  Fate  no  more,  Lavmia,  now  fliall  part  us, 
Nor  cruel  Parents,  nor  opprefling  Laws. 
Did  not  Heav'n's  Pow'rs  dl  wonder  at  our  Loves? 
And  when  thou  told'ft  the  Tale  of  thy  Difafters, 
Was  there  not  Sadnefs  and  a  Gloom  amongft  'em  ? 
I  know  there  wasj  and  they  in  pity  Tent  thee, 
Thus  to  redeem  mc  from  this  Vale  of  Torments, 
And  bear  me  with  thee  to  thofe  Hills  of  Joys. 
This  World's  grofs  Air  grows  burthenfome  already. 
I'm  all  a  God ;  fuch  heav'nly  Joys  tranfport  me. 
That  mortal  Senfe  grows  fick  and  faints  with  lafting. 

[Dies. 
Lav.  Oh !  to  recount  my  Happinefs  to  thee, 
To  open  all  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul, 
And  (hew  thee  how  'tis  fiU'd,  would  wafte  more  time 
Than  fo  impatient  Love  as  mine  can  fpare. 
He's  gone  -,  he's  dead ;  breathlefs :  alas !  my  Mar'ms. 
A  Vial  too  J  here,  here  has  been  his  Bane. 
O  Churl!  drink  all?  not  leave  one  friendly  Drop 
For  poor  Lavinia}  Yet  I'll  drain  thy  Lips. 
Perhaps  fome  welcome  Poifon  may  hang  there. 
To  help  me  to  o'ertake  thee  on  thy  Journey. 
Clammy  and  damp  as  Earth.    Hah !  ftains  of  Blood  ? 
And  a  Man  murther'd  ?  'Tis  th'  unhappy  Flamen. 
Who  fix  their  Joys  on  any  thing  that's  Mortal, 
Let  'em  behold  my  Portion,  and  Defpair. 
What  fhall  I  do?  how  will  the  Gods  difpofe  of  me? 
Oh .'  I  could  rend  thefe  Walls  with  Lamentation, 
Tear  up  the  Dead  from  their  corrupted  Graves, 
And  dawb  the  face  of  Earth  with  her  own  Bowels. 
Enur  Marius  Senior,  and  Guards  driving  m  Metellus. 
Mar.Sm.Vuriue  the  Slave  j  let  not  his  Gods  proted  him. 
Lav.  More  Mifciiiefs .?  hah!  My  Father. 
Met,  Oh!  I  am  flain.  [Tails  down  and  dies^ 

Lav, 
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Lav.  And  murther'dtoo.  When  will  my  Woes  have  end? 
Come,  cruel  Tyrant. 

Mar.  Sen.  Sure  I  have  known  that  Fac^. 
Lav.  And  canft  thou  think  of  any  one  good  Turn 
That  I  have  done  thee,  and  not  kill  me  for't  ? 

Mar.  Sen.  Art  thou  not  call'd  Lav'mia  ? 

Lav.  Once  I  was : 
But  by  my  Woes  may  now  be  better  known. 

Mar.  Sen.  I  cannot  fee  thy  Face.— — 

Lav.  You  m.uft,  and  hear  me. 
By  this,  you  muft :  nay,  I  will  hold  you  faft. 

\_Seiz,es  his  Stoord 

Mar.  Sen.  What  wouldft  thou  fay  ?  where's  all  my  Rage 
gone  now  ? 

Lav.  lam  Lav'mia,  born  of  noble  Race. 
My  blooming  Beauty  conquer'd  many  Hearts, 
But  prov'd  the  greateft  Torment  of  my  own: 
Tho'  my  Vows  profper'd,  and  my  Love  was  anfwcr'd 
By  Marius,  the  noblefl,  goodlieft  Youth 
That  Man  e'er  envy'd  at,  or  Virgin  iigh'd  for. 
He  was  the  Son  of  an  unhappy  Parent, 
And  banifh'd  with  him  when  our  Joys  were  youngs 
Scarce  a  Night  old. 

Mar.  Sen.  I  do  remember 't  well, 
And  thou  art  She,  that  Wonder  of  thy  Kind,  ^ 

That  couldil:  be  true  to^  exil'd  Mifery, ' 
And  to  and  fro  through  barren  Defarts  range. 
To  find  th'  unhappy  Wretch  thy  Soul  was  fond  of. 

Lav.  Do  you  remember't  well  ? 

Mar.  Sen.  In  every  Point. 

Lav.  You  then  were  gentle,  took  me  in  your  Arms 
Embraced  me,  bleft  me,  us'd  me  like  a  Father. 
And  fure  I  was  not  thanklefs  for  the  Bounty, '  ffovt 

Mar.  Se«.  No,  thou  wert,  next  the  Gods,  my  onlv  Com- 
When  I  lay  famting  on  the  dry  parch'd  Earth, 
Beneath  the  fcorching  heat  of  burning  Noon,' 
Hungry  and  dry,  no  Food  nor  Friend  to  chear  me: 
Then  Thou,  as  by  the  Gods  fome  Angel  fent, 
Cam'ft  by,  and  in  Compaffion  didH  relieve  me 

Lav.  Did  I  all  this? 
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MM.Sm,  Thou  didftj  thou  fav'dft  my  Life, 
"Elfe  I  had  funk  beneath  the  weight  of  Want, 
And  been  a  Prey  to  my  remorfelcfs  Foes. 

L(iv.  And  fee  how  well  I  am  at  lafl:  rewarded. 
All  could  not  balance  for  the  fhort-term'd  Life 
Of  one  old  Man :  You  have  my  Father  Butcher'd, 
The  only  Comfort  I  had  left:  on  Earth. 
The  Gods  have  taken  too  my  Husband  from  me; 
See  where  he  lies,  your  and  my  only  Joy. 
This  Sword,  yet  reeking  with  my  Father's  Gore, 
Plunge  it  into  my  Breaft :  plunge,  plunge  it  thus. 
And  now  let  Rage,  Diflradion  and  Defpair 
Seize  all  Mankind,  'till  they  grow  mad  as  I  am. 

[Stabs  her  felf  mth  his  Sword. 

Mar.  Sen.  Nay,  now  thou  haft  outdone  me  much  in 
Be  Nature's  Light  extinguifh'd ;  let  the  Sun         (Cruelty. 
Withdraw  his  Beams,  and  ;  ut  the  World  in  Darkneft, 
Whilfr  here  I  howl  away  my  Life  in  Sorrows. 
-Oh!  let  me  bury  Me  and  all  my  Sins 
Here  with  this  good  old  Man.    Thus  let  me  kifs 
Thy  pale  funk  Cheeks,  embalm  thee  with  my  Tears. 
My  Son,  how  cam'ft  thou  by  this  wretched  end  ? 
We  might  have  all  been  Friends,  and  in  one  Houfe 
Enjoy 'd  the  Blefimgs  of  eternal  Peace. 
But  oh !  my  cruel  Nature  has  undone  me. 
Enter  Meffenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  I  bring  you  moft  dilaflrous  News. 
Syllas  returned  j  his  Army's  on  their  march 
From  Capua,  and  to  Morrow  will  reach  Kerne. 
At  which  the  Rabble  are  in  new  Rebellion, 
And  y cur  6«//'iV/«j  mortally  is  wounded. 

Enter  Sulpinus  {led  by  two  of  the  Guards)  MndGranius. 

Mar,  Sen.  Oh!  then  I'm  ruin'd  from  this  very  Moment. 
Has  my  good  Genius  left:  me?  Hope  forfakes  me. 
The  Name  of  Sylla's  baneful  to  my  Fortune. 
Be  warn'd  by  me,  ye  Great  ones,  how  y'embroil 
Your  Country's  Peace,  and  dip  your  Hands  in  Slaughter. 
Ambition  is  a  Luft  that's  never  quench 'd, 
Grows  more  infiam'd  and  madder  by  Enjoyment. 
Bear  me  away,  and  lay  me  on  my  lied, 
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A  hopelefs  Veffel  bound  for  the  dark  Land 

Of  loathfome  Death,  and  loaded  deep  with  Sorrows. 

[He  is  led  of. 

Sulp.  A  Curfe  on  all  Repentance!  how  I  hate  it! 
I'd  rather  hear  a  Dog  howl  than  a  Man  whine. 

Gran.  You're  wounded,  Sir :  I  hope  it  is  not  much. 

Sulp.  No;  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  Well,  nor  fo  v/ide  as  a 
Church- door;  but  *tis  deep  enough j  'twill  {erve;  I  am 
pepper'd  I  warrant,  I  warrant  for  this  World.  A  Pox  on 
all  Mad-men  hereafter.  If  I  get  a  Monument,  let  this  be 
my  Epitaph: 

Sulpitius  lies  here,  that  troublefome  Slave, 

That [ent  many  hnejler  M:n  to  the  Grave-, 

And  dfd  like  a  Icol  when  h'had  livd  like  a  Knave. 

[Ej:eunt  Omnes« 


Mx 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  by  Mrs.  Barry,  who  aftcd  Lavinia, 

A   Mi/chief  on^t !  though  Tm  again  aliue^ 
*^  May  I  believe  this  Play  of  ours  Jh all  thrive  ? 
This  Drumming^  Trumpetmg^  and  lighting  Play  : 
Why^  vjhat  a  Devil  will  the  People  fay  ? 
Ihe  Nation  that^s  without^  and  hears  the  Dln^ 
IVlll  fwear  we^re  raifing  Volunteers  again. 
Tor  know^  our  Poet^  when  this  Play  was  made^ 
Had  nought  but  Drums  and  Trumpets  in  his  Head, 
Hhad  banljh^d  Poetry  and  all  her  Charms y 
Jlnd  needs  the  Fool  would  he  a  Man  at  Arms. 
1^0  Prentice  e^er  grown  weary  of  Indentures 
Had  fuch  a  longing  Mind  to  feek  Adventures, 
ISfay^  fure  at  lafl  tlo'  Infedion  general  grew  ; 
For  f  other  day  I  was  a  Captain  too  : 
Neither  for  Flanders  nor  for  France  to  roam^ 
But^jufl  as  you  were  all,  to  Jiay  at  home. 
And  now  for  you  who  here  come  wrapt  in  Cloaks ^ 
Only  for  love  o/Underhill  and  Nurfe  Noakes ; 
Our  Poet  fays,  one  day  to  a  Play  ye  come. 
Which  ferves  ye  half  a  Tear  for  Wit  at  home. 
But  which  amongfl  you  is  there  to  be  found. 
Will  take  his  third  Days  Pawn  for  fifty  Pound  > 
Or,  now  he  is  CaJhleT''d,  will  fairly  venture 
To  give  him  ready  Many  for'^s  Debenture  ? 
Therefore  when  he  received  that  fatal  Doom^         -\ 
This  Play  came  forth,  In  hopes  his  Friends  would( 

come 
To  help  a  poor  disbanded  Soldier  home. 
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To  Her  GRACE  the 


Dutchefs  of  Portsmouth. 


MADAM, 

ERE  it  poffible  for  me  to 
let  the  World  know  how 
entirely  Your  Grace's  Good- 
nefs  has  devoted  a  poor  Man 
to  Your  Service  •,  were  there 
Words  enough  in  Speech  to 
exprefs  the  mighty  Senfe  I  have  of  Yoiip 
great  Bounty  towards  me  *,  furcly  I  fhould 
Write  and  Talk  of  it  for  ever  :  But  Your 
Grace  has  given  me  fo  large  a  Theme,  and 
laid  fo  very  vaft  a  Foundation,  that  Imagi- 
nation wants  Stock  to  Build  upon  it.  I  am 
as  one  Dumb  when  I  would  fpeak  of  it  •, 
and  when  I  ftrive  to  Write,  I  want  a  Scale 
of  Thought  fufficient  to  comprehend  the 
Height  of  it.  Forgive  me  then,  Madam^ 
if  (as  a  poor  Peafant  once  made  a  Prefent 
M  4.,  of 
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of  an  Apple  to  an  Emperor)  I  bring  this 
fmall  Tribute,  the  humble  Growth  of  my 
little  Garden,  and  lay  it  at  Your  Feet.  Be- 
lieve it  is  paid  You  with  the  utmoft  Gra- 
tirude  :  Believe  that  fo  long  as  I  have 
Thought  to  remember  how  very  much  I 
owe  Your  Generous  Nature,  I  will  ever 
have  a  Heart  that  fhall  be  grateful  for  it 
too  :  Your  Grace,  next  Heav'n,  deferves 
it  amply  from  me-.  That  gave  me  Life, but 
on  a  hard  Condition,  'till  Your  extended 
Favour  taught  me  to  prize  the  Gift,  and 
took  the  heavy  Burthen  it  was  clogged  with 
from  mej  I  mean,  hard  Fortune.  When 
I  had  Enemies,  that  with  malicious  Power 
kept  back,  and  fhaded  me  from  thofe  Roy- 
al Beams,  whofe  Warmth  is  all  I  have,  or 
hope  to  live  by  }  Your  NobJe  Pity  and 
Compaffion  found  me,  where  1  was  far  caft 
backward  from  my  Bleffing  ^  down  in  the 
Rear  of  Fortune;  calPd  me  up,  plac'd  me 
in  the  Shine,  and  I  have  felt  its  Comfort. 
You  have  in  that  reftor'd  me  to  my  Native 
Right;  for  a  flcady  Faith,  and  Loyalty  to 
my  Prince,  was  all  the  Inheritance  my  Fa- 
ther left  me  :  And  however  hardly  my  ill 
Fortune  deal  with  me,  'tis  what  I  prize  fo 
well,  that  I  ne'er  Pawn'd  it  yet,  and  hope 
I  ne'er  fl^all  part  with  it.  Nature  and  For- 
tune were  certainly  in  League  when  You 
were  Born  y  and  as  the  firfl  took  care  to 

give 
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give  You  Beauty  enough  to  Enflave  the 
Hearts  of  all  the  World,  fo  the  other  re- 
folv*d  to  do  its  Merit  Juftice,  that  none 
but  a  Monarch,  fit  to  Rule  that  World, 
Ihould  e'er  Pcflefs  it  5  and  in  it  he  had  an 
Empire.  The  young  Prince  You  have  gi- 
ven him,  by  his  Blooming  Virtues,  early 
declares  the  mighty  Stock  he  came  from  % 
and  as  You  have  taken  all  the  Pious  Care 
of  a  Dear  Mother  and  a  Prudent  Guardi- 
an, to  give  him  a  Noble  and  Generous 
Education  >  may  it  fuccced  according  to 
his  Merits  and  Your  Wiihes  :  May  he 
grow  up  to  be  a  Bulwark  to  his  llluflrious 
Father,  and  a  Patron  to  his  Loyal  Sub-- 
jects  \  with  Wifdom  and  Learning  to  aflift 
him,  whenever  calFd  to  his  Councils  j  to- 
Defend  his  Right  againft  the  Encroach- 
ments of  Republicans  in  his  Senates  y  to 
Cherifh  fuch  Men  as  fhall  be  able  to  Vin- 
dicate the  Royal  Caufe^  that  good  and 
fit  Servants  to  the  Crown,  may  never  be 
loft  for  want  of  a  Protcdor.  May  he 
have  Courage  and  Condud,  fit  to  Fight 
his  Battels  Abroad,  and  terrific  his  Rebels 
at  Homes  and  that  all  thefe  may  be  yet 
more  fure,  may  he  never,  during  the- 
Spiing-trme  of  his  Years,  when  thofe 
growing  Virtues  ought  with  Care  to  be 
cheriiVd  ia  order  to  their  Ripening  ^  may 
M^  -Be 
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he  never  meet  with  Vitious  Natures,  ot 
the  Tongues  of  Faithlefs,  Sordid,  Iniipid 
Flatterers,  to  Blaft  'em :  To  conclude ; 
may  he  be  as  great  as  the  Hand  of  For- 
tune (with  his  Honourj  fhall  be  able  to 
make  him  :  And  may  Your  Grace,  who 
are  lo  Good  a  Miftrcfs,  and  fo  Noble  a 
Patronefs,  never  meet  with  a  lefs  grateful 
Servant,  than, 


M  A  D  A  M, 


Tmr  Grace's  entirely 


Devoted  Creature^ 


Tho,  Otway. 


PR  O  LOG  U  E. 

"TN  thefe  difiraBed  Times,  when  each  Mm  dreads 

•^  The  bloody  Stratagems  of  bujie  Heads  ^ 

When  -we  have  fear' d  three  Tears  we  know  not  what,  -^ 

'Till  Witnejfes  begin  to  die  o'th'  Rot,  ]> 

What  made  eur  Poet  meddle  with  a  Vlot?  ^ 

Wast  that  he  fane fd,  for  the  very  fake 

And  name  of  Flat,  his  trifling  Vlay  might  lake  f 

For  there's  not  in't  one  Inch-board  Evidence^  -^ 

But  'tis,  he  fays,  to  Reafon  pUin  and  Smfe^  K 

And  that  he  thinks  a  plaufble  Defence. 

Were  Truth  by  Senfe  and  Reafon  to  be  trfd\ 

Sure  all  our  Swearers  might  be  laid  afide. 

No,  offuch  Tools  our  Author  has  no  need,  ■  ■ 

To  make  his  Plot,  or  make  his  Playfucceedy 

He,  of  black  Bills  has  no  prodigious  Tales, 

Or  Spanifh  Pilgrims  cafi  Aflme  in  Wales ; 

Here's  not  one  murther'd  Magijirate  at  leaft: 

Kept  rank  like  Ven'fonfor  a  City  Feajl: 

Grown  four  days  J; iff,  the  better  to  prepare 

And  fit  his  pliant  Limbs  to  ride  in  Chair : 

Tet  here's  an  Army  rats' d,  though  under  Ground, 

But  no  Manfeen,  nor  one  Commiffion  found  x 

Here  is  a  Traitor  too,  that's  very  old, 

Turbulent,  Subtle,  Mifchievous,  and  Bold, 

Bloody,  Revengeful,  and  to  Crown  his  Part, 

Loves  fumbling  with  a  Wench,  with  all  his  Heart; 

'Till  after  having  many  Changes  pafi, 

Infpight  of  Age  (thanks  f  Heav'n)  is  hang'd  at  lafi, 

Next  is  a  Senator  that  keeps  a  Whore  5 

In  Venice  7ione  a  higher  Office  bore. 

To  Lewdmfs  every  Night  the  Letcher  ran  : 

Shew  me,  all  London,  fuch  another  Man, 

Match  him  at  Mother  Crefwolds,  if  you  can, 

O  Poland,  Poland !  had  it  been  thy  Lot, 

Thave  heard  in  time  of  this  Venetian  Plot^ 

Thou  furely  chofen  hadfi  one  King  from  thence. 

And  hc'fiQur.d  them,  as  tkou  haji  England /??f^. 
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Bake  of  Venice.                  Mx.D.  Williams-^ 
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Bedawar,    the  Spanijhl        Mr. Gilh. 

Ambaffador. 

J^ffeir. 

Mr.  Betterton. 

Fierre. 

Mr,  Smith. 

Renault, 

^  Mr,  Wiljhire. 

Spinofa, 

§  Mr.  TercivaL 

Theodore. 

^ 

Eliot,                             >  5* 

Revitlido, 

O 

Durand. 

? 
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A  C  T    L    SCENE    I. 


,   ^^^ Enter  PriuU  and  Jaffeir, 


T  R  IITL  I. 
O  more!  I'll  hear  no  more 3  be  gone 

and  leave  me, 
faff.  Not  hear  me!  by  my  Suffering 

but  you  fliall! 
My  Lord,  my  Lord !  I'm  not  that  ab= 

je£l  Wretch 
You  think  me:  Patience!  there's  the 

diftance  throws 


Me  back  fo  far,  but  I  may  boldly  fpeak 
In  right,  though  proud  Oppreffion  will  not  hear  me 
Frt.  Have  you  not  wronged  me  ? 


y^ip 
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Jdff.  Could  my  Nature  e'er 
Have  brook'd  Injuftice,  or  the  doing  Wrongs, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  my  felf , 
To  gain  a  Hearing  from  a  cruel  Father ! 
Wrong'd  you? 

Tri.  Yes!  wrong'd  me,  in  the  niceft  point; 
The  Honour  of  my  Houfe;  you  have  done  me  wrong. 
You  may  remember,  (for  I  now  will  fpeak. 
And  urge  Jts  bafenefs:)  When  you  firft  came  home 
From  Travel,  with  fuch  hopes,  as  made  you  looked  on 
By  all  Men's  Eyes,  a  Youth  of  expectation ; 
Pleas'd  with  your  growing  Virtue,  I  received  youj 
Courted,  and  fought  to  raife  you  to  your  Merits : 
My  Houfe,  my  Table,  nay  my  Fortune  too. 
My  very  felf,  was  yours  j  you  might  have  us'd  me 
To  your  befl:  Service  J  like  an  open  Friend, 
I  treated,  trufted  you,  and  thought  you  minej :      t 
When  in  requital  of  my  beft  Endeavours,  . .   ,-. 

You  treacherouily  pradis'd  to  undo  me, 
Seduc'd  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Agt's  Darling, 
My  only  Child,  and  ftole  her  from  my  Bofom: 
On  Behidera  I 

y^jf.  'Tis  to  me  you  owe  her, 
Childlefs  you  had  been  elfe,  and  in  the  Grave 
Your  Name  extindl:,  no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  fcarce  five  Years  are  pad, 
Since  in  your  Brigantin  you  fail'd  to  fee 
The  Adridtick  wedded  by  our  Duke, 
And  I  was  with  you:  Your  unskilful  Pilot 
Dafh'd  us  upon  a  Rock  3  when  to  your  Boat 
You  made  for  fafety ;  entred  firft  your  felf  j 
The  affrighted  Belvidera  following  next, 
As  fhe  flood  trembling  on  the  VelTel's  fide. 
Was  by  a  Wave  wafh'd  oifinto  the  Deepj 
When  inftanrly  I  plung'd  into  the  Sea, 
And  buileting  the  Billows  to  her  Refcue, 
Redeem'd  her  Life  with  half  the  Lofs  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  Conqueft  in  one  Hand  I  bore  her, 
And  with  the  other  dalh'd  the  fawcy  Waves, 
That  throng'd  and  prefs'd  to  rob  me  of  my  Prize : 

I 
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I  brought  her,  gave  her  your  defpairing  Arms : 
Indeed  you  thank'd  me;  but  a  nobler  Gratitude 
Rofe  in  her  Soul :  For  from  that  Hour  fhe  lov'd  me, 
'Till  for  her  Life  fhe  paid  me  with  her  felf. 

Vri.  You  ftole  her  from  mej  like  a  Thief  you  ftolc  her 
At  dead  of  Nighty  that  curfed  Hour  you  chofe  * 

To  rifle  me  of  all  my  Heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  Joys  in  her  prove  falfe  like  mine; 
A  rteril  Fortune,  and  a  barren  Bed, 
Attend  you  both  j  continual  Difcord  make 
Your  Days  and  Nights  bitter  and  grievous:  Still 
May  the  hard  Hand  of  a  vexatious  Need 
Opprefs,  and  grind  you;  'till  at  laft  vou  find 
The  Curfe  of  Difobedience  all  your  Portion. 

J^jf.  Half  of  your  Curfe  you  have  beftow'd  in  vain  • 
Heav'n  has  already  crown'd  our  faithful  Loves 
V/ith  a  young  Boy,  Awet  as  his  Mother's  Beauty : 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  Gentle  than  his  Grandiire 
And  happier  than  his  Father!  ' 

Vri.  Rather  live 
To  bait  thee  for  his  Bread,  and  din  your  Ears 
With  hungry  Cries:  Whilft  his  unhappy  Mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  bitternefs  of  want. 

Jaf.  You  talk  as  if  'twou'd  pleafe  you 

Pr/".  'T would,  by  Heav'n. 
Once  fhe  was  dear  indeed^  the  Drops  that  itW 
From  my  fad  Heart,  when  fhe  forgot  her  Duty 
The  Fountain  of  my  Life  was  not  fo  precious- 
But  fhe  is  gone,  and  if  I  am  a  Man 
I  will  forget  her.  ' 

Jcig.  Would  I  were  in  my  Grave. 

fri.  And  fhe  too  with  thee , 
For,  living  here,  j-ou're  but  my  curs'd  Remembrancers 
I  once  was  happy. 

J.  I"-!)'  ^^"l  f^^'^  H'' ''''""''"  y""  ^""^  "^y  Soul 

Is  tond  oi  Belviilera :  You  perceive 

My  Life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me!   . 

Oh!  could  my  Soul  ever  have  known  Satiety. 

Were  I  that  Thief,  the  deer  of  fuch  wrongs 

As  you  upbraia  me  with,  what  hinders  m'^e. 

But 
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But  I  might  fend  her  back  to  you  with  Contum^^^^^^ 
And  court  my  Fortune  where  fhe  would  be  kinder. 
Fri.  You  dare  not  do't. 

Jaf.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  dare  not. 
My  Heart  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  Mafler 
Three  Years  are  paft  fmce  firft  our  Vows  were  phghted, 
Suring  which  time  the  World  muft  bear  me  Witnefs, 
I've  treated  Belvidera  like  your  Daughter, 
The  Daughter  of  a  Senator  of  Venice ; 
Diftindion,  Place,  Attendance  and  Obfervance,. 
Due  to  her  Birth,  (he  always  has  commanded  j 
Out  of  my  little  Fortune  1  have  done  this  j 
Becaufe  (tho'  hopelefs  e^er  to  win  your  Nature) 
The  World  might  fee,  I  lov'd  her  for  her  lelf. 
Not  as  the  Heirefs  of  the  great  frtuh. 

Pn,  No  more! 

Jaf.  Yes!  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There's  not  a  Wretch  that  lives  on  common  Charity 
But's  happier  than  me  i  For  I  have  known 
The  lufcious  Sweets  of  Plenty ;  every  Night 
Have  flept  with  foft  Content  about  my  Head, 
And  never  wak'd  but  to  a  joyful  Morning  i 
Yet  now  muft  fall  like  a  full  Ear  of  Corn,      ^ 
Whofe  BlolTom  fcap'd,  yet's  withered  m  the  ripening. 

JPri,  Home  and  be  humble,  ftudy  to  retrench^ 
Difcharge  the  lazy  VermJn  of  thy  Hall, 
Thofe  Pageants  of  thy  Folly, 
Reduce  the  glittering  Trappings  ot  thy  wns 
To  humble  Weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  State  i 
Then  to  fome  Suburb  Cottage  both  retire i 
Drudge,  to  feed  loathfome  Life  i  get  Brats,  and  Starve—. 
Home,  home,  I  fay. l^^'^ 

Jaf.  Yes,  if  my  Heart  would  let  me . 

This  proud,  this  fwelling  Heart:  Hom«  I  would  go, 
But  that  my  Doors  are  hateful  to  mine  Eyes, 
Fill'd  and  damm'd  up  with  gaping  Creditors,     _ 
Watchful  as  Fowlers  when  their  Game  will  Ipnngi 
I've  now  not  fifty  Ducats  in  the  V/orld, 
Yet  ftill  I  arn  in  love,  and  pleas'd  v/ith  Rum, 
Oh  Beh!dem\  Oh!  Ihe  is  my  Wife—: 

Am. 
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And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  Fate  together. 
But  re'er  know  Comfort  more. 

Znter  Pierre. 

P;Vr.  My  Friend,  Good-morrow ! 
How  fares  the  honeft  Partner  of  my  Heart  ? 
What,  melancholy  !  not  a  Word  to  fpare  me  ?  H'ty* 

Jaf'  I'm  thinking,  Vierrt,  how  that  damn'd  ftarving  Qua- 
Caird  Honefty ,  got  footing  in  the  World . 

Vkr.  Why,  powerful  Villany  firft  fet  it  up, 
For  its  own  Eafe  and  Safety :  Honeft  Men 
Are  the  fofc  ealie  Cufhions  on  which  Knaves 
Repofe  and  fatten :  Were  all  Mankind  Villains, 
They'd  flarve  each  other  i  Lawyers  would  want  Pra<£lice, 
Cut-throats  Rewards :  Each  Man  would  kill  his  Brother 
Himfelf,  none  would  be  paid  or  hang'd  fer  Murder :       :  : 
Honefly !  'twas  a  Cheat  invented  firft 
To  bind  the  Hands  of  bold  dcferving  Rogues, 
That  Fools  and  Cowards  might  lit  lafe  in  Power, 
And  Lord  it  uncontrcui'd  above  their  Betters. 

Ja^.  Then  Honeily  is  but  a  Notion. 

I'ler.  Nothing  eUe, 
Like  Wit,  much  talk'd  of,  not  to  be  defin'd : 
He  that  pretends  to  moft  too,  has  leaft  fhare  in't^ 
*Tis  a  ragged  Virtue :  Honefty !  no  more  on't. 

7^_^.  Sure  thou  art  Honeft? 

'Ekr.  So  indeed  Men  think  me. 
But  they're  miilaken,  Jaffeir:  1  am  a  Rogue 
As  well  as  they ; 

A  fine  gay  bold-fac'd  Villain,  as  thou  feeft  me; 
'Tis  true,  I  pay  my  Debts  when  they're  contradledj 
I  fteal  from  no  Manj  would  not  cut  a  Throat 
To  gain  admiiTion  to  a  great  Man's  Purfe, 
Or  a  Whore's  Bed  j  I'd  not  betray  my  Friend, 
To  get  his  Place  or  Fortune :  I  fcorn  to  Flatter 
A  blown-up  Fool  above  me,  or  crufh  the  Wretch  beneath 
Yet,  Jaffeir,  for  all  this  I  am  a  Villain.  (me  : 

>jf." A  Villain! 

Fier.  Yes,  a  moft  notorious  Villain : 
To  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-Creatures, 

And 


^S2     Venice  Preserv'd:  Or, 

And  own  my  felf  a  Man:  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  People  with  a  fhew 
Of  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  muft  tafte  of; 
They  fay,  by  them  our  Hands  are  free  from  Fetters, 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafeft  Bond?; 
Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow; 
Drive  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  rough  Tide  of  Power, 
Whilft  no  hold's  left  to  fave  us  from  Deflruaionj 
All  that  bear  this  are  Villains,  and  I  one, 
Not  to  rouze  up  at  the  great  Call  of  Nature, 
And  check  the  Growth  of  thefe  Domeftick  Spoilers, 
That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  'tis  our  Charter. 

faf.  Oh  Aquilina!  Friend,  to  lofe  fuch  Beauty, 
The  deareft  Purchafe  of  thy  noble  Labours; 
She  was  thy  right  by  Conquefl,  as  by  Love. 

Pier.  Oh  J^affeir!  I'd  fo  lix'd  my  Heart  upon  her. 
That  wherefoe'er  I  fram'd  a  Scheme  of  Life 
For  time  to  come,  fhe  was  my  only  Joy, 
With  which  I  wifh'd  ro  fweeten  future  Caresj 
1  fancy 'd  Pleafures,  none  but  one  that  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  'em: 
When  in  the  Extremity  of  all  thef^  Hopes, 
In  the  moft  charming  Hour  of  Experaation, 
Then  when  our  eager  Wifh.es  foar  the  hi«^heft. 
Ready  to  ftoop  and  grafp  the  lovely  Gam^' 
A  haggard  Owl,  a  worthlefs  Kite  of  Prey 
With  his  foul  Wings  fail'd  in,  and  fpoil'd  my  Quarry. 

Jaf  I  know  the  Wretch,  and  fc,  rn  him  as  thou  hat'ft  him . 

Pier.  Curfeon  the  common  Good  that's  fo  proteded. 
Where  every  Slave  that  heaps  up  Wealth  enough 
To  do  much  wrong,  becomes  a  Lord  of  Right: 
I,  who  believ'd  no  111  could  e'er  come  near  mc. 
Found  in  the  Embraces  of  my  Aquilma 
A  wretched  old,  but  itching  Senator; 
A  wealthy  Fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  Title- 
A  Rogue,  that  ufes  Beauty  like  a  Lamb-skin, 
Barely  to  keep  him  warm;  that  filthy  Cuckoo  too. 
Was  m  my  Abfence  crept  into  my  Neft, 
And  fpoiling  all  my  Brood  of  noble  Pleafure. 

7# 
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7^jf.  Didft  thou  not  chafe  him  thence? 
^'ur.  I  did,  and  drove 
The  rank  old-bearded  H'trco  ftinking  home: 
The  matter  was  complain'd  of  in  the  Senate, 
I  fummon'd  to  appear,  and  cenfur'd  bafely, 
For  violating  fomething  they  call  FfivHege 
This  wa5  the  Recompence  of  my  Service: 
Would  I'd  been  rather  beaten  by  a  Coward : 
A  Soldier's  Miftrefs,  Jafeir,  is  his  Religion, 
When  that's  Profan'd,  all  other  Ties  are  broken: 
That  even  dilTolves  all  former  bonds  of  Service, 
And  from  that  Hour  I  think  my  felf  as  free 

To  be  the  Foe  as  e'er  the  Friend  of  Venice 

Nay,  dear  Revenge,  when'er  thou  call'fl,  I'm  ready, 

Jjijf.  I  think  no  Safety  can  be  here  for  Virtue, 
And  grieve  my  Friend  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
In  {uch  a  wretched  State  as  this  of  Venice ^ 
Where  all  agree  to  Ipoil  the  Publick  Good, 
And  Villains  fatten  with  the  brave  Man's  Labours. 

Pier.  We've  neither  Safety,  Unity,  nor  Peace, 
For  the  Foundation's  loft  of  common  Good  i 
Juftice  is  lame  as  well  as  blind  amongft  usj 
The  Laws  (Corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  'em) 
ScMve  but  for  Inftruments  of  fome  new  Tyranny, 
That  every  Day  ftarts  up  t'enilive  us  deeper: 
Now  could  this  glorious  Caufe  but  find  out  Friends 
To  do  it  right !  oh  Jajfeir !  then  might'ft  thou 
Not  wear  tkefe  Seals  of  Woe  upon  thy  Face : 
The  proud  Pritili  fliould  be  taught  Humanity, 
And  learn  to  value  fuch  a  Son  as  thou  art. 
I  dare  not  fpeaki  but  my  Heart  bleeds  this  moment; 

Jajf.  Gurft  be  the  Caufe,  tho'  I  thy  Friend  be  part  on't  ', 
Let  me  partake  the  Troubles  of  thy  Bofom, 
For  I  am  us'd  to  Mifery,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  way  to  fweeten't  to  thy  Spirit. 

Pier.  Too  foon  'twill  reach  thy  knowledge 

Jaff.  Then  from  thee 
Let  It  proceed.     There's  Virtue  in  thy  Friend fhip 
Would  make  the  fadeft  Tale  of  Sorrow  pleaiing. 
Strengthen  my  Conllancy,  and  welcome  Ruin/ 

Titr. 
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Fter.  Then  thou  art  Ruln'd ! 

yajf.  That  I  long  fince  knew; 
I  and  ill  Fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Fier.  I  pafs'd  this  very  Moment  by  thy  Doors, 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  Troop  of  Villains  j 
The  Sons  of  publick  Rapine  were  ddlroying: 
They  told  me,  by  the  Sentence  of  the  Law 
They  had  CommiiTion  to  feize  all  thy  Fortune : 
Nay  more,  Triuli's  cruel  Hand  hath  lign'd  it. 
Here  flood  a  Ruffian  with  a  horrid  Face 
Lording  it  o'er  a  pile  of  maffy  Plate, 
Tumbled  into  a  heap  for  publick  Sale: 
There  was  another  making  villanous  Jefts 
At  thy  undoing:  he  had  ta'en  pofiTeHlon 
Of  all  thy  ancient  moft  domeftick  Ornaments, 
Rich  Hangings,  intermix 'd  and  wrought  with  Gold  j 
The  very  Bed,  which  on  thy  Weding  night 
Receiv'd  thee  to  the  Arms  of  Belvidera ; 
The  Scene  of  all  thy  Joys,  was  violated 
By  the  coiirfe  Hands  of  filthy  Dungeon  Villains, 
And  thrown  amongft  the  common  Lumber. 

'f^ff.  Now  thank  Heav'n 

Frer.  Thank  Heav'n !  for  what  ? 

^aff.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  Ducat. 

Fier.  Curfe  thy  dull  ^tars,  and  the  worfe  FateofVenscs, 
"Where  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Fathers,  all  are  falfej 
"Where  there's  no  Truft,  no  Truth ;  where  Innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  Opprefiion  j  and  Vice  Lords  it : 
Had  ft  thou  but  feen,  as  I  did,  how  at  laft 
Thy  beauteous  Belvidera,  like  a  Wretch 
That's  doom'd  to  Banifhment,  came  weeping  forth. 
Shining  through  Tears,  like  April-Suns  in  Showers 
That  labour  to  o'ercome  the  Cloud  that  loads  'em  ; 
"Whilft  two  young  Virgins,  on  whofe  Arms  Ihe  lean'd. 
Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  Grief  grew  fad. 
As  if  they  catch 'd  the  Sorrows  that  fell  from  her : 
E'en  the  lewd  Rabble  that  were  gather'd  round 
To  fee  the  fight,  flood  mute  when  they  beheld  her; 
Govern'd  their  roaring  Throats,  and  grumbled  Pity  ; 
I  cou'd  have  hugg'd  the  greazy  Rogues :  They  pleas'd  me. 
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fa^'  I  thank  thee  for  this  Story,  from  my  Soul, 
Since  now  I  know  tlie  worft  that  can  befal  me  ; 
Ah  'Pitrre  I  I  have  a  heart,  that  could  have  born 
The  rougheft  Wrong  my  Fortune  could  have  done  me: 
But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels. 
The  bitternefs  her  tender  Spirit  taftes  of, 
I  own  my  felf  a  Coward :  Bear  my  Weaknefs, 
If  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 
I  play  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofom. 
Oh!  I  fhall  drown  thee  with  my  Sorrows! 

Pier.  Burn ! 
Firft  burn,  and  level  Venice  to  thy  Ruin. 
What,  ftarve  like  Beggars  Brats  in  frofty  Weather, 
Under  a  Hedge,  and  whine  our  felves  to  Death ! 
Thou,  or  thy  Caufe,  fliall  never  want  Affiflance, 
Whilit  I  have  Blood  or  Fortune  fit  to  ferve  thee  j 
Command  my  Heart:  Thou'rt  every  way  its  Mafter. 

fajf.  No,  there's  a  fecret  Pride  in  bravely  Dyin^. 

Pier.  Rats  die  in  holes  and  corners.  Dogs  run  madj 
Man  knows  a  braver  Remedy  for  Sorrow; 
Revenge !  the  Attribute  of  Gods  j  they  ftampt  it 
With  their  great" Im.age  on  our  Natures:  Die! 
Coniider  well  the  Caufe  that  calls  upon  thee : 
And  if  thou'rt  bafe  enough,  dye  then:  Remember 
Thy  Behidera  fuffers:  Beliidera! 

Dye Damn  firft what,  be  decently  Interred 

In  a  Church-yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  Duft 

With  {linking  Rogues  that  rot  in  dirty  Winding-fheets,^ 

Surfeit  ilain  Fools,  the  common  Dung  o'th'Soil. 

7^#.  Oh! 

Pier.  Well  faid,  out  with't.  Swear  a  little 

Jajf.  Swear!   By  Sea  and  Air!   by  Earth,   by  Heav'a 
and  Hell. 
I  will  revenge  my  Belvidera's  Tears ! 
Hark  thee  my  Friend PrinU  is a  Senltor' 

Pier .  A  Dog ! 

J^ff.  Agreed. 

Pier.  Shoot  him. 

Jaff.  With  all  my  Heart. 
No  more:  Where  ihall  wc  meet  at  Night? 

S  Pier, 
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Pier,  ril  tell  theej 
On  the  Rialto  every  night  at  Twelve 
I  take  my  Evening's  walk  of  Meditation : 
There  we  two  will  meet,  and  talk  of  precious 
Mifchief 

Jaf.  Farewel. 

Pier.  At  Twelve. 

Jajf.  At  any  hour;  my  Plagues 
Will  keep  me  waking.  l^^-  ^  ^^^' 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heav'n, 
Thou  mad'ft  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts  and  elegant  Defires 
That  fill  the  happiefl  Man?  Ah!  rather  why 
Did  ft  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 
Bafe- minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens^? 
Why  have  I  Senfe  to  know  the  Curfe  that's  on  me? 
Is  this  jufl  dealing,  Nature?  Behidera! 

Enter  Belvidera. 
Poor  Bel'vidern !  * 

Bel.  Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  Virgins! 
To  that  kind  Voice.    My  Lord,  my  Love,  my  Refuge! 
Happy  my  Eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  Face: 
My  heavy  Heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  fight  of  thee,,  and  bound  with  fprightful  Joys. 
Ohfmile,  as  when  our  Loves  were  in  their  Spring, 
And  cheer  my  fainting  Soul, 

y,^f.  As  when  our  Loves 
Vv  ere  in  their  Spring  ?  has  then  my  Fortune  chang'd  ? 
Art  thou  not  Behidera,  ftill  the  fame. 
Kind,  good,  and  tender,  as  my  Arms  firft  found  thee? 
If  thou  art  alter 'd,  where  fhall  I  have  harbour? 
Where  cafe  my  loaded  Heart ?  Oh!  where  complain? 

Bel.  Do's  this  appear  like  Change,  or  Love  decaying^ 
When  thus  I  throw  my  felf  into  thy  Bofom, 
With  all  the  refolution  of  a  ftrong  Truth? 
Beats  not  my  Heart  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
To  a  new  charge  of  blifs?  I  joy  more  in  thee. 
Than  did  thy  iViother  when  (he  hugg'd  thee  tirfl, 
And  blefs'd  the  Gods  for  all  ker  Travel  paft. 

7# 
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J^S'  Can  there  in  Woman  be  fuch  glorious  Faith? 
Sure  all  ill  Stories  of  thy  Sex  are  falfe; 
Oh  Woman!  lovely  Woman!  Namre  made  thee 
To  temper  Man;  We  had  been  Brutes  without  you: 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  look  like  you; 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heav'n, 
Amazing  Brightnefs,  Purity  and  Truth, 
Eternal  |oy,  and  everlafting  Love. 

Bel  If  Love  be  Treafure,  we'll  be  wondrous  Rich: 
I  have  fo  much,  my  Heart  will  fbrelv  break  with'tj 
Vows  can't  exprefs  it.    When  I  wou'd  declare 
How  great's  my  Joy,  I'm  dumb  with  the  big  Thought; 
I  Iwell,  and  figh,  and  labour  with  my  longing. 
O  lead  me  to  lb  me  Defart  wide  and  wild. 
Barren  as  our  Misfortunes,  where  my  Soul 
May  have  its  vent;  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  Heavens,  and  every  liftning  Planet, 
With  what  a  boundlefs  flock  my  Bofom's  fraught; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  Arms  about  thee,' 
Give  loofe  to  Love  with  KilTes,  kindling  Toy 
And  let  off  all  the  Fires  that's  in  my  Heart. 

Jaff.  Oh  Belvidem !  doubly  I'm  a  Beggar, 
Undone  by  Fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee; 
Want!  worldly  Want!  that  hungry  meager  Fiend 
Is  at  my  heels,  and  chaces  me  in  view 
Canfi  thou  bear  Cold  and  Hunger?  Can  thefe  Liiabs, 
Fram  d  for  the  tender  Offices  of  Love,     ' 
Endure  the  bitter  gripes  of  fmarting  Poverty  ? 
When  banifh'd  by  our  iMiferies  abroad, 
CAs  fuddenly  we  fhall  be)  to  feek  out ' 
(In  fome  far  Climate  where  our  Names  are  Strangers) 
For  charitable  Succour;  wilt  thou  then 
When  in  a  Bed  of  Straw  we  fhrink  together 
And  the  bi^k  Winds  fl^all  whiftle  round  our  Heads  • 
Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me?  wilt  thou  then 
Hufh  my  Cires  thus,. and  ftelter  me  with  Love? 

Bei-v.  Chi  will  l^ve  rhee,  even  in  Madnefs  love  thee/ 
Tho  my  diftra^ted  Senfbs  fnould  forfake  me 


1  d  tind  iome  intervals,  wnen  my  poor  Heart 
Should  'Iwage  it  k\i,  and  be  let  loofe  to  thine. 


Tho^ 
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Tho^  the  bare  Earth  be  all  our  Refting-place 
ll  Roots  our  Food,  fome  Gift  our  Habitation, 
T'il  make  this  Arm  a  Pillow  for  thy  Head^ 
A  thou  fighing  ly'ft,  and  fwell'd  with  Sorrow, 
rr^eD  to  thy  Bofom,  pour  the  Balm  of  Love 
?r^l\hv  ^oul,  and  kifs  thee  to  thy  Reft, 
Then  praife  our  God,  and  watch  thee  till  the  Morning. 
Jaf  Hear  this  you  Hcav'ns,  and  wonder  how  you 
made  her !  ,     ,       ,.  . ,     ,     ...^    , , 

Rei^n    Reisn  ye  Monarchs  that  divide  the  World, 
Bul^e  Rebellion  ne'er  will  let  you  know 
Tranauility  and  Happinefs  like  mine  i 
Se ^audy  Ships,  th'  obfequious  Billows  fall 
And  rife  again/to  lift  you  in  your  Pride, 
They  wait^ut  for  a  Storm    and  then  devour  you: 
I    in  my  private  Bark,  already  wreck  d, 
L^ke  a  poor  Merchant  driv  n  on  unknown  Land 
That  had  by  chance  pack'd  up  his  choiceft  Treafure 
In  one  dear  Casket,  and  fav'd  only  that 

Since  1  muft  wander  further  on  the  fhore,  7 

Thus  hug;  my  little,  but  my  precious  Store,  > 

Refok'd  to  fcorn,  and  truft  my  Fate  no  more,  [Exeunt.^ 


.^^«/.'0 


A  C  T  II.    S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Pierre  and  Aquilina. 
Y  all  thy  Wrongs,  thou'rt  dearer  to  my  Arms 
I  Than  all  the  Wealth  of  Venice:  Prithee  ftay. 
And  let  us  love  to  night. 

?ier.  No :  There's  Fool, 
There's  Fool  about  thee  :  When  a  Woman  fells 
Her  Flefh  to  Fools,  her  Beauty's  loft  to  me , 
They  leave  a  Taint,  a  Sully  where  they've  paftj 
There's  fuch  a  baneful  Quality  about  'em, 
E'en  fpoils  Complexions  with  their  Naufeoufnefs, 
Tliev  Jnfedt  all  they  touch  j  I  cannot  think 

^  Of 
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Of  tafting  any  thing  a  Fool  has  pall'd. 

^qtii.  I  loath  and  fcorn  that  Fool  thou  mean'ft,  as  much 
Or  more  than  thou  canftj  but  the  Beaft  has  Gold 
That  makes  him  necefTary;  Power  too. 
To  qualifte  my  Characler,  and  poife  me 
Equal  with  peevifli  Virtue,  that  beholds 
My  Liberty  with  Envy :  In  their  Hearts 
They're  loofe  as  I  am ;  but  an  ugly  Power 
Sits  in  their  Faces,  and  frights  Pleafurcs  from  'cm. 

Fier.  iMuch  good  may't  do  you,   Madam,  with  your 
Senator. 

Aqui.  My  Senator!  why,  can'ft  thou  think  thatWretck 
E'er  fiird  thy  Aqu'ilmfts  Arms  with  pleaiiire? 
Think'ft  thou,  becaufe  I  fometimes  give  him  leave 
To  foil  himfelf  at  what  he  is  unfit  for  j 
Becaufe  I  force  my  felft' endure  and  fuffer  him, 
Think'ft  thou  I  love  him?  No,  by  all  the  Joys 
,Thou  ever  gav'il  me,  his  Prefence  is  my  Penance 5 
The  worft  thing  an  old  Man  can  he's  a  Lover.) 
A  meer  Memento  Mori  to  poor  V/oman. 
I  never  lay  by  his  decrepit  iide. 
But  all  that  Night  I  ponder'd  on  my  Grave. 

Tier.  Would  he  were  well  fent  thither. 

Aciui.  That's  my  wifli  too : 
For  then,  my  Vierre,  I  might  have  caufe  with  pleafure 
To  play  the  Hypocrite ;  Oh !  how  I  could  weep 
Over  the  dying  Dotard,  and  kifs  him  too. 
In  hopes  to  fmother  him  quite  j  then,  v/hen  the  time 
Was  come  to  pay  my  Sorrows  at  his  Funeral, 
(For  he  has  already  made  me  Heir  to  Treaiiires 
Wou'd  make  me  out-adl  a  real  Widow's  whining :) 
How  could  I  frame  my  Face  to  fit  my  Mourning! 
With  wringing  Hands  attend  him  to  his  Grave, 
Fall  fwconing  on  his  Hearfe:  Take  mad  pofleilion 
E'en  of  the  difmal  Vault  where  he  lay  bury'd. 
There  like  th'  Ephefmn  Matron  dwell,  till  thou. 
My  lovely  Soldier,  com'ft  to  my  DeUverance  ^ 
Then  throwing  up  my  Veil,  with  open  Arms 
And  laughing  Eyes,  run  to  new  dawning  Joy. 

Vier.  No  more !  I've  Friends  to  meet  me  here  to  night. 
And  muft  be  private.  As  you  prize  my  Friendlliip, 

Vol.  II.  N  Keep 
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Keep  up  your  Coxcomb:  Let  him  not  pry  nor  liftca, 
Nor  fisk  about  the  Houfe  as  I  have  feen  him. 
Like  a  tame  mumping  Squirrel  with  a  Bell  onj 
Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

Aqu't.  What  Friends  to  meet  ?  mayn't  I  be  of  your  Council  ? 

Tier.  How!  A  Woman  ask  Queftions  out  of  Bed? 
Go  to  your.  Senator,  ask  him  what  pafles 
Amongft  his  Brethren  ;  he'll  hide  nothing  from  you: 
But  pump  not  me  for  PoUticks.    No  more! 
Give  order  that  whoever  in  my  name 
Comes  here,  receive  admittance.    So  good  night. 

Ami  Muft  we  ne'er  meet  again!  Embrace  no  more! 
Is  Love  fo  foon  and  utterly  forgotten !  ^ 

Tier   As  you  henceforward  treat  your  Fool,  1 11  think  on  t. 

Acm't.  Curft  be  all  Fools,  and  doubly  Curft  my  felf. 

The  worft  of  Fools 1  die  if  he  forfakcs  me; 

And  now  to  keep  him,  Heav'n  orHellinftrua  me.  \£xumt, 

SCENE  the  Rialto. 

-Enter  Jalieir. 
J4  I'mhere;  and  thus,  the  Shades  ofNight  around  me, 
1  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart, 
And  I  in  Hell.   Nay,  furely  'tis  fo  with  me  ;™- 
For  every  ftep  I  tread,  methinks  fome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Breaft,  and  bids  it  not  be  quier 
I've  heard  how  defperate  wretches,  like  rny  ieit. 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  Night 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  walk: 
Sure  I'm  fo  Curft,  that,  tho'  of  Heav  n  forfaken. 
No  Minifter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  Tempt  me. 
Hell!  Hell!  why  fleepeft  thou ? 

Enter  Pierre. 
Tier.  Sure  I've  ftay'd  too  long:  „    ^ ,  ,^ 

The  Clock  has  ftruck,  and  I  may  iofe  my  Profelyte. 
Speak,  who  goes  there? 

^Tf^f.  A  Dog  that  comes  to  howl       ,     ^     ..     . 
At  yonder  Moon:  What's  he  that  asks  tne  Queftion? 

Tier   A  Friend  to  Dogs,  for  they  are  honeft  Creatures, 
And  ne'er  betray  their  Matters;  never  Fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not:  Well  met.  Friend: 
J4,ir!  ^^' 
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7;jjf.  The  fame.     Oh  Fierre,  thou'rt  come  in  feafon, 
I  was  juft  going  to  Pray. 

Fser.  Ah  that's  Mechanick, 
Prieirs  make  a  Trade  on't,  and  yet  flarve  by't  too : 
No  Praying i  it  fpoils  Bulinefs,  and  Time's  precious: 
Where's  Belvidera  ? 

fdjf.  For  a  Day  or  two 
I've  l€)dg'd  her  privately,  till  I  fee  farther  ^ 

What  Fortune  will  do  with  me  ?  Prithee  Friend, 
If  thou  would'ft  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  Councilj 
Speak  not  oi  Behidera 

Pier.  Speak  not  of  her  ? 

Jaf.  Oh  no! 

Tier.  Nor  name  her  ?  May  be  I  wilh  her  well. 

Jajf.  Whom  well? 

Tier.  Thy  Wife,  thy  lovely  Behidera ; 
I  hope  a  Man  may  wifh  his  Friend's  Wife  well. 
And  no  harm  done ! 

^ajf.  Ye  are  merry,  Pierre  / 

Pier.  I  am  fo : 
Thou  fhalt  fmile  too,  and  BelviderA  fmile^ 
We'll  all  rejoice,  here's  fomething  to  buy  Pins, 

[Gives  him  a  Purft. 
Marriage  is  Chargeable. 

Jaff.  I  but  half  wiflit 
To  fee  the  Devil,  and  he's  here  already.    Well ! 
What  mull  this  buy.  Rebellion,  Murder,  Treafon? 
Tell  me  which  way  I  muft  be  damn'd  for  this. 

Pier.  When  lad  we  parted,  we'd  no  qualms  like  thefe. 
But  entertain'd  each  others  Thoughts  like  Men, 
Whofe  Souls  were  well  acquainted.     Is  the  World 
Reform'd  lince  our  lail  meeting.?  What  new  Miracles 
Have  happen'd?  Has  Prinli's  heart  relented? 
Can  he  be  honeft  ? 

faff.  Kind  Heav'n !  let  heavy  Curfes 
Gail  liis  old  Age  j  Cramps,  Aches  rack  his  Bone^, 
And  bittereft  difqiiiet  wring  his  Heart  ^ 
Oh  let  him  live  till  Life  become  his  burden  I 
Let  him  groan  under 't  long,  linger  an  Age 
In  the  worft  Agonies  and  Pangs  of  Death, 
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And  find  its  eafe,  but  late. 

V'ter.  Nay,  could'ft  thou  not 
As  well,  my  Friend,  have  ftretch'd  the  Curfe  to  ah 
^  The  Senate  round,  as  to  one  lingle  Villain  ? 

Jaff,  But  Curfes  ftick  not:  Could  I  kill  with  Curhng, 
By  Heav'n  I  know  not  thirty  Heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  blafted ;  Senators  fnould  rot 
Like  Dogs  on  Dunghills;  but  their  Wives  and  Daughters 
Die  of  tieir  own  Difeafcs.    Oh  for  a  Curfe 
*:;To  kill  with !  ,  i  ■ 

Tier  Daggers,  Daggers,  are  much  better ! 
>f.  Ha! 
Tier.  Daggers. 
Jaff.  But  where  are  they? 
Tier.  Oh,  a  thoufand 
-May  be  difpos'd  of  in  honell:  hands  in  Venice. 
Jajf.  Thou  talk'ft  in  Clouds. 
Tier.  But  yet  a  Heart  half  wrong'd 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  meaning,  J^ipi^- 

faff.  A  thoufand  Daggers  all  in  honeft  Hands  -, 
And  have  not  1  a  Friend  will  ftick  one  here  ? 

Tier.  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be  cheriHit 
^'  a  nobler  purpofe,  1  w^ould  be  that  Friend. 
But  thou  halt  better  Friends,  Friend;  whom  thy  Wrongs 
Have  made  thy  Friends;  Friends  worthy  to  be  cafiM  io. 
I'll  truft  thee  with  a  fecret:  There  are  Spirits 
This  hour  at  work.    But  as  thou  art  a  Man, 
Whom  I  have  pickt  and  chofen  from  the  World, 
'  Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  1  utter. 
And  when  I've  told  thee  that  which  only  Gods, 
And  Men  like  Gods  are  privy  to,  then  fwear 
iNJo  Chance  or  Change  fliall  wreil  it  from  thy  Bofom. 

faf.  When  thou  would'ftbind  me,  is  there  need  of  Oaths  ? 
(Green-Jicknefs  Girls  loft;  Maidenheads  with  fuch  Counters; 
For  thou'rt  fo  near  my  Heart,  that  thou  may 'ft  fee 
,Its  bottom,  found  its  itrength  and  firmnefs  to  thee; 
Is  Coward,  Fool,  or  Villain  in  my  Face? 
Jf  I  feem  none  of  thefc,  I  dare  believe 
:Thou  would'ft  not  ufe  me  in  a  little  Caufe, 
■Tor  I  am  fit  for  Honour's  tougheft  task; 
^Mor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  Proviace;  Aq4 
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And  for  a  villanous  ingloriQus  Enterpnze, 
I  know  thy  Heart  fo  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  fet  it  to  what  point  thou  wilt. 

Fier.  Nay,  it's  a  Caufe  thou  wilt  be  fond  ot,  Jajfeir. 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  nobleft  Balis, 
Oui-  Liberties,  our  natural  Inheritance ; 
There's  no  Religion,  no  Hypocrihe  in't  3  ^ 

We'll  do  the  Bulinefs,  and  ne'er  faft  and  pray  for  t  - 
Openly  aft  a  Deed  the  World  fhall  gaze 
With  Wonder  at,  and  envy  when  'tis  done. 

J-aff.  For  Liberty ! 

Pier.  For  Liberty,  my  Friend ! 
Thou  {halt  be  freed  from  bafe  Friuli's  Tyranny, 
And  thy  fcqaeftred  Fortunes  heal'd  again. 
I  fhall  be  freed  from  thofe  opprobrious  Wrongs 
That  prefs  me  now,  and  bend  my  Spirit  downwards- 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  Merit 
Succeed  to  its  jufl  Right :  Fools  fhall  be  pull'd 
From  Wifdom's  Seatj  thofe  baleful  unclean  Birds, 
Thofe  lazy  Owls,  who  (perch'd  near  Fortune's  Top) 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  Wings 
To  cuff  down  new-fledg'd  Virtues,  that  would  rife 
To  nobler  heights,  -and  make  the  Grove  harmonious. 

Jaf.  What  can  I  do? 

Thr.  Can'ft  thou  not  kill  a  Senator  ? 

faf.  Were  there  one  wiie  or  honert,   I  could  kill  him 
For  hei-ding  with  that  Neil:  of  Fools  and  Knaves. 
By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talk'fl  as  if  Revenge 
Were  to  be  had,  and  the  brave  Story  warms  me. 

Fier.  Swear  then! 

^af.  I  do,  by  all  thofe  glittering  Stars 
And  yon  great  ruling  Planet  of  the  Night . 
By  all  good  Powers  above,  and  ill  below ! 
By  Love  and  Friendfhip,  dearer  than  my  Life! 
No  Porv'r,  or  Death  fhall  make  me  falle  to  thee. 

Fier.  Here  we  embrace,  and  I'll  unlock  my  Heart. 
A  Council's  held  hard  by,  rvhere  the  Deftrudlion 
Of  this  great  Empire's  hatching:  There  Fll  lead  theel 
But  be  a  Man,  for  thou'rt  to  mix  with  Men 

N  3  Fit 
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Fit  to  difturb  the  Peace  of  all  the  World, 
And  Rule  it  when  it's  wildeft 

y^jf.  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  kind  warning:  Yes,  I'll  be  a  Man, 
And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene'er  thou  feefl:  my  Fears 
Betray  me  lefs,  to  rip  this  Heart  of  mine 
Out  of  my  Bread,  and  fhew  it  for  a  Coward's, 
Come  let's  he  gone,  for  from  this  Hour  I  chace 
All  little  Thoughts,  all  tender  human  Follies 
Out  of  my  Bofom;  Vengeance  fhall  have  room: 
Revenge ! 

Tier.  And  Liberty! 

Jajf.  Revenge!  Revenge [Ixemt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Aquilina'i  Houfe,  the  Greek  Curtezan. 
Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Why  was  my  Choice  Ambition,  the  worft  ground 
A  Wretch  can  build  on?  it's  indeed  at  diftance. 
A  good  Profpe<£l,  tempting  to  the  View, 
The  Height  delights  us,  and  the  Mountain-Top 
Looks  beautiful,  becaufe  it's  nigh  to  Heav'nj 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  Sandy's  the  Foundation,  • 
What  Storm  will  batter,  and  what  Tempeft  fhake  us! 
Who's  there? 

'Enter  Spinofa. 

Sp'm.  Renault,  good  morrow!  for  by  this  time 
T  think  the  Scale  of  Night  has  turn'd  the  Balance, 
And  weighs  up  Morning:  Has  the  Clock  ftruck  Twelve? 

Ren.  Yes ;  Clocks  will  go  as  they  are  fet;  But  Man, 
Irregular  Man's  ne'er  conftant,  never  certain  : 
I've  fpent  at  leaft  three  precious  hours  of  darknefs 
In  waiting  dull  attendance ,  'tis  the  Curfe 
Of  diligent  Virtue  to  be  mixt,  hke  mine. 
With  giddy  Tempers,  Souls  but  half  refolv'd. 

Spn.  Hell  feize  that  Soul  amongft  us,  it  can  frighten. 

Ren.  What's  then  the  caufe  that  I  am  here  alone? 
Why  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Eliot. 
O  Sir,  welcome! 

You  are  an  Englijh-Mzn:  When  Treafon's  hatching 
One  might  have  thought  you'd  not  have  been  behind  hand. 
In  v/hat  Whore's  Lap  have  you  been  lolling  ?  Give 
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Give  but  an  EngUfh-man  his  Whore  and  Eafe, 
Beef  and  a  Sca-coal-fire,  he's  yours  for  ever. 

Z/i.  Frenchman,  you  are  fawcy. 

Ren.  Howl  _-^--^ 

Inter  Bedamar  the  Amhapidor,  Theodore,  Bramveil,  Du- 

rand,  Brabe,  Revillido,  Mezzana,  Ternon,  Retroli,  Con- 
fiirators. 

Bed.  At  Difference,  fie. 
Is  this  a  time  for  Quarrels?  Thieves  and  Rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl :  Should  Men  of  your  high  Calling, 
Men  feparated  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  grofs  heap  of  Mankind,  and  fee  here 
In  this  AfTembly  as  in  one  great  Jewxl, 
T' adorn  the  braveft  Purpofe  it  e'sr  fmil'd  onj 
Should  you  like  Boys  wrangle  for  Trifles? 

Ren.  Boys! 

Bed.  Renault,  thy  Hand  / 

Ren.  I  thought  I'd  given  my  Heart 
Long  fince  to  every  Man  that  mindes  here  j 
But  grieve  to  find  it  trufled  with  mch  Tempers, 
That  can't  forgive  my  frov/ard  Age  its  weaknefs. 

Bed.  Eliot,  thou  once  hadil  Virtue  ^  I  have  feen 
Thy  flubborn  Temper  bend  with  god-like  Goodnefs, 
Not  half  thus  courted:  'Tis  thy  Nation's  Glory, 
To  hug  the  Foe  that  offers  brave  Alliance. 
Once  more  embrace,  my  Friends well  all  embrace- 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  Engine 
Muft  twill  this  rooted  Empire  from  its  Bafis! 
Totters  not  it  already  ? 

Zli.  Would  'twere  tumbling. 

Bed.  Nay  it  fhall  down :  This  Night  we  feal  its  Ruin, 
Entgr  Pierre. 
Oh  Tierre  thou  art  v/elcome ! 
Come  to  my  Breaft,  for  by  its  hopes  thou  look'ft 
Lovelily  dreadful,  and  the  Fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  Sword  already.     Oh  my  Mtn^sl 
The  Poets  that  firft  feign'd  a  God  of  War 
Sure  prophefy'd  of  thee. 

?ier. Friends!  was  not  Brutus , 
(1  mean  that  Brutus,  who  in  open  Senate 

N  4  Stabb'd 
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Stabb'd  the  firft  C&far  that  .ufurp'd  the  World) 
A  Gallant  Man  ? 

Ken.  Yes,  and  Catiline  tooj 
Tho'  Story  wrong  his  Fame:  For  he  confpir'd 
To  prep  the  reeling  Glory  of  his  Country  : 
His  Caufe  was  good. 

Bed.  And  ours  as  much  above  it, 
As  Rer.ault  thou'rt  fuperior  to  Cethe^uSy 
Or  Fierre  to  Cajius. 

Tier.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at. 
When  do  we  flart?  or  muft  we  talk  for  ever? 

Bed.  No  Tierre,  the  Deed's  near  Birth:   Fate  fecms  to 
have  fct 
The  Euiiriefs  up,  and  given  it  to  our  Care  : 
2  hope  there's  not  a  Heart  nor  Hand  amongft  us 
Biit  is  firm  and  ready. 

^^.All! 
We'll  die  with  'Bedamar. 

Bed.  Oh  Men, 
Matchlefs,  as  will  your  Glor^  be  hereafter, 
Tlie  Game  is  for  a  matchlefs  Prize,  if  won  j 
If  loft,  difgracefal  Ruin. 

Ren.  What  can  lofe  it  ? 
The  Publick  Stock's  a  Beggar j  one  Vefietian 
Trufts  not  another :  Look  into  their  Stores 
Of  general  Safety  3  empty  Magazines, 
A  tatter'd  Fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  Army, 
Bankrupt  Nobility,  a  harafs'd  Commonalty, 
A  factious,  giddy,  and  divided  Senate, 
Js  all  the  ilrength  of  Venice:  Let's  deftroy  itj 
Let's  fill  their  Magazines  with  Arms  to  awe  them, 
Man  out  their  Fleet,  and  make  their  Trade  maintain  hi 
Let  loofe  the  murmuring  Army  on  their  Mafters, 
To  pay  themfelves  with  Plunder  j  Icp  their  Nobles 
To  the  bafe  Roots,  whence  moft  of  'em  firft  fprungj 
Enflave  the  Rout,  whom  fmarting  will  make  humble  j 
Turn  out  their  droning  Senate,  and  poflefs 
That  Seat  of  Empire  which  our  Souls  were  fram'd  for. 

Tier.  Ten  thoufand  Men  are  armed,  at  your  Nod, 
Commanded  all  by  Leaders  fit  to  guide 

A 
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A  Battel  for  the  Freedom  of  the  World ;  ^ 
This  wretched  State  has  ftarv'd  them  in  its  Service. 
And  by  your  Bounty  quickened,  they're  refolv'd 
To  ferve  your  Glory,  and  revenge  their  own : 
They've  all  their  different  Quarters  in  this  City, 
Watch  for  th' Alarm,  and  grumble  'tis  fo  tardy. 

Bed.  I  doubt  not,  Friend,  but  thy  unweary'd  diligence 
Has  flill  kept  waking,  and  it  ihall  have  eafcj 
After  this  Night  it  is  refolv'd  we  meet 
No  more,  'till  Vcaice  own  us  for  her  Lords. 

Tier.  How  lovely  the  Aclriatique  Whore, 
Drefs'd  in  her  Flames,  will  fhine!  devouring  Flames! 
Such  as  fhall  burn  her  to  the  watery  bottom. 
And  hifs  in  her  Foundation. 

Bed.  Now  if  any 
Amongft  us  that  owns  this  Glorious  Caufe, 
Have  Friends  or  Intered  he'd  wifh  to  fave, 
Let  it  be  told;  the  general  Doom  is  feal'dj 
But  I'd  forgo  the  hopes  of  a  World's  Em.pire, 
Rather  than  wound  the  Bowels  of  my  Friend. 

Tier.  I  muft  confeTs,  you  there  have  touch'd  my  weaknefs, 
I  have  a  Friend j  hear  it,  luch  a  Friend! 
My  Heart  was  ne'er  fhut  to  him.     Nay,  I'll  tell  you,    ^ 
He  knows  the  very  Bufmefs  of  this  Hourj 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  Caufe,  and  loves  it  : 
Wave  chang'd  a  Vov/  to  live  and  die  together, 
And  he's  at  hand  to  ratine  it  here. 

Ren.  How!  all  betrayed.? 

Tier.  No -I've  dealt  nobly  with  you^ 

I've  brought  my  All  into  the  Publick  Stock; 
I'ad  but  one  Friend,  and  him  I'll  (hare  amongfi  you ! 
Receive  and  cherifh  him !  or  if,  when  feen 
And  fearch'd,  you  find  him  worthlefs;  as  my  Tongue 
Has  lodg'd  this  Secret  m  his  faithful  Breaft, 
To  cafe  your  Fears  I  wear  a  Dagger  here, 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  reft. 
Come  forth  thou  only  Good  I  e'er  could  boaft  of. 
Enter  Jaifeir  with  a  Dagger. 

Bed,  His  Prefenoe  bears  the  Ihev/  of  manly  Virtue! 

N  ,-  pff. 
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Jajf.  I  know  you'll  wonder  all,  that  thus  uncall'd, 
I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  Councils  5 
But  I'm  amongft  you,  and  by  Heav'n  it  glads  me. 
To  fee  fo  many  Virtues  thus  united. 
To  reft  ore  Juftice  and  dethrone  OpprefTion. 
Command  this  Sword,  if  you  would  have  it  quietj 
Into  this  Breaftj  but  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  Throats  of  Reverend  Rogues  in  Robes, 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  affembled  Senate  j 
It  fhrinks  not,  tho'  I  meet  a  Father  there. 
Would  you  behold  this  City  flaming  ?  Here's 
A  Hand  fliall  bear  a  lighted  Torch  at  Noon 
To  th'  Arfenal,  and  fet  its  Gates  on  Fire. 

B.€n.  You  talk  this  well,  Sir. 

jaff.  Nay by  Heav'n  I'll  do  this. 

Come,  come,  I  read  diftruft  in  all  your  Faces, 

You  fear  me  a  Villain;  and  indeed  it's  odd 

To  hear  a  Stranger  talk  thus  at  firil  meeting. 

Of  Matters  that  have  been  fo  well  debated  5 

But  1  come  ripe  with  Wrongs,  as  you  with  Councils, 

I  hate  this  Senate,  am  a  Foe  to  Vmice : 

,A  Friend  to  none,  but  Men  refolv'd  like  me. 

To  pufh  on  Mifchief.  Oh  did  you  but  kaow  me, 

I  need  not  talk  thus! 

Bed.  Tierrel  I  muft  embrace  him, 
My  Heart  beats  to  this  Man  as  if  it  knew  him. 

Ren.  I  never  lov'd  thefe  Huggers. 
^  Jaff.  Still  I  fee 
•The  Caufe  delights  m£  not.    Your  Friends  farvey  mc. 

As  I  were  dangerous but  I  come  arm'd 

Againft  all  Doubts,  and  to  your  Truft  will  give 

A  Pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  World  can  pay  for. 

>1y  Bglvidem  I  Ho !  My  Behidera  i 

Bed.  What  wonder  next  ? 
Jaff.  Let  me  intreat  you, 
As  I  nave  henceforth  hopes  to  call  ye  Friends, . 
That  all  but  the  Amballadour,  this 
Grave  Guide  of  Councils,  with  my  Friend  that  owns  me. 
Withdraw  a  while,  to  fpare  a  Woman's  Blufhes. 

[£a;,  ftU  but  Bed.  Ren.  Jaff.  Pier. 
Bed. 
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Bed.  Pierre,  whither  will  this  Ceremony  lead  us? 
Jaf.  My  Behidera!  Belvidera! 
Inter  Belvidera. 
Belv.  Who? 
Who  calls  fo  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  Hour? 
That  Voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  Whifpcrs, 
And  fill  my  Ears  with  the  ibft  Breath  of  Love: 
Thou  hourly  Image  of  my  Thoughts,  where  at  thou? 
faff.  Indeed  'tis  late. 
Beh.  Ohj  I  have  flept  and  dreamt. 
And  dreamt  again:  Where  hail  thou  been  thpu  Loyterer? 
Tho'  my  Eyes  clos'd,  my  Arms  have  ftill  been  open  d  j 
Stretch'd  every  way  betv/Lxt  my  broken  Slumbers, 
To  fearch  if  thou  wert  come  to  crown  my  Reft  j 
There's  no  repofe  without  thee :  Oh  the  day 
Too  foon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  our  Sorrow; 
Come,  come  to  Bed,  and  bid  thy  Cares  Good-night. 

faff.  Oh  Belvidera!  we  muft  change  the  Scene 
In  which  the  paft  Delights  of  Life  were  tafted : 
The  Poor  fleep  little  3  we  mufi  learn  to  watch 
Our  Labours  late,  and  early  every  Morning.        _ 
'Mid ft  Winter  Frofts,  thin  clad  and  ied  with  fpanng, 
Riie  to  our  Toils,  and  drudge  away  the  Day. 

Beh.  Alas!  where  am  I!  whither  is't  you  lead  me! 
Methinks  I  read  Diftrac1:ion  in  your  Face! 
Something  lefs  gentle  thjin  the  Fate  you  tell  me: 
You  iliake  and  tremble  too!  your  Blood  runs  cold! 
Heav'ns  guard  my  Love,  and  blcfs  his  Heart  with  Patience, 

faff.  That  I  have  Patience,  let  our  Fate  bear  witnefs, 
Who  has  ordain'd  it  fo,  that  thou  and  I,  ^ 
(Thou  the  divineft  Good  Man  e'er  poffefs'd,' 
And  I,  the  wretched'ft  of  the  Race  of  Man)  ^ 

This  verv  Hour,  without  one  Tear,  muft  part. 

Belv.  Part!  muft  we  part?  Oh!  am  I  then  forfaken? 
Will  my  Love  caft  me  oS?  have  my  Misfortunes 
Offended  him  fo  highly,  that  hell  leave  me?  _ 
Why  drag  you  from  me?  whither  are  you  going? 
My  Dear  1  my  Life !  my  Love ! 
faff.  Oh  Friends! 
Belv.  Speak  to  me. 
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7^jf.  Take  her  from  my  Heart, 
She^ll  gain  fuch  hold  elfe,  I  (hall  ne'er  get  loofe 
I  cnarge  thee  take  her,  but  with  tender'ft  care, 
Reheve  her  Troubles  and  affwage  her  Sorrows, 
^e^.  Rife,  Madam!  and  Command  amongft  your  Servants! 
fajf.^  To  you  Sirs,  and  your  Honours,  I  bequeath  hef^. 

And  with  her  this}  when  I  prove  unworthy- 

^      T  ,        «  [Gives  a  Dagser. 

You  know  the  reft. Then  ftrike  it  to  her  Heartj 

And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  Years 
Lay  m  her  Arms,  and  each  kind  Night  repeated 
The  paffionate  Vows  of  flill  increafing  Love, 
Sent  that  Reward  for  all  her  Truth  and  Sufferings. 

Belv   Nay,  take  my  Life,  fince  he  has  fold  it  cheaply; 
Or  iend  me  to  fome  diflant  Clime  your  Slave; 
But  let  It  be  far  off,  left  my  Complainings 
Should  reach  his  guilty  Ears,  and  ihake  his  Peace. 
fW-  No,  Behidera,  IVe  contriv'd  thy  Honour: 
Truft  to  my  Faith,  and  be  but  Fortune  kind 
To  me,  as  Til  preferve  that  Faith  unbroken. 

When  next  we  meet,  Vll  lift  thee  to  a  height, 

^^11  gather  all  the  gazing  World  about  thee, 

To  wonder  what  ftrange  Virtue  plac'd  thee  there. 

Bdt  It  we  ne'er  meet  more 

Selv.  Oh  thou  unkind  onej 

Ne'er  meet  more!  have  I  deferv'd  this  from  you? 

Look  on  me,  tell  me,  tell  me  3  fpeak,  thou  dear  Deceiver, 

Why  am  I  feparated  from  thy  Love .? 

It  I  am  falfe,accufe  me^  but  if  true 

Don't,  prithee  don't  in  Poverty  forfake  me 

But  pity  the  fad  Heart,  that's  torn  with  parting. 

%^?'c^'-  yVf^^""' [E^.  Ren.  B^d.^;../ Belv. 

fa^jf.  Un  my  Eyes ! 

W^l'''' u  ^'^  '^%' ,  ^"^  ^"'"  >^°"^  ^^^^«  a  While 
Into  my  Heart,  and  be  wean'd  all  together. 
My  Friend,  where  art  thou? 

P/>r.  Here,  my  Honour's  Brother. 

faff,  is  Behulera  gone  ? 

Pier.  Renault  has  led  her 
Back  to  her  own  Apartment^  but,  by  Heav'n! 
JJiou  ffiuft  noc  fee  her  more  'till  o«r  Work's  oyer. 
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Pier.  Not  for  your  Life 

Jaf.  Oh  Pierre,  wert  thou  but  (he,  " 
Hov;  I  could  pull  thee  down  into  my  Heart, 
Gaze  on  thee  'till  my  Eye-ftrings  crackt  with  Love, 
'Till  all  my  Sinews  with  its  fire  extended, 
Fixt  me  upon  the  Rack  of  ardent  Longing  5 
Then  fwelling,  fighing,  raging  to  be  bleft. 
Come  like  a  panting  Turtle  to  thy  Breaft, 
On  thy  foft  Bofom,  hovering,  bill  and  play, 
Confeis  the  Caufe  why  laft  I  fled  away^ 
Own  'twas  a  Fault,  but  fvvear  to  give  it  o'er, 
And  never  follow  falfe  Ambition  more.  [^' 


ACT    III.    SCENE   I. 

Iruer  Aquilina  and  her  Maid. 

Aqui.  np  ELL  him  I  am  gone  to  Bed :  Tell  him  I  am 

-*-    not  at  Home  i  tell  him  I've  better  Company 

with  me,  or  any  thing ;  tell  him  in  fhort  1  will  not  fee 

him,  the  eternal  troublefome  vexatious  Fool:  He's  worie 

Company  than  an  ignorant  Phyfician Til  not  be  di- 

fturb'd  at  thefe  unfeafonable  Hours. 

Maid.  But  Madam !  He's  here  already,  juft  entei'd  the 
Doors. 

Aqui.  Turn  him  out  again,  you  unnecefTary,  ufelefs, 
giddy-brain'd  Afs !  if  he  will  not  be  gone,  fet  the  Houfc 
a-fire  and  burn  us  both :  I'd  rather  meet  a  Toad  in  my 
Difh,  than  that  old  hideous  Animal  in  my  Chamber  to 
Night. 

Infer  Antonio. 

Anto.  Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky^ how  doft  do  Nacky? 

Hurry  duri7.  I  am  come  little  Nacky,  paft  eleven  a  Clock, 
a  late  Hourj  time  in  all  Confcience  to  go  to  Bed, Nachy — 
Nacky  did  I  iky}  Ay,  Nacky,  Aquilina,  Una,  Una,  quilina, 
quilina,  ajiilina,  Ac^ttdina,  Nac[Hilina,  NaquiUna,  Acky,  Acky, 

Nacky,  Nofky,  Queen,  N^cky^—---con\Q  let's  to  Bed-^ 

you 
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you  Fubbs,  you  Pugg  you you  little  Pufs—— Purree 

Tuzzy 1  am  a  Senator, 

Aqui,  You  are  a  Fool,  I  am  fure. 

Ant.  May  be  fo  too,  Sweet-heart.  Never  the  worfe 
Senator  for  all  that.  Come  Nacky^  Nacky^  let's  have  a 
Game  at  Rump,  Nacky. 

Aqui.  You  v^^ould  do  well,  Signior,  to  be  troublefome 
here  no  longer,  but  leave  me  to  my  fclf  5  be  fober  and  go 
home.  Sir. 

Ant.  Home,  Modem! 

Aqui.  Ay,  home.  Sir,    Who  am  I  ? 

•  Ant.  Madona,  as  I  take  it  you  are  my— —you  are 

thou  art  my  little  Nicky  Nacky that's  all! 

Aqui.  I  find  you  are  refolv'd  to  be  troublefome  j  and 
fo  to  make  Ihort  of  the  matter  in  few  words,  I  hate  you, 
dcteft  you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you,  lick  of  you- — 
hang  you,  you  are  an  Old,  Silly,  Impertinent,  Impotent, 
Sollicitous  Coxcomb  i  Crazy  in  your  Head,  and  Lazy  in 
your  Body,  love  to  be  medling  with  every  thing,  and  if 
you  had  not  Mony,  you  are  good  for  nothing. 

Ant.  Good  for  nothing !  Hurry  durry.  Til  try  that  pre- 
fently.  Sixty  one  years  Old,  and  good  for  nothing  5  that's 
brave.  [TotheM^d.]  Come,  come,  comc,Mrs.  Fiddle-faddle, 
turn  you  out  for  a  Seafon;  go,  turn  out  I  fay,  it  is  our 

will  and  pleaiure  to  be  private  fome  Moments- out, 

out  when  you  are  bid  too — [Tuts  her  oHt,  and  locks  the  Doer, 
Good  for  nothing,  you  fay  ? 

Aqui.  "Why,  what  are  you  good  for  ? 

Ant.  In  the  firll:  place.  Madam,  I  am  Old,  and  confc- 
quently  very  wife,  very  wife,  MaJona,  d'ye  mark  that  ? 
in  the  fecond  place  take  notice,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  am 
a  Senator,  and  when  I  think  fit  can  make  Speeches,  Ma- 
dona.    Hurry  durry,  I  can  make  a  Speech  in  the  Senate- 

houfe  now  and  then would  make  your  Hair  {land  an 

end,  Madona. 

Aqui.  What  care  I  for  your  Speeches  in  the  Senate- 
houfe?  if  you  would  be  filent  here,  I  fhould  thank  you. 

Ant.  Why,  I  can  make  Speeches  to  thee  too,  my  love- 
ly Madona-^  for  Example My  cruel  Fair  one, 

[Takes  cut  a  Fwfe  efGoUlj  and  at  everf'^aufe  pakes  it. 

Since 


w^Plot  Discover'd.     303 

Since  it  is  my  Fate,  that  you  fliould  with  your  Servant 

angry  prove  i  tho'  late  at  Night 1  hope  'tis  not  too 

late  with  this  to  gain  reception  for  my  Love There's 

for  thee,  my  little  Nicky  Nacky take  it,  here  take  it — 

I  fay  take  it,  or  Til  throw  it  at  your  Head how  now 

Rebel! 

Aqm.  Truly,  my  Illuflrious  Senator,  I  muft  confHs 
your  Honour  is  at  prefent  moll:  profoundly  Eloquent  in- 
deed. 

An(.  Very  well :   Come,  now  let's  fit  down  and  think 

upon't  a  little come,  fit  I  iay — fit  down  by  me  a  little, 

my  Nicky  Nacky ^  ha ^Sits  down]  Hurry  durry — good 

for  nothing 

Aqui.  No  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  I  can  know  my  diftance, 
and  Hand. 

uint.  Stand:  How,  Nacky  up  and  I  down!  Nay  then 
let  me  exclaim  with  the  Poet, 

Shew  me  a  Cafe  more  ptifnl  who  can, 
Ajimding  Woman,  and  a  falling  Man. 
Hurry  durry — not  fit  down — -fie  this  ye  Gods. 
You  won't  fit  down  ? 
Ac^ui.  No,  Sir. 

Ant.  Then  look  you  now,  fuppofe  me  a  Bull,  a  Bafan^ 
Bull,  the  Bull  of  Bulls,  or  any  Bull.     Thus  up  I  get  and 

with  my  Brows  thus  bent 1  broo,  I  iay  I  broo,  Ibroo, 

I  broo.    You  won't  fit  do\\Ti  will  you—  I  broo 

[Bello-ws  like  a  Bull,  and  drives  her  about. 
Acfui.  Well,  Sir,  I  muft  endure  this.     [She  (its  donm.'] 
Now  your  Honour  has  been  a  Bull,  pray  what  Bead  wilt 
your  Worfhip  pleafe  to  be  next? 

Ant.  Now  I'll  be  a  Senator  again,  and  thy  Lover,  lit. 
x\q  Nicky  Nacky!  [He  fits  by  her.']  Ah  toad,  toad,  toad, 
toad!  {pit  in  my  Face  a  little  Nacky — fpit  in  my  Face 
prithee,  fpit  in  my  Face,  never  fo  httle :  fpit  but  a  little 
bit—- fpit,  fpit,  fpit,  fpit  when  you  are  bid  I  fay^  do, 
prithee  fpit- — now,  now,  now  fpit:  what  you  won't 
fpit  will  you?  Then  I'll  be  a  Dog. 
Aqtii.  A  Dog,  my  Lord! 

Mt, 
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.Ant.  Ay  a  Dog and  Til  give  thee  this  t'  other  Purfe 

to  let  me  be  a  Dog— -and  ufe  me  like  a  Dog  a  little. 
Hurry  durry 1  will- — here  'tis —  [Gives  the  Turfe. 

Aqui.  Well,  with  all  my  Heart.  But  let  me  befccch 
your  Dogfhip  to  play  your  Tricks  over  as  faft  as  you  can, 
that  yt)u  may  come  to  ftinking  the  fooner,  and  be  turn'd 
out  of  doors  as  you  deferve. 

Ant.  Ay,  ay-— -no  matter  for  that 

that  fhan't  move  me- —  [He  gets  under  the  Table.']   Now, 
bough  waugh  waugh,  bough  waugh [Barks  like  a  Bsg. 

Aqui.  Hold,  hold,  hold  Sir,  I  befeech  you:  what  is't 
you  do  ?  If  Curs  bite,  they  muft  be  kickt,  Sir.  Do  you 
fee,  kickt  thus. 

Ant.  Ay  with  all  my  Heart:  do,  kick,  kick  on,  now 
I  am  under  the  Table,  kick  again- — kick  harder- — harder 

yet,   bough  waugh  waugh,    waugh,    bough odd,  I'll 

have  a  fnap  at  thy  fhins bough  waugh  waugh,  waugh 

bough 'odd  fhe  kicks  bravely.- 

Aqui.  Nay,  then  Til  go  another  way  to  work  with  you: 
anfd  I  think  here's  an  Inftrument  fit  for  the  purpofe! 

[Tetches  a  Whip  and  a  Bell. 
What,  bite  your  Mifrrefs,  Sirrah!  o'Jt,  out  of  doors  you 

Dog,  to  Kennel  and  be  hang'd bite  your  Miftrefs  by 

the  Legs,  you  Rogue [She  whips  him . 

Ant.  Nay,  prithee  Nacky,  row  thou  art  too  loving: 
Hurry  durry,  'odd  I'll  be  a  Dog  no  longer. 

Aqui.  Nay,  none  of  your  fawning  and  grinning:  But 
be  gone,  or  here's  the  Difcipline :  What,  bite  your  Mi- 

firefs  by  the  Legs,  you  Mungril  ?  out  of  Doors hout 

hout,  to  kennel  Sirrah !  go. 

Ant.  This  is  very  barbarous  ufage,  Nacky,  very  barba- 
rous: look  you,  I  will  not  go 1  will  not  Hit  from  ^h-e 

door,  that  I  refblve hurry  durry,  what  fhut  me  out  ? 

[she  -whips  him  out, 
Aqui.  Ay,  and  if  you  come  here  any  more  to  night 
I'll  have  my  Footmen  lug  you,  you  Cur :  What,  bite  your 
poor  Miflreis  Nacky ^  Sirrah ! 

^nter 
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Enter  Maid. 
Maid.  Heav'ns  Madam !  What's  the  matter  ? 

[_He  howles  at  the  Boor  like  a  D&g. 
Acjui.  Call  my  Footmen  hither  prefcntly. 

Enter  two  Footme7i. 
Maid.  They're  here  already  Madam  5  the  Houfe  is  all 
alarm'd  with  a  ftrange  noiiCj  that  no  body  knows  what 
to  make  of. 
Acjui.  Go  all  of  you  and  turn  that  troublefome  Beaft  ia 

the  next  Room  out  of  my  Houfe If  I  ever  fee  hi-m 

within  thefe  Walls  again,   without  my  leave  for  his  ad- 
mittance, you  fncaking  Rogues Fli  have  you  poyfon'd 

all,   poyfon'd    like   Rats:    every   corner   of   the   Houfe 
fhall  ftink  of  one  of  you:   Go,   and  learn  hereafter  to 
know  my  pleafure.     So  now  for  my  Pierre: 
Thus  -when  the  Godlike  Lover  is  difpleas'd, 
We  Sacrifice  our  lool,  and  he's  appeas'd.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Inter  Belvidera. 

Beh.  Vm  Sacrificed!  I'm  Sold!  Betray'd  to  Shame! 
Inevitable  Rain  has  inclos'd  me ! 
No  fooner  was  I  to  my  Bed  repaired, 
To  weigh  and  (weeping)  ponder  my  condition, 
But  the  old  hoary  Wretch,  to  whofe  falfe  Care 
My  Peace  and  Honour  was  cntrufted,  came 
(Like  Tarquin)  ghaftly  with  infernal  Luft. 
Oh  thou  Roman  Lucrece!  thou  couJd'ft  find  Friends  to  vin- 
dicate thy  Wrong  j 
I  never  had  but  one,  and  he's  proved  falfe ; 
He  that  fhould  guard  my  Virtue,  has  betray 'd  ki 
Left  me !  undone  me !  Oh  that  I  could  hate  him ! 
Where  fhall  I  go !  Oh  whither,  whither  wander  ? 
Inter  Jaffeir. 

faf.  Can  Belvidera  want  a  Refting-place, 
When  thefe  poor  Arms  are  open  to  receive  her  ? 
Oh  'tis  in  vain  to  ftruggle  with  Defires 
Strong  as  my  Love  to  thee;  for  every  moment 
I'm  from  thy  fight,  the  Heart  within  my  Bolbm 

Moans 
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Moans  like  a  tender  Infant  in  its  Cradle, 

Whofe  Nurfe  had  left  it  -.  Come,  and  with  the  Songs 

Of  gentle  Love  perfwade  it  to  its  peace. 

Beh.  I  fear  the  flubborn  Wanderer  will  not  own  mej 
'Tis  grown  a  Rebel  to  be  rul'd  no  longer. 
Scorns  the  Indulgent  Bofom  that  firfl:  luU'd  it  5 
And,  like  a  Difobedient  Child,  difdains 
The  foft  Authority  of  Behidera. 

Jajf.  There  was  a  time 

Belv.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  a  time 
When  Belvidera's  Tears,  her  Cries,  and  Sorrows* 
Were  not  delpis'd  j  when  if  fhe  clianc'd  to  il^h, 

Or  look  but  fad  j there  was  in:teed  a  xathc 

When  Jaffeir  would  have  ta'en  hti  in  hU  Arm?, 

Eas'd  her  declining  Head  uocn  his  Breaii,- 

And  never  left  her  till  he  -ouiid  the  Cs-ufe. 

But  let  her  now  weep  Seas, 

Cry  till  flie  rend  the  Earth ;  figh  nil  flie  burfl- 

Her  Heart  afunder ;  ftill  he  bear.^  it  all. 

Deaf  as  the  Wind,  and  as  the  Rocks  unfhaken. 

Jaff,  Have  I  been  deaf?  am  I  that  Rock  unmov*d  , 
Againll  whofe  Root,  Tears  beat,  and  Sighs  are  Tent! 
In  vain  have  I  beheld  thy  Sorrows  calmly! 
Witnefs  againft  me  Heav'ns,  have  I  done  this  ? 
Then  bear  me  in  a  Whirlwind  back  again. 
And  let  that  angry  Dear  one  ne'er  forgive  me ! 
Oh  thou  too  raihly  cenfurell  of  my  Love ! 
Could 'ft  thou  but  tliink  how  I  have  fpent  this  Night, 
Dark  and  alone,  no  Pillow  to  my  Head, 
Reft  in  my  Eyes,  nor  Quiet  in  my  Heart, 
Thou  would'ft  not,  Belvidera,  fure  thou  would'ft  not 
Talk  to  me  thus,  but  like  a  pitying  Angel 
Spreading  thy  Wings,  come  fettle  on  my  Breaft, 
And  hatch  warm  Comfort  there,  e'er  Sorrows  freeze  it. 

Beh,  Why  then  poor  MourAer,  m  what  baleful  corner 
Haft  thou  been  talking  with  that  Witch  the  Night? 
Oh  what  cold  Stone  haft  thou  been  ftretch'd  along. 
Gathering  the  grumbling  Winds  about  thy  Head, 
To  mix  with  theirs  the  Accents  of  thy  Woes'. 
Oh  now  I  find  the  Caufe  my  Love  forfakes  mc! 
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I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  (hare 

in  his  Concernments ;  My  weak  Female  Virtue 

Mufl  not  be  trufted ;  'Tis  too  frail  and  tender. 

Ja^.  Oh  VoYc'ml  Porcia!  What  a  Soul  was  thine? 

Belv.  That  Fprcia  was  a  Woman ;  and  when  Brutus, 
Big  with  the  Fate  of  Rome,  (Heav'n  guard  thy  Safety!) 
Conceal'd  from  her  the  Labours  of  his  Mind, 
She  let  him  fee  her  Blood  was  great  as  his, 
Flow'd  from  a  Spring  as  Noble,  and  a  Heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  Troubles,  as  his  Love : 
Fetch,  fetch  that  Dagger  back,  the  dreadful  Dower 
Thou  gav'R  lafl:  night  in  parting  with  me  j  ftrike  it 
Here  to  my  Heart,  and  as  the  Blood  flows  from  it. 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  d^io's  Daughter's. 

Jajf.  Thou  art  too  good,  and  I  indeed  unworthy, 
Unworthy  fo  much  Virtue :  Teach  me  how 
I  may  delerve  fuch  matchlefs  Love  as  thine. 
And  fee  with  what  attention  I'll  obey  thee. 

Belv.  Do  not  defpife  me:  That's  the  All  I  ask^ 

Jaff.  Defpife  thee!  Hear  me 

Beh.  Oh  thy  charming  Tongue 
Is  but  too  well  acquainted  with  my  weaknefs  j 
Knows,  let  it  name  but  Love,  my  melting  Heart 
Dillblves  within  my  Breafl :  till  with  clos'd  Eyes 
I  reel  into  thy  Arms,  and  all's  forgotten, 

>/,What{hallIdo? 

Beh.  Tell  me!  be  juft,  and  tell  me 
Why  dwells  that  bufie  Cloud  upon  thy  Face  ? 
Why  am  I  made  a  Stranger  ?  why  that  Sigh, 
And  I  not  know  the  Caufe  ?  Why  when  the  World 
Is  v^Tapt  in  Reft,  why  chufes  then  my  Love 
To  wander  up  and  down  in  horrid  darknefs. 
Loathing  his  Bed,  and  thefe  defiring  Arms? 
Why  are  thefe  Eyes  Bloodfhot  with  tedious  watching? 
Why  ftarts  he  now  ?  and  looks  as  if  he  wifht 
His  Fate  were  finifht  ?  Tell  me,  eafe  my  Fearj 
Left  when  we  next  time  meet,  I  want  the  power 
To  fearch  into  the  ficknefs  of  thy  Mind, 
But  talk  as  wildly  then  as  thou  iook'ft  now. 

Jaff,  Oh  Behidera! 

Bth. 
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Beh.  Why  was  I  laft  Night  deliver 'd  to  a  Villain? 

yaf.U^h,  a  Villain! 

Belv.  Yes!  to  a  Villain!  Why  at  fuch  an  Hour 
Meets  that  AiTembly  all  made  up  of  Wretches, 
That  look  as  Hell  had  drawn  'em  into  League? 
Why,  I  in  this  Hand,  and  in  that  a  Dagger, 
Was  I  deliver'd  with  fuch  dreadful  Ceremonies  ? 
"  To  you,  Sirs,  and  to  your  Honour  I  kq^ueaih  her, 
«  Andvith  her  this:  Wheneer  I  prove  unworthy^ 
*'  You  knoTV  the  refi,  then  fir  ike  it  to  her  Heart  f 
Oh  why's  that  reji  conceal'd  from  me  ?  mufl:  I 
Be  made  the  Hoftage  of  a  hellifli  Truft? 
For  fuch  I  know  I  am 5  that's  all  my  Value! 
But  by  the  Love  and  Loyalty  I  owe  thee, 
111  free  thee  from  the  Bondage  of  thefc  Slaves  j 
Strait  to  the  Senate,  tell  'em  all  I  know, 
All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  Fears  inform  me ! 

faff.  Is  this  the  Roman  Virtue!  this  the  Blood 
That  boafts  its  purity  with  Cato's  Daughter! 
Would  (he  have  e'er  betrayed  her  Brutus? 

Beh.  No: 
For  Brutus  trufted  her :  Wert  thou  fo  kind. 
What  would  not  Belvidera  fuffer  for  thee? 

Jaff,  1  fhall  undo  my  felf,  and  tell  thee  all. 

Beh.  Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am  a  Woman, 
But  as  a  Bone,  thy  Wife,  tV  Friend  j  who  long 
Has  had  admiiTion  to  thv  Heart,  and  there 
Study'd  the  Virtues  of  thy  gallant  Nature  ^ 
Thy  Conftancy,  thy  Courage,  and  thy  Truth, 
Have  been  my  daily  LeiTon :  I  have  learn'd  'em. 
And  bold  as  thou,  can  fuffer  or  defpife 
The  worft  of  Fates  for  thee  j  and  with  thee  fhare  'em, 

Jaf,  Oh  you  divincft  Powers!  look  down  and  hear 
My  Prayers !  inftrud:  me  to  reward  this  Virtue ! 
Yet  think  a  little,  e'er  thou  tempt  me  further i 
Think  I've  a  Tale  to  tell  will  Ihake  thy  Nature, 
Melt  all  this  boafted  Conftancy  tho.u  talk'ft  of 
Into  vile  Tears  and  defpicable  Sorrows; 
Then  if  thou  ihould'fl  betray  me! 

Beh.  Shall  I  fwear? 
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Jfi.f.  No,  do  not  fwear;  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  Nature  with  fb  rude  a  Bond: 
But  as  thou  hop'll:  to  fee  me  live  my  Days, 
And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  Breafl:  j 
I've  bound  my  felf  by  all  the  ftrideil  Sacraments, 

Divine  and  Human -■ 

Belv.  Speak! 

Jaf.  To  kill  thy  Father 

Eelv.  My  Father! 

J^af.  Nay  the  Throats  of  the  whole  Senate 
Shall  bleed,  my  Bdvidera:  He  amongft  us 
That  fpares  his  Father,  Brother,  or  his  Friend, 
is  damn'd.     How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  Face 
Of  Ruin  look,  when  thefe  wide  Streets  run  Blood  j 
I,  and  the  glorious  Partners  of  my  Fortune 
Shouting,  and  ftriding  o'er  the  profirateDead, 
Still  to  new  wafte^  whilft  thou,  far  off  in  lafety 
Smiling,  fl:ialt  fee  the  Wonders  of  our  daring  j 
And  when  Night  comes,  with  Praife  and  Love  receive  me. 
Belv.  Oh! 
Jajf.  Have  a  care,  and  fhrink  not  even  in  thought! 

For  it  thou  do'ft 

Belv.  I  knov/  it,  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do,  firike  thy  Sword  into  this  Bofom :  Lay  me 
Dead  on  the  Earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  fafe. 
Murder  my  Father!  tho' his  cruel  Nature 
Has  perfecuted  me  to  my  Undoing; 
Driven  me  to  bafeft  Wants;  can  1  behold  him. 
With  fmiles  of  Vengeance,  butcher 'd  in  his  Age  ? 
The  facred  Fountain  of  my  Life  deflroy'd? 
And  canfl  thou  fhcd  the  Blood  that  gave  me  Being  ? 
Nay,  be  a  Traitor  too,  and  fell  thy  Country ; 
Can  thy  great  Heart  defcend  fo  vilely  low. 
Mix  with  hir'd  Slaves,  Bravoes,  and  common  Stabbers, 
Nofe- flitters,  Ally-lurking  Villains!  join 
With  fuch  a  Crew,  and  take  a  Ruffian's  Wages, 
To  cut  the  Throats  of  Wretches  as  they  fleep? 

faff.  Thou  wrong'ft  me,  Belvideral  I've  engag'd 
With  Men  of  Souls :  Fit  to  reform  the  Ills 
Of  all  Mankind :  There's  not  a  Heart  amongft  them, 

But'« 
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But's  flout  as  Death,  yet  honeft  as  the  Nature 

Of  Man  firfl:  made,  e'er  Fraud  and  Vice  were  Fafhions. 

Beh.  What's  he,  to  whofe  curft  Hands  laft  Night  thou 
Was  that  well  done?  Oh!  I  could  tell  a  Story  (gav'ftme? 
"Would  rouze  thy  Lion-Heart  out  of  its  Den, 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  Fury. 

faff.  Speak  on,  I  charge  thee  I 

Beh.  Oh  my  Love !  if  e'er 
Thy  Behidera's  Peace  deferv'd  thy  Care, 
Remove  me  from  this  place:  Laft  Night,  lafl  Night! 

faff.  Diftraa;  me  not,  but  give  me  all  the  Truth. 

Beh.  No  fooner  wert  thou  gone,  and  I  alone. 
Left  in  the  Power  of  that  old  Son  of  Mifchief  j 
No  fooner  was  I  lain  on  my  fad  Bed, 
But  that  vile  Wretch  approach'd  mej  loofe,  unbutton'd, 
Ready  for  Violation:  Then  my  Heart 
Throbb'd  with  its  fears :  Oh  how  I  wept  and  figh'd. 
And  fhrunk  and  trembled ;  wifh'd  in  vain  for  him 
That  fhould  proteft  me.    Thou,  alas!  wert  gone. 

faff.  Patience !  fweet  Heav'n,  'till  I  make  vengeance  fure. 

Beh.  He  drew  the  hideous  Dagger  forth  thou  gav'ft  him, 
And  with  upbraiding  Smiles  he  faid.  Behold  ;>, 
This  is  the  Vledge  of  afalfe  Husband's  Leve: 
And  in  my  Arms  then  preft,  and  v/ould  have  clafp'd  mc , 
But  with  my  Cries  I  fcar'd  his  coward  Heart, 
'Till  he  withdrew,  and  mutter 'd  Vows  to  Hell. 
Thefe  are  thy  Friends !  with  thefe  thy  Life,  thy  Honour, 
Thy  Love  all  ftak'd,  and  all  will  go  to  ruin. 

faff.  No  more :  I  charge  thee  keep  this  Secret  clofe  j 
Clear  up  thy  Sorrows,  look  as  if  thy  Wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  Friend, 
As  no  complaint  were  made.     No  morej  retire. 
Retire  my  Life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  Honour; 
I'll  heal  its  failings,  and  deferve  thy  Love. 

Beh.  Oh  fiiould  I  part  with  thee,  I  fear  thou  wilt 
In  Anger  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

faff.  Return  no  more !  I  would  not  live  without  thee 
Another  Night  to  purchafe  the  Creation. 

^^/i/.  When  ihali  we  meet  a^n? 

74- 
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Jajf.  Anon  at  Twelve ! 
I'll  fteal  my  felf  to  thy  expcfting  Arms, 
Come  like  a  travell'd  Dove,  and  bring  thee  Peace. 

Belv,  Indeed ! 

yaff.  By  all  our  Loves ! 

Belv.  'Tis  hard  to  part : 
But  fure  no  Falfhood  ever  look'd  Co  fairly. 
Farewel,  remember  Twelve.  [£Ar/>. 

Jaff.  Let  Heav'n  forget  me 
When  I  remember  not  thy  Truth,  thy  Love. 
How  curft  is  my  Condition,  tofs'd  and  juftled 
From  every  Corner  j  Fortune's  common  Fool, 
The  Jeft  of  Rogues,  and  inftrumental  Afs 
For  Villains  to  lay  Loads  of  fhame  upon. 
And  drive  about  juft  for  their  Eafe  and  Scorn, 
Enter  Pierre. 

Tier.  Jaffeir! 

Jajf.  Who  calls! 

Tier.  A  Friend,  that  could  have  wifh'd 
T'have  found  thee  otherwife  imploy'd:  What,  hunt 
A  Wife  on  the  dull  Soil !  fure  a  ftanch  Husband 
Of  all  Hounds  is  the  dulleft?  Wilt  thou  never. 
Never  be  wean'd  from  Caudles  and  Confedlions  ? 
What  feminine  Tale  haft  thou  been  liftning  to. 
Of  unair'd  Shirts  3  Catarhs  and  Tooth-ach,  got 
By  thin-fold  Shooes  ?  Damnation !  that  a  Fellow 
Chofen  to  be  a  Sharer  in  the  Deftrudtion 
Of  a  whole  People,  Hiould  fneak  thus  in  Corners 
To  eafe  his  fulfom  Lufts,  and  fool  his  Mind. 

faff.  May  not  a  Man  then  trifie  out  an  Hour 
With  a  kind  Woman,  and  not  wrong  his  Calling? 
Fier.  Not  in  a  Caufe  like  ours. 
faff.  Then  Friend,  our  Caufe 
Is  in  a  damn'd  Condition :  For  I'll  tell  thee. 
That  Canker-worm  call'd  Letchery  has  touched  itj 
'Tis  tainted  vilely :  Would'ft  thou  think  it,  Renatdt, 
(Thzt  mortify 'd  old  wither'd  Winter  Rogue) 
Loves  fimpie  Fornication  like  a  Prieft, 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  Wife: 
He  vifited  her  laft  Night  like  a  kind  Guardian; 

Faith 
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Faith  Oie  has  fome  Temptations,  that's  the  Truth  on't. 

Tier.  He  durft  not  wrong  his  Trult! 

Jdif.  'Twas  fomething  late  tho 
To  take  the  Freedom  of  a  Lady's  Chamber. 

Tier.  Was  Ihe  in  Bed  ? 

Jdff.  Yes,  Faith,  in  Virgin  iheets 
White  as  her  Bofom,  Vterre,  difli'd  neatly  up, 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  Appetite  to  talte. 
Oh  how  the  old  Fox  ftunk  I  warrant  thee, 
When  the  rank  fit  was  on  him. 

P/er.  Patience  guide  me  1 
He  us'd  no  Violence?  .  ,        , 

jaf.  No,  no!  out  on't,  Violence!            - 
Play'd  with  her  Neckj  Brufh'd  her  with  his  Grey  Beard 
Struggl'd  and  towz'd,  tickl'd  her  'till  {he  fqueakd  a  httle, 
May  be,  or  fo  —  but  not  a  jot  of  Violence 

Tier.  Damn  him, 

Jaff.  Ay,  fo  fay  I  •■  But  hufh,  no  more  on  t  i 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  I  believe 
My  felf  no  Monfter  yet:  Tho'  no  Man  knows 
What  Fate  he's  born  to :  Sure  'tis  near  the  Hour 
We  all  (hould  meet  for  our  concluding  Orders: 
Will  the  Ambal&dor  be  here  in  Perfon  ?  _ 

Tier.  No:  he  has  fentCommiffion  to  that  Villain,  R^«^«/^ 
To  give  the  executing  Charge  3 
I'd  have  thee  be  a  Man  if  polTible, 
And  keep  thy  Temper ;  for  a  brave  Revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

Jaff.  Fear  not,  I  am  cool  as  Patience : 
Had  he  compleated  my  DiHionour,  rather 
Than  hazard  the  Succefs  our  Hopes  are  ripe  for, 
I'd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  Virtue.  ^   ,     „  ,, 

Tier.  He's  yonder  coming  this  way  through  the  HaU  j 
His  Thoughts  feem  full. 

Jag.  Prithee  retire  and  leave  me 
With  him  alone  :  I'll  put  him  to  fome  trial, 
See  how  his  rotten  Part  will  bear  the  Touching.  ^ 

Tier.  Be  careful  then.  l^^th 

Jaff  Nay,  never  doubt,  but  trufl:  me. 
What,  be  a  Devil!  take  a  damning  Oath 

For 
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For  fhedding  native  Blood !  can  there  be  a  Sin 
In  merciful  Repentance?  Oh  this  Villain. 
Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Perverfe!  and  Peevifh!  what  a  Slave  is  Man! 
To  let  his  itching  Flefh  thus  get  the  better  of  him ! 
Difpatch  the  Tool  her  Husband — '—that  were  well. 
Who's  there  ? 

faff.  A  Man. 

Ren.  My  Friend,  my  near  Ally!  (well. 

The  Hoftage  of  your  Faith,  my  beauteous  Ch^gc,  is  very 

faff.  Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that? 
Stands  fhe  in  perfed:  Health?  Beats  her  Pulfe  even  ? 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  ? 

Pen.  What  means  that  Quellion? 

faff.  Oh  Women  have  fantaftick  Conftltutions, 
Inconllant  as  their  Wifhes,  alv/ays  v/avering, 
And  never  fixti  was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  firft  Sight  to  truft  the  Thing  I  lov'd 
(A  tempting  Treafure  too !)  with  Youth  lb  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  ?  but  thou  art  honeft. 

Ren.  Who  dares  accufe  me? 

Jaf.  Curft  be  he  that  doubts 
Thy  Virtue  i  I  have  try'd  it,  and  declare. 
Were  I  to  chufe  a  Guardian  of  my  Honour, 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping :  For  I  know  thee. 

Ren.  Know  me ! 

Jaff.  Ay,  know  thee:  There's  no  falftiood  in  thee. 
Thou  look'ft  juil  as  thou  art:  Let  us  embrace. 
Now  would'll:  thou  cut  my  Throat,  or  I  cut  thine? 

Ren.  You  dare  not  do't, 

Jaf  You  lie,  Sir. 

Ren.  How! 

faff".  No  more. 
'Tis  a  bafe  World,  and  muft  reform,  that's  all. 
Enter  Spinoff,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revillido,  Durand,  Brarn* 
veil,  and  the  refi  of  the  Confpiraton. 

Ren.  Spincfa,  Theodore.' 

Spin.  The  fame. 

Rf«.  You  are  welcome! 

Spin.  You  are  trembling.  Sir. 

V--I'-  o  ^„, 
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Ren.  'Tis  a  cold  Night  indeed,  I  am  aged. 
Full  of  decay  and  natural  Infirmities;         [Pierre  re-enters. 
■We  fhall  be  warm,  my  Friend,  I  hope  to-morrow. 

Pier.  'Twas  not  well  done  3  thou  iTiould'ft  have  ftroak'd 
And  not  have  gall'd  him.  (him, 

Jaf.  Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on't. 
Hcav'nl  where  am  I?  befet  with  curfed  Fiends, 
That  wait  to  Damn  me:  What  a  Devil's  Man, 
"When  he  forgets  his  Nature hulh  my  Heart. 

Hen.  My  Friends^  'tis  late :  Arc  we  alTembled  all  ? 
Where*s  fheodorel 

The.  At  Hand. 

Rew.  Sfimfa. 

Spin.  Here. 

Ren..  Bramveil. 

JBram.  I  am  ready. 

Jien.  Durand  znd  Brave, 

jyur.  Command  usj 
We  are  both  prepar'd! 

Ren.  Mezzana,  Rev  ell i  do, 
Vernon,  Retrofit  oh  you're  Men  I  find, 
Fit  to  behold  your  Fate,  and  meet  her  Summons  5 
To  Morrow'5  Rifing  Sun  muft  fee  you  all 
jpeck'd  in  your  Honours!  are  the  Soldiers  ready? 
'  AU.  All,  all. 

Ren.  You  Durand,  with  your  Thoufand  muft  poflefs 
St. Marks;  You,  Captain,  know  your  Charge  already  j 
Tis  to  fecure  the  Ducal  Palace :  You 
JBra6e  with  a  hundred  more  muft  gain  the  Secque. 
With  the  like  number  Bramveil  to  the  Procttrale. 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  leaft  Tumult  poffible, 
Till  in  each  place  you  Poft  fufficient  Guards: 
Then  (heath  your  Swords  in  every  Breaft  you  meet^i 

faf.  Oh  reverend  Cruelty:  Damn'd  bloody  Villain! 

Rm.  During  this  Execution,  Bur  and,  you 
Muft  in  the  midft  keep  your  Battalia  fafti 
And  The&dore  be  fare  to  plant  the  Camion 
That  may  command  the  Streets  j  whilft  R9veliid9, 
MezAm^,  Temm  and  Retrofi,  Guard  you. 
Th4«  doae,  we'll  give  the  geocral  Alarm, 

Appljr 
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Apply  Petards,  and  force  the  Ars'nal  Gates i 
Then  Fire  the  City  round  in  fe^'cral  Places, 
Or  with  our  Cannon  (if  it  dare  refift) 
Batter  to  Ruin.    But  above  all,  I  charge  you 
Shed  Blood  enough,  fpare  neither  Sex  nor  Age, 
Name  nor  Condition  5  if  there  live  a  Senator 
After  to-morrow,  tho'  the  dulkfl:  Rogue 
That  e'er  faid  nothing,  we  have  lofi  our  Ends; 
If  poffible,  let's  kill  the  very  Name 
Of  Senator,  and  bury  it  in  Blood. 

Jajf.  Mercilefs,  horrid  Slave! Ay,  Blood  enough! 

Shed  Blood  enough,  old  Rmmh:  How  thou  charm'ft  me ! 

Ken.  But  one  thing  more,  and  then  farewel  till  Fate 
Join  us  again,  or  feparate  us  ever; 
Firft,  let's  embrace.  Heav'n  knows  who  next  fnall  thus 
Wing  ye  together :     But  let's  all  remember 
We  v/ear  no  common  Caufe  upon  our  Swords: 
Let  each  Man  think  that  on  his  fingle  Virtue 
Depends  the  Good  and  Fame  of  all  the  reftj 
Eternal  Honour  or  perpetual  Infamy. 
Let's  remember  through  what  dreadful  hazards 
Propitious  Fortune  hitherto  has  led  us. 
How  often  on  the  brink  of  fome  Difcovery 
Have  we  flood  tottering,  yet  ftill  kept  our  Ground 
So  well,  that  the  buiieft  Searchers  ne'er  could  foUov/ 
V  Thofe  fubtle  Tracks  which  puzled  all  Sufpicion. 
You  droop.  Sir. 

y^jf.  No :  With  mofl  profound  Attention 
I've  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  Virtue. 

Ken.  Tho'  there  be  yet  few  Hours 'tv/ixt  them  and  Ruin, 
Are  not  the  Senate  luU'd  in  full  Security, 
Quiet  and  fatisfy'd,  as  Fools  are  always ! 
Never  did  fo  profound  Repofe  fore-run 
Calamity  fo  great:  Nay,  our  good  Fortune 
Has  blinded  the  moft  piercing  of  Mankind, 
Strengthen'd  the  Fearfulleft,  charm'd  the  moft  Sufpedful, 
Confounded  the  moll  Subtle :  For  we  live. 
We  live  my  Friends,  and  quickly  fhall  our  Life 
Prove  fatal  to  thefc  Tyrants :  Let's  confider 
That  we  dcflroy  Oppreflion,  Avarice, 

O  z  * 
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A  People  nurs'd  up  equally  with  ViceT' 

And  loathfome  Lufts,  which  Nature  moft  abhors. 

And  fuch  as  without  Shame  fhe  cannot  fuflfer. 

^ajf.  Oh  Eelvidera,  take  me  to  thy  Arms, 
And  riiew  me  where's  my  Peace,  for  I  have  loft  it.  [£;c//. 

Ren.  Without  the  leaft  Remorfe  then  let's  refolve 
With  Fire  and  Sword  t'exterminate  thefe  Tyrants  j 
And  when  we  fliall  behold  thofc  curft  Tribunals, 
Stain'd  by  the  Tears  and  Sufferings  of  the  Innocent, 
Burning  with  Flames,  rather  from  Heav'n  than  ours^ 
The  raging,  furious,  and  unpitying  Soldier 
Pulling  his  reeking  Dagger  from  the  Bofoms 
Of  galping  Wretches  j  Death  in  every  Quarter, 
With  all  that  fad  Diforder  can  produce. 
To  make  a  Spedtacle  of  Koirour;  then. 
Then  let  us  call  to  mind,  my  deareft  Friends, 
That  there  is  nothing  pure  upon  the  Earthj 
That  the  moft  valu'd  things  have  moft  allays, 
And  that  in  change  of  all  thofe  vile  Enormities, 
Under  whofe  weight  this  wretched  Country  labours. 
The  means  are  only  in  our  Hands  to  Crown  them. 

Fier.  And  may  thofe  Powers  above  that  are  propitious 
To  gallant  Minds,  record  this  Caufe,  and  blcfs  it. 

Ren.  Thus  happy,  thus  fecure  of  all  we  wifh  for. 
Should  there,  my  Friends,  be  found  amongfl:  us  one 
Falfe  to  this  glorious  Enterprize,  what  Fate, 
What  Vengeance  were  enough  for  fuch  a  Villain  ? 

Eli.  Death  here  without  Repentance,  Hell  hereafter, 

Ren.  Let  that  be  my  Lot,  if  as  here  I  ftand. 
Lifted  by  Fate  amongft  her  darling  Sons, 
Tho*  I  had  one  only  Brother,  dear  by  all 
The  ftrideft  ties  of  Nature  j  tko'  one  Hour 
Had  given  us  Birth,  one  Fortune  fed  our  Wants, 
One  only  Love,  and  that  but  of  each  other, 
Still  fiird  our  Minds :  Could  I  have  fuch  a  Friend 
]oin'd  in  this  Caufe,  and  had  but  ground  to  fear 
He  meant  foul  play  j  may  this  right  Hand  drop  from  me. 
If  rd  not  hazard  all  my  future  Peace, 
And  ftab  him  to  the  Heart  before  you:  Who? 
WJio  would  do  lefs  ?  Would*ft  not  thcu  Fterre  the  fame? 

Tier. 
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Tier.  YouVe  fingled  me,  Sir,  out  for  this  hard  queflion. 
As  if  twere  ftarted  only  for  my  fake! 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear?  Here,  here's  my  Bofom, 
Search  it  with  all  your  Swords!  am  I  a  Traitor? 

Ren.  No:  But  1  fear  your  late  commended  Friend 
Is  little  lefs:  Come,  Sirs,  'tis  now  no  time 
To  trifle  with  our  Safety.     Where's  this  Jajfeir? 

Spin.  He  left  the  Room  juft  now  in  frrange  diforder. 

Ken.  Nay,  there  is  danger  in  him :  I  obferv'd  him, 
During  the  time  I  took  for  Explanation, 
He  was  tranfported  from  moft  deep  Attention 
To  a  Confufion  which  he  could  not  fmother. 
His  Looks  grew  full  of  Sadnefs  and  Sijrprize, 
All  which  betray'd  a  wav'ring  Spirit  in  him. 
That  labour'd  with  Reluftancy  and  Sorrovv. 
What's  recjuilite  for  fafety,  muft  be  done 
With  fpcedy  Execution,  he  remains 
Yet  in  our  Power:  I  for  my  own  part  wear 
A  Dagger ■ 

Ffer.  Well. 

Ren.  And  I  could  willi  it « 

Pier.  Where? 

Ren.  Bury'd  in  his  Heart. 

Fier.  Away!  we're  yet  all  Friends; 
No  more  of  this,  'tvill  breed  ill  Blood  amongll  uf. 

Spin.  Let  us  all  draw  our  Swords,  and  fearch  the  Houfe, 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  Hole  where  he  fits  brooding 
O'er  his  cold  Fears,  and  each  Man  kill  his  Share  of  him. 

Fier.  Who  talks  of  killing  ?  who's  he'il  ihed  the  Blood- 
That's  dear  to  me !  Is't  you  ?  Or  you  ?  Or  you,  Sir  ? 
What,  not  one  fpeak  ?  how  you.  Hand  gaping  all 
On  your  grave  Oracle,  your  wooden  God  there  j 
Yet  not  a  word  ?  Then  Sir,  I'll  tell  y'  a  Secret ^ 
Sufpicion's  but  at  beft  a  Coward's  Virtue !  [To  Ren. 

K^w.  A  Coward [Handles  hij  SworiL 

Fier.  Put  up  thy  Sword,  old  Man, 
Thy  Hand  fhakes  at  it;  come  let's  heal  this  breach, 
I  am  too  hot :  We  yet  may  all  hve  Friends  • 

Spin.  'Till  wc  are  fafe,  our  Friendlhip  cannot  be.  £b. 

Fier.  Again :  Who'5  that  ? 

O  3  spin. 
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spin.  'Twas  I. 
The.  And  I. 
Rev.  And  I. 
£//.  And  all. 

Ren.  Who  are  on  my  Side? 
Spv2.  Every  honeft  Sword. 
Let's  die  like  Men,  and  not  be  fold  like  Slaves. 

Tier.  One  fuch  word  more,  by  Heav'n  HI  to  the  Senate, 
And  hang  ye  all  like  Dogs,  in  Clufters. 
Why  peep  your  Coward  Swords  half  out  their  Shells? 
Why  do  you  not  all  Brandifh  them  like  mine? 
You  fefj'  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing. 

Ren.  Go  to  the  Senate  and  betray  us  j  haftc. 
Secure  thy  wretched  Life 5  we  fear  to  die 
Lefs  than  thou  dar'fl:  be  Honeft. 

Tier.  That's  rank  Falfhood. 
¥c&^  not  thou  Death?  Fie,  there's  a  KnaviHi  Itck 
la  that  Salt  Blood,  an  utter  Foe  to  Smarting. 
Had  J/^fe-rs  Wife  prov'd  Kind,  he'd  ftill  been  True. 

Faugh how  that  Stinks? 

Thou  die!  thou  kill  my  Friend,  or  thou,  or  thou. 

Or  thou,  with  that  lean,  wither'd,  wretched  Face! 

Away,  difperfe  all  to  your  feveral  Charges, 

And  meet  to-morrow  where  your  Honour  calls  you; 

I'll  bring  that  Man,  whofe  Blood  you  fo  much  thirft  for. 

And  you  fhall  fee  him  venture  for  you  fairly 

Hence,  hence,  I  fay.  [Ex.  Renault  Angrily, 

Spin.  I  fear  we've  been  to  blame  j 
And  done  too  much. 
The.  'Tv^  as  too  far  urg'd  againft  the  Man  you  lov'd« 
Rev.  Here,  take  our  Swords,  and  crufli  them  with  your 
Spin.  Forgive  us,  gallant  Friend.  (Feet. 

Tier.  Nay,  now  you've  found 
The  way  to  melt,  and  caft  me  as  you  will : 
I'll  fetch  this  Friend,  and  give  him  to  your  Mercy : 
Nay  he  fhall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me. 
For  your  Repofe,  I'll  quit  my  Heart's  Jewel ; 
But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  Villains, 
And  fpiteful  Villany. 
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spin.  No}  may  you  both 
For  ever  Live,  and  fill  the  World  with  Fame! 

Tier.  Now y 'are  too  kind.  Whence  rofe  all  this  Difcord? 
Oh  what  a  dangerous  Precipice  have  v/e  'fcap'd! 
How  near  a  Fall  was  all  we'd  long  been  building! 
What  an  eternal  Blot  had  ftain'd  our  Glories! 
If  one,  the  braveft  and  the  beft  of  Men 
Had  fall'n  a  Sacrifice  to  ralli  Sufpicion  / 
Butchcr'd  by  thofe,  whole  Caufe  he  came  to  cheriflv; 
Oh  could  you  know  him  all  as  I  have  known  him. 
How  good  he  is,  how  juft,  how  true,  how  brave, 
You  would  not  leave  this  place  'till  you  had  leen  him  i 
Humbkd  your  felves  before  him,  kifs'd  his  Feet, 
And  gain'd  Remillion  for  the  worfl  of  Follies. 

Come  but  To-morrow  all  your  Doubts  fljsili  end\  '? 

jind  to  yoivr  Lo-zes  me  better  recommend,  ^ 

That  I've  prefervdyoHT  Fame,  andfav'd  my  Friend,  y 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  JafJeir  and  Belvidera. 

7*jf-  \X7^^^^  ^°^  ^^°"  ^^*^  ^^  ^  ^^^^^  ^^^  ^  "^°^'^' 
W    Methinks  I  tread  upon  fome  mangled  L:mb 

Of  a  rack'd  Friend  :  O  my  dear  charming  Ruin! 

Where  are  we  wandriug! 

Beh.  To  eternal  Honour  ; 
To  do  a  Deed  (hall  Chronicle  thy  Name, 
Among  the  glorious  Legends  of  thofe  Few 
That  have  fav'd  finking  Nations:  Thy  Renown 
Shall  be  the  future  Song  of  all  the  Virgins, 
Who  by  thy  Piety  have  been  prefer v'd 
From  horrid  Violation :  Every  Street 
Shall  be  adorn'd  with  Statues  to  thy  Honour, 
And  at  thy  Feet  this  great  Infcription  written. 
Remember  Hrm  that  Tropt  the  Fall  of  Venice. 

jFaff.  Rather,  remember  him,  who  after  all 
The  lacred  Bonds  of  Oaths  and  hoher  Friend  fliip, 

O4  la 
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In  fond  Compaflion  to  a  Woman's  Tears 
Forgot  his  Manhood,  Virtue,  Truth,  and  Honour, 
To  Sacrifice  the  Bofom  that  relieved  him. 
Why  wilt  thou  Damn  me  ? 

Belv.  Ch  inconftant  Man  \ 
How  will  you  Promife  ?  how  will  you  Deceive  ? 
Do,  return  back,  re-place  me  in  my  Bondage, 
Tell  all  thy  Friends  how  dangeroufly  thou  lov'ft  mCj 
.And  let  thy  Dagger  do  its  bloody  Office. 
Oh  that  kind  Dagger,  Jaffelr,  how  'twill  look, 
Struck  thro'  my  Heart  5  Drench'd  in  my  Blood  to  th'Hilts/ 
Whilft  thefe  poor  dying  Eyes  fhall  with  their  Tears 
Ko  more  torment  thecj  then  thou  wilt  be  free: 
Or  if  thou  think'il  it  nobler  3  let  me  live 
"Till  I'm  a  Viaim  to  tiie  hateful  Luft 
Of  that  Infernal  Devil,  that  old  Fiend 
That's  damn'd  himfelf,  and  would  undo  Mankind. 
Laft  Night,  my  Love! 

Jajf»  Name,  name  it  not  again. 
It  Ihews  a  beaftly  Image  to  my  Fancy, 
Will  wake  me  into  Madnefs,  Oh  the  Villain! 
That  durft  approach  furh  Purity  as  thine. 
On  Terms  io Vile :  Deftructfon,  fwift  Deftru^tion 
Fall  on  my  coward  Head,  and  make  my  Name 
The  common  Scorn  of  Fools,  if  I  forgive  himj 
I'i  I  forgive  him!  if  I  not  Revenge 
With  utmoft  Rage,  and  mofl:  unftaying  Fury, 
Thy  Suffering,  thou  dear  Darling  of  my  Life. 

Belv.  Delay  no  longer  then,  but  to  the  Senate  j 
And  tell  the  difmal'fl:  Story  ever  uttcr'd  : 
Tell  'em  what  Blood fhed.  Rapines,  Defolations, 
Have  been  prepar'd ;  how  near's  the  fatal  Hour ! 
Save  thy  poor  Country,  fave  the  Reverend  Blood 
Of  all  its  Nobles,  which  to-Morrow's  Dawn 
Mult  elfe  fee  fhed :  Save  the  poor  tender  Lives 
Of  all  thofe  little  Infants,  which  the  Swords 
Of  Murderers  are  whetting  for  this  Moment  j 
Think  thou  already  hear'ft  their  dying  Screams, 
Think  that  thou  k^'H  their  fad  diftraded  Mothers 
Kneeling  before  thy  Feet,  and  begging  Pity, 

Witia 
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With  torn  difhevel'd  Hair,  and  ftreaming  Eyes, 
Their  naked  mangled  Breafts  bcfmear'd  with  Blood, 
And  even  the  Milk  v/ith  which  their  fondled  Babes 
Softly  they  hufh*d,  dropping  in  Anguifh  from  'em. 
Think  thou  fee'ft  this,  and  then  confult  thy  Heart. 

7#.  Oh! 

'Bdv.  Think  too,  if  you  lofe  this  prefent  Minute, 
What  Miferies  the  next  Day  bring  upon  thee. 
Imagine  all  the  Morrours  oFthat  Night, 
Murther  and  Rapine,  Wafle  and  Deiblation, 
Confus'dly  raging.    Think  what  then  may  prove 
My  Lot!  the  Ravifher  may  then  come  fafe. 
And  'midft  the  terrour  of  the  publick  Ruin 
Do  a  damn'd  Deed  j  perhaps  may  lay  a  Train 
To  catch  thy  Lifej  then  where  will  be  Revenge, 
The  dear  Revenge  that's  due  to  fuch  a  Wrong? 

Jdp  By  all  Heav'ns  Powers,  Prophetick  Trutli.  dwe^l 
in  thee. 
For  every  word  thou  fpeak'il  ftrikes  thro'  my  Heart 
Like  a  new  Light,  and  Ihews  it  how't  has  wander 'i, 
Juft  what  th'haft  made  me,  take  me,  BdziJera, 
And  lead  me  to  the  place  where  Tm  to  lay 
This  bitter  LefTon;  where  I  muH:  betray 
My  Truth,  my  Virtue,  Conflancy  and  Friends^ 
Mufl:  I  betray  my  Friend!  Ah  take  me  quickly^, 
Secure  me  well  before  that  Thought's  renew'dj 
If  I  relapfe  once  more,  all's  loft  for  ever. 

Belv.  Haft  thou  a  Friend  more  dear  than  Belvidera  ? 

yajf.  Noj  thou  art  my  Soul  it  felfj  Wealth,  Friendfhip, 
All  prefent  Joys,  and  earneft  of  all  future,  (Honour^ 

Are  fumm'd  in  thee."  methmks  when  in  thy  Arms 
Thus  leaning  on  thy  Breaft,  one  Minute's  more 
Than  a  long  thoufand  Years  of  vulgar  Hours. 
Why  was  fuch  Happinefs  not  given  me  pure? 
Why  dalh'd  with  cruel  Wrongs,  and  bitter  Warnings  I 
Come,  lead  me  forward  now  like  a  tame  Lamb 
To  Sacrifice.     Thus  in  his  ratdi  Garlands 
Deck'd  fine,  and  pleas'd,  the  Wanton  skips  and  plays,    ' 
Trots  b-j  th'  enticing  fiattering  Triejlefs  fide^ 
Ard  much  tranj^orted  -with  its  little  ^ride^ 

O  J  lorgeti' 
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Forgets  his  dear  Companions  of  the  Plain-,  f 

'Till  by  her  bomd,  he's  on  the  Altar  lain,  > 

Tet  then  too  hardly  bleats,  fitch  Pleafitre's  in  the  Fain,  ^ 
Enter  Officer  and  fix  Guards. 
Pffi.  Stand,  who  goes  there.? 
Beh.  Friends. 

Jajf,  Friends,  Belvidera !  hide  me  from  my  Friends. 
By  Heav'n,  I'd  rather  fee  the  Face  of  Heli, 
Than  meet  the  Man  I  love. 

Offi.  But  what  Friends  are  you? 
Belv.  Friends  to  the  Senate  and  the  State  of  Venice. 
Offi,  My  Orders  are  to  feize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  Hour,  and  bring  'em  to  the  Couneil, 
XVho  now  are  fitting. 

Jaf.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  obey'd. 
Hold,  Brutes,  ftand  off,  none  of  your  Paws  upon  me. 
Now  the  Lot's  caft,  and  Fate  do  what  thou  wilt. 

[Exeunt  guarded, 

S  C  E  N  E   II.     The  Senate-houfe, 

Mere  appear  fitting,  the  Duke  of  Venice,  Priuli,  AntOftio, 
and  eight  other  Senators. 

Dnke,  Antony,  Priuli,  Senators  of  Venice, 
Speak ,  why  are  we  aflembled  here  this  Night  ? 
What  have  you  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  State  of  Venice,  Honour,  or  its  Safety  ? 

Pri.  Could  words  exprels  the  Story  I've  to  tell  you. 
Fathers,  thefe  Tears  were  ufelefs,  thefe  fad  Tears 
That  fall  from  my  old  Eyes  j  but  there  is  caufe 
We  all  Ihould  weep,  tear  off  thefe  Purple  Robes, 
And  wrap  our  felves  in  Sackcloath,  fitting  down 
On  (he  fad  Earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heav'n. 
Heav'n  knows  if  yet  there  be  an  Hour  to  contc 
E'er  Venice  be  no  more. 

All  Sen.  How! 

Pri.  Nay,  we  ftand 
Upon  the  very  brink  of  g^ing  Ruin. 
Within  this  City's  form'd  a  dark  Confpiracy, 
To  Maflacre  us  all,  our  Wives  and  Children, 

Kind- 
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Kindred  and  Friends  j  our  Palaces  and  Temples 

To  lay  in  Afhes :  nay,  the  hour  too  fixtj 

The  Swords,  for  ought  I  know,  drawn  e  en  this  moment. 

And  the  wild  Wafte  begun.   From  unknown  Hands 

I  had  this  Warning:  but  if  v/e  are  Men 

Let's  not  be  tamely  butcher'd,  but  do  fomethmg 

That  may  inform  the  World  in  after- Ages, 

Our  Virtue  was  not  ruined,  tho'  v/e  were.     [A Noife  without. 

Room,  room,  make  room  for  fome  Prifoners 

Sen.  Let's  raife  the  City. 

Enter  Officer  and  Guard. 
Tri.  Speak  there,  what  Difturbancc? 
Offi.  Two  Prifoners  have  the  Guard  feiz'd  m  the  Streets, 
Who  fay,  they  come  to  inform  this  Reverend  Senate 
About  the  prefent  Danger. 

Enter  Jaffeir  and  BdvidcriL  guarded. 

AlI.GwQ  'em  Entrance Well,  who  are  you? 

Jaf  A  Villain. 
A?it.  Short  and  pithy. 
The  Man  fpeaks  well. 

Jaf.  Would  every  Man  that  hears  me 
Would  deal  fo  honeflly,  and  own  his  Title. 

Duke.  'Tis  rumoured,  that  a  Plot  has  been  contriv'd 
Againft  this  State  j  that  you  have  a  fhare  in't  too. 
If  you  are  a  Villain,  to  redeem  your  Honour, 
Unfold  the  Truth,  and  be  reftor^d  with  Mercy. 

faff.  Think  not  that  I  to  fave  my  Life  come  hither; 
1  know  its  value  better ;  but  in  pity 
To  all  thofe  VN^retches,  whofe  unhappy  Dooms 
Are  fix'd  and  feal'd.    You  fee  me  here  before  vou, 
The  fworn,  and  covenanted  Foe  of  Venice. 
But  ufe  me  as  my  Dealings  may  defervcj 
And  I  may  prove  a  Friend. 

Duke.  The  Slave  capitulates. 
Give  him  the  Tortures. 

faff.  That  you  dare  not  do, 
Your  Fears  won't  let  you,  nor  the  longing  Itch 
To  hear  a  Story  which  you  dread  the  truth  of 
Truth,  which  the  fear  of  Smart  fhall  ne'er  get  from  me. 
Cowards  are  fcar'd  with  Threatnings :  Boys  are  whipt 

lRt« 
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Into  ConfefTions :  but  a  fteady  Mind 
Afts  of  it  felf,  ne'er  asks  the  Body  Counfel. 
Give  him  the  Tortures!  Name  but  fuch  a  thing 
Again;  by  Heav'n  VA  ihuc  thefc  Lips  for  ever. 
Not  all  your  Racks,  your  Engines,  or  your  Wheels, 
Shall  force  a  Groan  away— that  you  may  gucfs  at. 

^nt.  A  bloody-minded  Fellow  V\\  warrant  i 
A  damn'd  bloody-minded  Fellow. 

Buke.  Name  your  Conditions. 

Jdff.  For  my  felf  full  Pardon. 
Bciides  the  Lives  of  two  and  twenty  Friends 
,--,    r  VT  ,  [Delivers  a^Lifi, 

Whofe  Names  are  here  enroIFd:  Nay,  let  their  Crimes 
Be  ne  er  fo  monftrous,  I  muft  have  the  Oaths 
And  facred  Promife  of  this  reverend  Council, 
That  in  a  full  AfTembly  of  the  Senate 
The  Thing  I  ask  be  ratify'd.    Swear  this. 
And  I'll  unfold  the  Secrets  of  your  Danecr 

AU.  We'll  Swear.  ^ 

Buke.  Prcpofe  the  Oath. 

Jaff,  By  all  the  Hopes 
Ye  have  of  Peace  and  Happinefs  hereafter. 
Swear. 

All.  We  all  Swear. 

Jaf.  To  Grant  me  what  I've  ask'd» 
Ye  Swear. 

All.  We  Swear. 

Jaff.  And  as  ye  keep  tHe  Oath, 
May  you  and  your  Poilerity  Be  Bleft, 
Or  Curft  for  ever. 

AU.  Fife  be  Curft  for  ever! 

7^/.  Then  here^s  the  Liil.and  with't  the  full  Difclofc 
Ot  ali  that  threatens  you.  [JDeiiven  another  Paper, 

Now  Fate  thou  haft  caught  me. 

Ant,  Why,  what  a  dreadful  Catalogue  of  Cut-throats  is 
^ere!  1 11  warrant  you  not  one  of  thefe  Fellows  but  has  a 
Face  like  a  Lion.  I  dare  not  fo  much  as  read  their  Names 
over. 

M^.  Give  a-der  that  all  diligent  Search  be  made 
1  o  iei2.e  thefe  Menj  tkeir  Charadters  are  publick. 

The 
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The  Paper  intimates  their  Rendezvous 

To  be  at  the  Houfe  of  a  fam'd  Grecian  Curtezan, 

Call'd  Aqml'mdy  fee  that  place  fecur'd. 

Ant.  What  my  Nicky  Nacky,  Hurry  Durry    Nicky 
Nacky  in  the  Plot I'll  make  a  Speech.    Moft  Noble 

Senators, 

What  headlong  Apprehenfions  drive  you  on, 

Right  noble,  wife,  and  truly  folid  Senators, 

To  violate  the  Laws  and  Right  of  Nations? 

The  Lady  is  a  Lady  of  Renown. 

'Tis  true,  Ihe  holds  a  Houfe  of  fair  Reception, 

And  tho'  I  fay't  my  felf,  as  masny  more 

Can  fay  as  well  as  I. 

2  &en.  My  Lord,  long  Speeches 
Are  frivolous  here,  when  Dangers  are  fo  near  usj 
We  all  well  know  your  Intereil  in  that  Ladyj 
The  World  talks  loud  on't. 

Ant.  Verily  I  have  done  j 
I  fay  no  more. 

Dnke.  But  iince  he  has  declar'd  ' 
Himfelf  concerned,  pray,  Captain,  take  great  Caution 
To  treat  the  fair  One  as  becomes  her  Chara<5ler, 
And  let  her  Bed-Chamber  be  fearch'd  with  decency. 
You,  Jaffeir,  muft  with  Patience  bear  'till  Morning 
To  be  our  Prifoner. 

Jaff.  Would  the  Chains  of  Death 
Had  bound  me  fall  e'er  I  had  known  this  Minute. 
IVe  done  a  Deed  will  make  my  Story  hereafter 
Qiioted  in  Competition  with  all  ill  ones: 
The  Hiftory  of  my  Wickednefs  fhall  run 
Down  thro'  the  low  Traditions  of  the  Vul.i^ar, 
And  Boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  Tale  of  Jafeir, 
Duke.  Captain  withdraw  your  Prifoner. 
fdf.  Sir,  if  poffible,  fme; 

Lead  me  where  my  own  Thoughts  themfelves  may  lofe 
Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  Life, 
Forget  my  fclf  and  this  Day's  Guilt  and  Falfhood. 
Cruel  Remembrance,  how  fhall  I  appeafe  thee ! 

[Ex.  Guarded.    Noife  wthouS, 
More  Traitors i  room.,  room,  make  room  there. 

Duke, 
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Duke.  How*s  this.  Guards  ? 
Where  are  our  Guards?  fhut  up  the  Gates,  the  Treafon's 
Already  at  our  Doors. 

Enter  Officer. 
Offi.  My  Lords,  more  Traitors : 
Seiz'd  in  the  very  Ad  of  Confultation  j 
Furnifh'd  with  Arms  and  Inflruments  of  Mifchief. 
Bring  in  the  Prifoners. 
Enter  Pierre,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revellido,  and 

other  Confpirators  In  Tetter s,  guarded. 
Tier.  You,  my  Lords  and  Fathers, 
(As  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  your  felves)  o^  Venice', 
If  you  fit  here  to  guide  the  Courfe  of  Jufticc, 
Why  thcfe  diigraceful  Chains  upon  the  Limbs 
That  have  fo  often  laboured  in  your  Service  ? 
Are  thefe  the  Wreaths  of  Triumphs  ye  beftow 
On  thofe  that  bring  you  Conquefts  home,  and  Honours? 
Duke.  Go  on,  you  fhall  be  heard.  Sir. 
Ant,  And  be  hang'd  too,  I  hope. 
Tier.  Are  thefe  the  Trophies  I've  deferv'd,  for  fighting 
Your  Battels  with  confederated  Powers? 
When  Winds  and  Seas  confpir'd  to  overthrow  you, 
And  brought  the  Fleets  o^ Spain  to  your  own  Harbours: 
Wlien  you,  great  Duke,  fi-.runk,  trembling  in  your  Palace, 
And  faw  your  Wife,  th'  Adriatick,  ploughed 
Like  a  lewd  Whore  by  bolder  Prows  than  yours, 
Stept  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  loofe  Venetians 
The  task  of  Honour,  and  the  way  to  Greatnefs"/ 
Rais'd  you  from  your  capitulating  Fears, 
To  ftipulate  the  Terms  of  fu'd-for  Peace? 
And  this  my  Recompence  ?  If  I'm  a  Traitor, 
Produce  my  Charge  j  or  fi)ew  the  Wretch  that's  bafe  e- 
And  brave  enough  to  tell  me  Tm  a  Traitor.  [nough 

Duh€.  Know  you  one  Jaffeir? 

[All  the  Conffirators  murmur. 
Tier.  Yes,  and  know  his  Virtue. 
•His  Jufticc,  Truth,  his  general  Worth  and  Sufferings 
From  a  hard  Father  taught  me  firft  to  love  him. 
Enter  Jaffeir  gwirded, 
Duke,  Sec  kim  brought  forth.^ 

Tiir, 
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Tier.  My  Friend  too  bound !  nay  then 
Our  Fate  has  conquer'd  us,  and  we  muft  fall. 
Why  droops  the  Man  whofc  Welfare's  fo  much  mine 
They're  but  one  thing?  Thefe  Reverend  Tyrants,  Jafeir, 
Call  us  all  Traitors :  Art  thou  one,  my  Brother  ? 

faff.  To  thee  I  am  the  falfeft,  verieft  Slave 
That  e'er  betray'd  a  generous,  trufting  Friend, 
And  gave  up  Honour  to  be  fure  of  Ruin : 
All  our  fair  Hopes  which  Morning  was  to  have  crowns. 
Has  this  curft  Tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pier.  So,  then  all's  over : 
Venice  has  loft  her  Freedom  j    I  my  Lifej 
No  more  i  farewell. 

Duke.  Say ;  will  you  make  ConfeflTion 
Of  your  vile  Deeds,  and  truft  the  Senate's  Mercy  ? 

Pier,  Curft  be  your  Senate:  Curft  your  Conftitutioa: 
The  Curfe  of  growing  Factions  and  Divifion 
Still  vex  your  Councils,  fhake  your  Publick  Safety, 
And  make  the  Robes  of  Government  you  wear, 
Hateful  to  you,  as  thefe  bafe  Chains  to  me. 

Duke.  Pardon,  or  Death  ? 

Pi£r.  Death,  honourable  Death. 

Ren,  Death's  the  beft  thing  we  ask,  or  you  can  gire. 

All  Confp.  No  fhameful  Bonds,  but  honourable  Death. 

Duke.Brcsk  up  the  Council :  Captain,guard  your  Prifoncrs. 
faffeir,  y'are  Free,  but  thefe  muft  wait  for  Judgment. 

[Ex.  all  the  Smdtors, 

Pier.  Come,  whereas  my  Dungeon  ?  lead  me  to  my  Straw : 
It  will  not  be  the  firft  time  I've  lodg'd  hard 
To  do  your  Senate  Service. 

faff.  Hold  one  Moment. 

Pier.  Who's  he  difputes  the  Judgment  of  the  Senate? 
Prefumptuous  Rebel ©n [Strikes  JaC 

fdff.  By  Heav'n  you  ftir  not. 
I  muft  be  heard,  I  muft  have  leave  to  fpeak : 
Thou  haft  difgrac'd  me,  Pierre^  by  a  vile  Blow  : 
Had  not  a  Dagger  done  thee  nobler  Jufttce? 
But  ufe  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  canft  not  wrong  me,  * 
For  I  am  fall'n  beneath  the  bafeft  Injuries  j 

Yet 
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Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  Eye  of  Mercy, 
With  Pity  and  with  Charity  behold  mej 
Shut  not  thy  Heart  againft  a  Friend's  Repentance, 
But  as  there  dwells  a  God-like  Nature  in  thee, 
Liften  with  Mildnefs  to  my  Supplications. 

Tier.  What  whining  Monk  art  thou  ?  what  holy  Cheat 
That  would^ft  encroach  upon  my  credulous  Ears, 
And  cant'ft  thus  vilely  ?  Hence.    I  know  thee  not, 
DifTemble  and  be  Nafty :  Leave,  Hypocrite. 
Jajf.  Not  know  me,  Tierrel 
Tier.  No,  know  thee  not:  what  art  thou? 
Jfiff.  yaffeir,  thy  Friend,  thy  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friendj 
Tho'  now  deferv'dly  fcorn'd,  and  us'd  moft  hardly 

Pier.  Thou  fi^ffeir!  thou  my  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friend! 
By  Heav'ns  thou  ly'ftj  the  Man  fo  call'd,  my  Friend, 
Was  Generous,  Honeft,  Faithful,  Juft  and  Valiant, 
Noble  in  Mind,  and  in  his  Peribn  Lovely, 
Dear  to  my  Eyes,  and  tender  to  my  Heart : 
But  thou,  a  Wretched,  Bafe,  Falfe,  Worthlefs  Coward, 
Poor,  even  in  Soul,  and  loathfome  in  thy  Afpedl : 
All  Eyes  muil  fhuii  thee,  and  all  Hearts  deteft  thee. 
Prithee  avoid,  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  me 
Like  fomething  baneful,  that  my  Nature's  chill'd  at. 

yaff.  I  have  not  wrong'd  thee,  by  thefe  Tears  I  have 
But  ftill  am  Honeft,  True,  and  hope  too  Valiant i     (not^ 
My  Mind  ftill  full  of  thee:  therefore  ftill  Noble. 
Let  not  thy  Eyes  then  fhun  me,  nor  thy  Heart 
Deteft  me  utterly ;  Oh  look  upon  me, 
Look  back  and  fee  my  fad,  fincere  SubmifTion ! 
How  my  Heart  fwells,  as  even  'twould  burft  my  Bofbm^ 
Fond  of  its  Goal,  and  labouring  to  be  at  thee ! 
What  fliall  I  do?  what  fay  to  make  thee  hear  me? 

Tier.  Haft  thou  not  wrong'd  rne?  dar'ft  thou  call  thy  felf. 
That  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friend  of  mine, 
And  fwear  thou  haft  not  wrong'd  me  ?  Whence  theie  Chains  ? 
Whence  the  vile  Death,  which  I  may  meet  thismom.ent? 
Whence  this  Difhcnour,  but  from  thee,  thou  falfe  one? 
J^aff.—'A]l's  true,  yet  grant  one  thing,  and  I've  done 
asking. 

Tier, 
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TitY.  what's  that? 

Jaf.  To  take  thy  Life  on  fuch  Conditions 
The  Council  have  proposed  :  Thou  and  thy  Friends 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

'Bhr.  Life!  ask  my  Life!  Confefs!  Record  my  ielf 
A  Villain,  for  the  privilege  to  breathe, 
And  carry  up  and  down  this  Curfed  City 
A  difcontented  and  repining  Spirit, 
Burthenfome  to  it  felf,  a  few  Years  longer. 
To  lofe,  it  may  be,  at  lad  in  a  lewd  Quarrel 
For  fo me  new  Friend,   treacherous  and  falfe  as  thou  art!' 
No,  this  vile  World  and  I  have  long  been  Jangling, 
And  cannot  part  on  better  Terms  than  no-w, 
When  only  Men  like  thee  are  fit  to  live  in't. 

>jf.  By  all  that's  Juft 

P/>r.  Swear  by  fome  other  Powers, 
For  thou  haft  broke  that  Sacred  Oath  too  lately. 

Ja^,  Then  by  that  Hell  I  merit,  I'll  not  leave  thee 
Till  to  thy  felf  at  leaft  thou'rt  Reconcil'dj 
However  thy  Refentmcnts  deal  with  me. 

P/'er.  Not  leave  me  ! 

foM-  No;  thou  fhaltnot  force  me  from  thee: 
Ule  me  Reproachfully,  and  like  a  Slave  i 
Tread  on  me,  Bufret  me,  heap  Wrongs  on  Wrongs 
On  my  poor  Head ;  I'll  bear  it  all  with  Patience, 
Shall  weary  out  thy  moft  Unfriendly  Cruelty : 
Lie  at  thy  Feet  and  kifs  'em,  tho'  they  fpurn  me. 
Till,  wounded  by  my  Sufferings,  you  Relent, 
And  raife  me  to  thy  Arms  with  dear  forgiveneis. 

P/er.  Art  thou  not 

Jag.  What? 

P/>r.  A  Traitor  ? 

J4.  Yes. 

P/er-.  A  Villain? 

Jaf.  Granted. 

'Bkr.  A  Coward,  a  mofl  fcandalous  Coward, 
Spiritlefs,  void  of  Honour,  one  who  has  ibid 
Thy  Everiafling  Fame  for  Shamelefs  Life  ? 

Jag.  All,  all,  and  more,  much  more ;  my  Faults  are 
nimiberlefi. 

Vtet. 
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Tier.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  live  on  termslike  thine  ? 
Bafe  as  thour't  falfe 

faff.  No,  'tis  to  me  that's  granted.  x 

The  Safety  of  thy  Life  was  all  I  aimM  at. 
In  recompence  for  Faith  and  Truft  fo  broken. 

Tier.  I  fcorn  it  more  becaufe  preferv'd  by  tliec; 
And  as  when  firfl  my  foolifh  Heait  took  Pity 
On  thy  Misfortunes,  fought  thee  in  thy  Miferies, 
Relieved  thy  Wants,  and  rais'd  thee  from  thy  ftate 
Of  Wretchcdnefs  in  which  thy  Fate  had  plancr'd  thee^ 
To  rank  thee  in  my  Lift  of  Noble  Friends  i   ° 
All  I  received  in  furety  for  thy  Truth, 
Were  unregarded  Oaths;  and  this,  this  Dagger, 
Given  with  a  worthlefs  Pledge,  thou  fince  haft  ftoln : 
So  I  reftore  it  back  to  thee  again  j 
Swearing  by  all  thofe  Powers  which  thou  haft  violated. 
Never  from  this  Curs'd  Hour  to  hold  Communion, 
Fnendfhip  or  Intereft  with  thee,  though  our  Years 
were  to  exceed  thofe  limited  the  World. 
Take  it farewel for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing, 

fa§.  S^j  thou  wilt  live  then. 

Tier.  For  my  Life,  difpofeit 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  becaufe  'tis  what  I'm  tir'd  witB. 

faff.  Oh,  Tierre! 

Tier.  No  more. 

faff.  Mv  Eyes  won't  lofe  the  fight  of  thee. 
But  languiHi  after  thine,  and  ake  with  gazing 

Tier.  Leave  me—Nay,  then  thus,  thus  1  throw  thee 
from  mej 

And  Curfes  great  as  is  thy  Falfhood  catch  thee.  [Ex, 

faff.  Amen.  *■ 

He's  gone,  my  Father,  Friend,  Preferver 
And  here's  the  Portion  hehas  left  me.[Holds  the  Dagger  up. 
This  Dagger,  well  remembred,  with  this  Dagger 
I  gave  a  folemn  Vow  of  dire  Importance  •  " 

Parted  with  this  and  Belvidera  together    ' 
Have  a  care,  Mem'ry,  drive  that  Thought  no  farther  5 
No,  1 11  efteem  it  as  a  Friend's  feft  Legacy 
Treafure  it  up  within  this  wretched  Bofom 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  Heart, 

That 
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That  when  they  meet,  they  ftart  not  from  each  other. 
So;  now  for  thinking:  A  Blow,  call'd  Traitor,  Villain,  ^ 
Coward,  difhonourable  Coward,  fough!^ 
Oh  for  a  long  found  fleep,  and  fo  forget  it ! 

Down,  bufie  Devil. 

Enter  Belvidera. 
Belv.  Whither  (hall  I  fly  ? 
Where  hide  me  and  my  Miferies  together? 
Where's  now  the  Rom/m  Conftancy  I  boaf!ed  ? 
Sunk  into  trembling  Fears  and  Defperation ! 
Not  daring  now  to  look  up  to  that  dear  Face 
Which  us'd  to  fmile  even  on  my  Faults,  but  down 
Bending  thefe  miferable  eyes  to  Earth, 
Mull  move  in  Penance,  and  implore  much  Mercy. 

Jaf.  Mercy!  kind  Heav'n  has  furcly  endlefs  Storei 
Hoarded  for  th^e  of  BleiTings  yet  untafted  ^ 
Let  Wretches  loaded  hard  with  Guilt,  as  I  am, 
Bow  with  the  Weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  Burthen, 
Creep  with  a  remnant  of  that  Strength  th'  have  left. 
Before  the  Footflool  of  that  Heav'n  th'  have  injured. 
Oh  Belvidera!  Vm  the  wr£tched'ft  Creature 
E'er  crawl'd  on  Earth :  now  if  thou'ft  Virtue,  help  me, 
Take  me  into  thy  Arms,  and  fpeak  the  words  of  Peace 
To  my  Divided  Soul,  that  wars  within  me. 
And  raifes  every  Senfe  to  my  Confufion  -, 
By  Heav'n  I'm  tottering  on  the  very  Brink 
Of  Peace :  and  thou  art  all  the  hold  I've  left. 

Belv.  Alas!  I  know  thy  Sorrows  are  moft  Mighty  j 
I  know  th'  haft  caufe  to  Mourn,  to  Mourn,  my  Ja^eir, 
With  endlefs  Cries,  and  never-ceafing  Wailing, 

Thou'aft  loft 

Jaff.  Oh  I've  loft  what  can't  be  counted, 
My  Friend  too,  Belvidera  j  that  dear  Friend, 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  health  rcjoyc'd  in. 
Has  us'd  me  like  a  Slave;  fhamefully  us'd  me 5 
'T would  break  thy  pitying  Heart  to  hear  the  Story. 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  Refentment,  Indignation, 
Love,  Pity,  Fear,  and  Mem'ry  how  I've  wrong'd  him, 
Diftrad  my  Quiet  with  the  very  Thought  on't, 
And  tear  my  Heart  to  pieces  in  my  Bokwu. 

Seh. 
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Eelv.  What  has  he  done? 
faff.  Thou'dft  hate  me,  ihould  I  tell  thee. 
Belv.  Why? 

Jaff.  Oh  he  has  us'd  me!  yet  by  Heaven  I  bear  itj 
He  has  us'd  me,  BehUera;  but  firft  fwear 
That  when  IVe  told  thee,  thou  wilt  not  loath  me  utterly, 
The'  vileft  Blots  and  Stains  appear  upon  me  j 
But  ftill  at  leaft' with  Charitable  Goodnefs, 
Be  near  me  in  the  Pangs  of  my  AfHiaionj 
Not  fcorn  me,  Belvidera,  as  he  has  done. 

Beh,  Have  I  then  e'er  beenfalfe,  that  now  I'm  doubted  j 
Speak,  what's  the  Caufe  I'm  grown  into  Diftruft? 
Whv  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  Love's  Complaining  ? 

Belv.  Tell  me. 

Jaff.  Bear  my  Failings,  for  they're  many. 
Oh  my  dear  /ingel !  in  that  Friend  I've  loft 
All  my  Soul's  Peaces  for  tv^ry  Thought  of  him 
Strikes  my  Senfe  hard,  and  deads  it  m  my  Brains  j 
V/ouId'ft  thou  believe  it.? 
Belv.  Speak. 
7^if'  Before  wc  parted, 
E'er  yet  his  Guards  had  M  him  to  his  Prifbn, 
Full  of  fevereft  Sorrows  for  his  Sufferings, 
With  Eyes  o'erflowing,  and  a  Bleeding  Heart, 
Humbling  my  felf  almoft  beneath  my  Nature; 
As  at  his  Feet  I  kneel'd,  and  fu'd  for  Mercy, 
Forgetting  all  our  Friend  fhip,  all  the  dearnefs 
In  which  we've  liv'd  fo  many  Years  together. 
With  a  reproachful  Hand  he  dafh'd  a  Blow; 
He  ftruck  mc,  Behidera,  by  Heav'n  he  ftruck  me, 
Buffeted,  call'd  me  Traitor,  Villain,  Coward. 
-Am  I  a  Coward?  am  I  a  Villain  ?  tell  mc: 
Th'art  the  beft  Judge,  and  mad'ft  me,  if  I  am  £o. 
Damnation i  Coward! 

Belv.  Oh  forgive  him,  Jaffesr. 
And  if  his  Sufferings  wound  thy  Heart  already. 
What  will  they  do  to-morrow  ? 

?af.  Hah  I 

Belv, 


^Plot  Discover^.     333 

Belv.  To-morrow, 
When  thou  fhalt  fee  him  ftretch'd  in  all  the  Agonies 
Of  a  Tormenting  and  a  Shameful  Deaths 
His  bleeding  Bowels  and  hi-s  broken  Limbs, 
Infulted  o'er  by  a  vile  Butchering  Villain  j 
What  will  thy  Heart  do  then?  Oh  fure  'twill  flream 
Like  my  Eyes  now. 

faf.  What  means  thy  dreadful  Story  ? 
Death,  and  to-Morrow?  Broken  Limbs  and  Bowels? 
Infulted  o'er  by  a  vile  Butchering  Villain  ? 
By  all  my  Fears  I  fhall  ftart  out  to  Madnefs 
With  barely  gueffing,  if  the  Truth's  hid  longer. 

Belv.  The  faithlefs  Senators,  'tis  they've  decreed  it : 
They  fay,  according  to  our  Friend's  requeft. 
They  fhall  have  Death,  and  not  ignoble  Bondage : 
Declare  their  promis'd  Mercy  all  as  forfeited : 
Falfe  to  their  Oaths,  and  deaf  to  IntercefTion ; 
Warrants  are  pafs'd  for  publick  Death  to-Morrow. 

^af.  Death!  doom'd  to  die!  Condemn'd  unheard !  un- 
pleaded ! 

Belv.  Nay.  crud'H:  Racks  and  Torments  are  preparing, 
To  force  Confellions  from  their  dying  Pangs. 
Oh  do  not  look  fo  terribly  upon  me^ 
How  your  Lips  fhake,  and  all  your  Ftfce  diforder'd ! 
What  means  my  Love?  (Temptations 

Jaff.  Leave  me,   J  charge  thee  leave  me Strong 

Wake  in  my  Heart. 

Belv.  For  what  ? 

jFaff.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 

Belv,  Why? 

fajf.  Oh!  By  Heav'n  I  love  thee  with  that  Fondnefs, 
1  would  not  have  thee  ftay  a  moment  longer, 
Near  thefe  curft  Hands ;  are  they  not  cold  upon  thee  ? 
^Pulls  the  Bagger  half  out  of  his  Bofom,  and  futs  it  back  again , 

Belv.  No,  everlafting  Comfort's  in  thy  Arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  Breafl:  is  fofter  eafe, 
Than  downy  Pillows  deck'd  with  Leaves  of  Rofes. 

Jaf.  Alas !  thou  think'ft  not  of  the  Thorns  'tis  fill'd  with  : 
Fly,  e'er  they  gall  thee :  there's  a  lurking  Serpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  fting  thee  to  thy  Heart: 
Art  thou  not  terrify 'd  ?  jp^7^; 


334    Venice  Preserv'd:  Or^ 

Beh.  No. 

faff   Call  to  mind 
What  thou  hafl  done,  and  whither  thou  haft  brought  me. 

£./.;.  Hah!  ^         (Mifchief? 

Jaf.  Where's  my  Friend?  my  Friend,  thou  imilmg 
Nay    (hrinknot,  now 'tis  too  late,  thou  fnou'dft  have  Hed 
When  thy  Guilt  firft  had  caufe  5  for  dire  Revenge, 
Is  up,  and  Raging  for  my  Friend.     He  groans ! 
Hark  how  he  groans,  his  Screams  are  in  my  Ears 
Already  5  fee,  they've  fix'd  him  on  the  Wheel 

And  now  they  tear  him Murther!  perjur  d  Senate! 

Murther-— Oh! — hark  thee,  Traitrefs,  tnou  haft  done  this; 
Thanks  to  thy  Tears  and  faife  perfwading  Love. 
How  her  Eyes  fpeak!  O  thou  bewitching  Creature! 

[lumbl'mg  for  his  Dagier. 
Madnefs  can't  hurt  thee:  Come,  thou  little  Trembler, 
Creep  even  into  my  Heart,  and  there  lye  iafe  j 

*Tis  thy  own  Citadel hah yet  ftand  off, 

Heav'n  muft  have  Juftice,  and  my  broken  Vows 
Will  fink  me  elfe  beneath  its  reaching  Mercy  j 
ril  wink,  and  then  'tis  done 

Beh.  What  means  the  Lord 
Of  me,  my  Life  and  Love  ?  what's  in  thy  Bofom, 
Thou  grafpeft  at  fo?  nay,  why  am  I  thus  treated? 

iDraws  the  Dagger,  eprs  to  Stab  her. 
What  wilt  thou  do?  Ah  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffeir: 
Pity  thefe  panting  Breafts,  and  trembling  Limbs, 
That  us'd  to  clafp  thee  v/hen  thy  Looks  were  mildei;. 
That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  unpurg'd  Soul: 
And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  Darknefs. 

faff.  No,  BehUera,  when  we  parted  laft, 
I  gave  this  Dagger  with  thee  as  in  truft. 
To  be  thy  Portion  j  if  I  e'er  prov'd  Falfe. 
On  fuch  Condition  was  my  Truth  believ'd : 
But  now  *tis  forfeited,  and  muft  be  paid  for. 

[Offers  to  Stab  h»r  again, 

Belv.  Oh,  Mercy!  \Jmeling. 

Jaff".  Nay,  no  Strugling. 

£f/x'.  Now  then  kill  me. 

[Leaps  Hpw  his  Ne(k  a»d  Kiffes  him. 
While 
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while  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  Neck, 
Kifs  thy  revengeful  Lips,  and  die  in  Joys 
Greater  than  any  I  can  guefs  hereafter. 

Ja^.  I  am,  I  am  a  Coward  j  witnefs't  Heav*n, 
Witnefs  it,  Earth,  and  ev'ry  Being,  witnefs  j 
'Tis  but  one  Blow !  Yet,  by  immortal  Love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  Thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throws  away  the  Dagger  and  EmbrMti.  htr. 
The  Seal  of  Providence  is  lure  upon  theej 
And  thou  wert  Born  for  yet  unheard  of  Wonders : 
Oh  thou  wert  either  born  to  fave  or  damn  me ! 
By  all  the  Pov/er  that's  given  thee  o'er  my  Soul, 
By  thy  reliftlefs  Tears  and  conquering  Smiles, 
By  the  victorious  Love  that  fill!  waits  on  thee ; 
Fly  to  thy  cruel  Father  j  fave  my  Friend, 
Or  all  our  future  Quiet's  loft  for  ever  : 
Fall  at  his  Feet,  cling  round  his  reverend  Knees  j 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  Eyes,  and  with  thy  Tears 
Melt  his  hard  Heart,  and  wake  dead  Nature  in  him, 
Cruili  him  in  th'Arms,  Torture  him  with  thy  Softncfi: 
Kor,  'till  thy  Frayers  are  granted,  fet  him  free, 
Bnt  Cfinq^uer  him,  as  thou  hafi  Conquered  mef.  [Ex. 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Vnu]! /slus. 

WH  Y,  cruel  Heav'n,  have  my  unhappy  Days 
Been lengthen'd  to  this  fad  one?  Oh!  Dilhoi 


Diihoaour 

And  death lefs  Infamy  is  falln  upon  me. 
Was  it  my  Fault  ?  Am  I  Traitor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  Child,  my  Daughter,  wedded  j 
•There  my  beft  Blood  runs  foul,  and  a  Difeafe 
Incurable  has  feiz'd  upon  my  Memory, 
To  make  it  Rot  and  Stink  to  After-ages. 
Curs'd  be  the  fatal  Minute  when  I  got  her. 
Or  would  that  I'd  beea  mj  thing  bvt  Man, 

Aa4 


336     Venice  Preserved:  Or, 

And  rais'd  an  Iffue  which  would  ne'er  have  wrong'd  me. 
The  miferableil  Creatures  (Man  excepted) 
Are  not  the  lefs  eftecmM,  tho'  their  Pofterity 
Degenerate  from  the  Virtues  of  their  Fathers; 
The  vileft  Beafts  are  happy  in  their  OfF-fprings, 
While  only  Man  gets  Traitors,  Whores,  and  Villains. 
Curft  be  the  Names,  and  fome  fwift  Blow  from  Fate 
Lay  his  Head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten. 
E?i'ter  Bdvidera.  in  a  long  Mourning  Veil. 

Beh.  He's  there,  my  Father,  my  inhuman  Father, 
That,  for  three  Years,  has  left  an  only  Child 
Expos'd  to  all  the  Outrages  of  Fate, 
And  cruel  Ruin oh! 

Tri.  What  Child  of  Sorrow 
Art  thou  that  com'ft  thus  wrap'd  in  Weeds  of  Sadnefs, 
And  mov'ft  as  if  thy  Steps  were  towards  a  Grave  ? 

Beh.  A  Wretch,  who  from  the  very  top  of  HappineS 
Am  fall'n  into  the  loweft  Depths  of  Mifery, 
And  want  your  pitying  Hand  to  raife  me  up  again. 

Fri.  Indeed  thou  talk'ft  as  thou  hadft  tafted  Sorrows; 
Would  I  could  help  thee. 

Beh.  'Tis  greatly  in  your  Power: 
The  World  too  fpeaks  you  Charitable;  and  I, 
Who  ne'er  ask'd  Alms  before,  in  that  dear  hope 
Am  come  a  Begging  to  you.  Sir. 

Pri.  For  what? 

Beh.  Oh,  well  regard  me,  is  this  Voice  a  ftrange  one? 
Confider  too,  when  Beggars  once  pretend 
A  Cafe  like  mine,  no  little  will  content  'em. 

Fri.  What  would'ft  thou  Beg  for  ? 

Beh.  Pity  and  Forgivenefs.  [Throws  up  her  Veil, 

By  the  kind  tender  Names  of  Child  and  Father, 
Hear  my  Complaints,  and  take  me  to  your  Love. 

Pri.  My  Daughter  ? 

Beh.  Yes,  your  Daughter,  by  a  Mother 
Virtuous  and  Noble,  faithful  to  your  Honour, 
Obedient  to  your  Will,  kind  to  your  Wifhes, 
Dear  to  your  Arms.     By  all  the  Joys  fhe  gave  you. 
When  in  her  blooming  Years  flic  was  your  Treafure, 
Look  kindly  on  me;  in  my  Face  behold 

V  §  The 
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The  Lineaments  of  hers  you've  kifs'd  To  often, 
Pleading  the  Caufe  of  your  poor  caflsoff  Ciiild. 
Pr;.  Thou  art  my  Daughter. 

Belv,  Yes and  you've  oft  told  me 

With  Smiles  of  Love,  and  chafte  paternal  Kifles, 
I'd  much  Refemblance  of  my  Mother. 

Vn.  Oh! 
Hadfl  thou  inherited  her  matchlefs  Virtues 
I'd  been  too  blefs'd. 

Belu.  Nay,  do  not  call  to  Memory 
My  Difobedieoce,  but  let  Pity  enter 
Into  your  Heart,  and  quite  deface  th'ImprefHon. 
For  could  you  think  how  mine's  perplext,  what  Sadnefsj 
Fears  and  Delpairs  diflradl  the  Peace  within  me. 
Oh !  you  would  take  me  in  your  dear  dear  Arms, 
Hover  with  ftrong  Compaffion  o'er  your  young  One, 
To  fhelter  me  with  a  proteiting  Wing, 
From  the  black  gather'd  Storm,  that's  jult,  juft  breaking. 
PW.  Don't  talk  thus. 

Belv.  Yes,  I  muft,  and  you  mufl:  hear  too, 
I  have  a  Husband. 
Pn.  Damn  him. 
Belv.  Oh !  do  not  curfe  him ; 
He  v.'Guld  not  fpeak  fo  hard  a  word  towards  yon 
On  any  Termis,  howe'er  he  deal  with  me. 
Vri.  Hah!  what  means  my  Child? 
'Bdv.  Oh !  there's  but  this  fhort  moment 
'Twixt  me  and  Fate :  Yet  fend  me  not  with  Cnrffo 
Do7v'n  to  my  Grave  j  afford  me  one  kind  BlefTmg 
Before  we  part :  Juft  take  m.e  in  your  Arms, 
And  recomm.end  me  with  a  Prayer  to  Heavn, 

That  I  may  ci\^  in  Peace,  and  when  I'm  Dead ■■ 

Vrt.  How  my  Soul's  catch'd  ! 
I      Helv.  Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 
[  By  the  dear  Ai>.es  of  my  tender  Mother. 
i  She  would  have  pitied  me,  had  Fate  yet  fpar'd  her. 
!      Vn.  By  Heav'n,  my  aking  Heart  forebodes  much  MiichiC?. 
!  Tell  me  thy  ^iqy^,  for  I'm  ftili  thy  Father. 
I     Beh.  No,  Fm  contented, 
I     Vri.  Speak. 
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Belv.  Ko  matter. 
By^yonTlefsM'Heav'n,  my  Heart  runs  o'er  withFondnefs. 

Beh.  Oh! 

Pri.  Utter't.  tt    i      4 

Be/t;.  Oh  my  Husband,  my  dear  Husbanl 
Carries  a  Dagger  in  his  once  kind  Bofom, 
To  pierce  thellcart  of  your  poor  Belvtdem. 

Tri.  Kill  thee!  ,         r,,  ^^   ^  ■  u 

Beh.  Yes,  kill  me.  When  he  pafs  d  his  raith 
And  Covenant  againft  your  State  and  Senate  j 
He  gave  me  up  as  Hoftage  for  his  Truth : 
With  me  a  Dagger,  and  a  dire  Commimon, 
When  e'er  he  taii'd,  to  pi mge  it  through  this  Bofom. 
I  learnt  the  Danger,  chofe  the  Hour  ot  Love 
T' attempt  his  Heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  Honour. 
Great  Love  prevail'd,  and  blefs'd  me  wita  Succeisi 
He  came,  confefs'd,  betray'd  his  dearefr  Friends 
For  promis'd  Mercy.     Now  they're  doom  d  to  fuffer, 
Gall'd  with  remembrance  of  what  tnen  was  Iworn, 
7f  thcv  are  loft    he  vows  t'  appeate  tne  Cods 
^itlhirpm  L,fe,  and  mate  my  Blood  th' Atonement. 

Beiv.  Think  you  Taw  what  pafs'd  at  our  laft  partings 
-  Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  Lion, 
Pacing  the  Earthy  and  tearing  up  his  Steps. 
Fate  in  his  Eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  i'ain 
Of  burning  Fury  ;  think  you  faw  his  one  Hand 
Fix'd  on  ly  Throat,  whilft  the  extended  other 
Grafp'd  a  keen  threatning  Dagger ,  Ohi    twas  thus 
We  laft  embrac'di  when,  trembling  witn  Revenge, 
He  dras-g'd  me  to  the  Ground,  and  at  my  Bofom 
Prefentid  horrid  Deaths  cry'd  out.  My  tnends 
Where  are  my  Friends?  fwore,  wept,  rag'd,  threaten d, 

lov'd }  r       5  1 

Fo--  he  yet  lov'd,  and  that  dear  Love  preferv  d  me. 
To  this  laft  trial  ofaFadiers  Pity. 
I  fear  not  Death,  but  cannot  bear  a  Thought     ^^ 
Thar  that  dear  Hand  iliould  do  th' unfliendly  Oince, 
IJ  I  was  ever  then  your  Care,  now  hear  mej 
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Fly  to  the  Senate,  fave  the  promis'd  Lives 

Of  his  dear  Friends,  e'er  mine  be  made  the  Sacrihce. 

Tri.  Oh,  my  Heart's  Comfort] 

'Belv.  Will  you  not,  my  Father? 
Weep  not,  but  anfwer  me. 

Vrl.  By  Heav'n,  I  will.  ; 

Not  one  of  'em  but  what  fhall  be  immortal, 
Can'ft  thou  forgive  me  all  my  Follies  paft, 
I'll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  Father  ^  never. 
Never  more  thus  expofe,  but  cherifh  thee. 
Dear  as  the  vital  Warmth  that  ht^i.  my  Life. 
Dear  as  thefe  Eyes  that  weep  in  Fondnefs  o'er  thee. 
Peace  to  thy  Heart.     FareweL- 

Bzl-v.  Go,  and  rem.ember 
Tis  Bslviilera's  Life  her  Father  pleads  for,     [Ex.feverally. 

I^er  Antonio. 
Hum.  hum,  hih. 

Signior  Frluli,  my  Lord  Triuli,  my  Lord,  my  Lord, 
m.y  Lord :  Now  we  Lords  love  to  call  one  another  by 

our  Titles.     My  Lord,  my  Lord,   my  Lord Pox  on 

him,  I  am  a  Lord  as  well  as  he.  And  fo  let  him  Fid- 
dle — -  111  warrant  him  he's  gone  to  the  Senate-Houfe, 
and  ril  be  there  too,  focn  enough  for  iome  body.    Odd 

here's   a  tickling  Speech  about  the  Plot,   V\\  prove 

there's  a  Plot  with  a  Vengeance ^  Would  I  had  it  with- 
out Book;  let  me  fee 

Moft  Reverend  Senators. 
That  there  is  a  Plot,    lurely  by  this  time,   no  Man  that 
hath  Eyes  or  Undcrllanding  m  his  Head  will  prefume  to 

doubt  i   'tis  as  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Cucumber 

no— -hold  there -^ Cucumber  dees  not  come  in  yet 

-'tis  a?  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Sun,   or  as  the  Man 

m  the  Moon,  even  at  xNoon-day.  It  is  indeed  a  Pumpkin- 
Plot,  which,  juH:  as  it  was  Me!lovv,  we  have  gather'd, 
and  now  we  have  gather'd  it,  prepar'd  and  drefs'd  it, 
Ihall  we  throw  it  like  a  pickled  Cucumber  out  at  the 
WYadow?  No:  That  it  is  not  only  a  blocdy,  horrid,  exe- 
crable, damnable  and  audacious  Plot;  buc  it  is,  as  I  may  fo 
fay,  a  fawcy  Plot :  And  w-e  all  know,  moft  Reveieni 
Fathers,  that  what  is  Sawce  for  a  Goofe  is  Sawce  fcr  a 
P  2.  Gander; 
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Gander:  Therefore,  1  fay,  as  thofe  Blood-thirfty  Ganders 
of  the  Confpiracy  would  have  deftroyed  us  Geeie  ot  the 
Senate   let  us  make  hafte  to  dellroy  themj  fo  I  humbly 

move  for  Hanging hah,  hurry  durry  — I  think  this 

will  do  J  though  I  was  fomething  out  at  iirft,  about  the 
Sun  and  the  Cucumber. 

Enter  Aquilina. 
^qui.  Good-morrow,  Senator. 
^nt.  Nacky,  my  dear  Nackyj  Morrow  Nacky^  odd  I 

am  very  brisk,  very  merry,  very  pert,  very  jovial ha 

a  a  a  a- kifs  me  Nacky;  how  doft  thou  do  my  httle 

tory  rory  Strumpet  ?  kifs  me,  I  fay  Huzzy,  kifs  me 

Aqui,  Kifs  me,  Nacky!  hang  you,  Sir  Coxcomb,  hang 
vou,  Sir.  ' 

Ant.  Hairy  taity,  is  it  fo  indeed  ?  with   all  my  Heart, 

faith -Hey,  then  up  go  we,  faith Hey,  then  up  go -we, 

dum  dum  derum  dump.  [Sings. 

Aqui.  Signior. 
Ant.  Madona. 

Aqui.Do  you  intend  to  die  in  your  Bed? 

Ant.  About  threcfcore  Years  hence  much  may  be  done, 
my  Dear. 

AqHi.  You'll  be  hang'd,  Signior. 

Ant.  Hang'd,  Sweet-heart,  prithee  be  quiet,  hang'd 
quoth-a,  that^s  a  merry  conceit,  v/ith  all  my  Heart;  why, 
thou  jok'it,  Nacky;  thou  art  given  to  joking,  I'll  fwear; 
well  I  proteft,  Nacky,  nay,  I  muft  proteft,  and  will  pro- 
teft  that  I  love  joking  dearly,  Man.  And  I  love  thee  for 
joking,  and  I'll  kifs  thee  for  joking,  and  towfe  thee  for 
lokinS;  and  odd,  I  have  a  deviliili'Mind  to  take  thee  afide 
about^that  Bufmefs  for  joking  too;  odd  I  have,  and  Hey 
then  up  TO  n>e,  dura  dum  derum  dump.  [Stngs. 
Aqui.  See  you  this,  Sir  ?  [Drams  a  Dagger. 
Ant.  O  Laud,  a  Dagger!  Oh  Laud!  it  is  naturally  my 
Averiion,  I  cannot  endure  the  fight  on't;  hide  it,  for  Hea- 
ven's fake,  1  cannot  look  that  way  'till  it  be  gone 

hide  it,  hide  it,  oh,  oh,  hide  it/ 

Aqui.  Yes,  in  your  Heart,  I'll  hide  it. 

Ant.  My  Heart;   what,  hide  a  Dagger  m  my  Heart V 

blood ! 

Amt, 
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^qui.  Yes,  in   thy  Heart,  thy  Throat,  thou  pamper'd 
Devil ; 
Thou  haft  help'd  tofpoil  my  Peace,  and  Til  have  Vengeance 
On  thy  curft  Life,  for  all  the  bloody  Senate, 
The  perjur'd  faithlefs  Senate :  Where's  my  Lord, 
My  Hap'pinefs,  my  Love,  my  God,  my  Hero, 
Doom'd  by  thy  accurfed  Tongue,  amongfi  the  reft, 
T'  a  fhameful  Rack?  By  all  the  Rage  that's  in  me, 
ril  be  whole  Years  in  rnurthering  thee. 

Af7t.  Why,  Nacky, 
Wherefore  fo  paflionate  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  what's  the. 
matter  my  dear  Nacky?  Am  not  I  thy  Love,  thy  Happi- 
nels,  thy  Lord,  thy  Hero,  thy  Senator,  and  every  thing  in 
the  World,  Nacky? 

^^.'/i.Thou!  think'ft  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  meet  my  Joys 3 
To  Lear  the  eager  Clalps  of  my  Embraces.? 
Give  me  my  Pierre,  or— 

A?it.  Why,  he's  to  be  hang'd,  little  Nacky  j 
Trui^s'd  up  for  Treafon,  and  lb  forth,  Child. 

j^qui.  Thou  ly'ftj  flop  down  thy  Throat  that  Hcllifh 
Or  'cis  thy  laft:  Swear  that  my  Love  fhalliive,  (Sentence, 
Or  thou  art  dead. 

Ant.  Ah,  h  h  h. 

Aqui.  Swear  to  recall  his  Doomj 
Swear  at  my  Feet,  and  tremble  at  my  Fury. 

Afit.  I  doj  now  if  flie  would  but  kick  a  little  bit,  one 
Ah,  h  h  h.  (kick,  now, 

Aqtii.  Swear,  or— ^ 

Ant.  I  do,  by  thefe  dear  fragrant  Foots 
.And  little  Toes,  fweetas,  eeee,  my  Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky. 

Aqui.  How  !  (and  troth. 

Ant.  Nothing  but  unty  thy  Shoe-ftring  a  little,  faith 
That's  all,  that's  all,  as  I  hope  to  live,  Nacky,  that's  all. 

Aqhi.  Nay,  then 

Ant.  Hold,  hold  j  thy  Love,  thy  Lord,  thy  Hero 
Shall  be  preferv'd  and  fafe. 

Aqui.  Or  may  this  Poniard 
Ruft  in  thy  Heart. 

Ant,  With  all  my  Soal. 

.^^«i.  Farewell— —  [Ex,  Aquil 

P  5  ^rft. 
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Ant.    Adieu.  Why  what  a  bloody- minded  inveterate 
termagant  Strumpet  have  I  been  plagu'd  with !  oh,  h  h ! 

Yet  more!  nay,  then  I  die,  I  die 1  am  dead  already. 

[Stretches  ont  himfelf. 
'Enter  Jafifeir. 

7^jf.  Final  Deftruftion  feize  on  all  the  World : 
Bend  down,  ye  Heav'ns,  and  (hutting  round  this  Earth, 
Crufh  the  vile  Globe  into  its  firft  Conflifion  j 
Scorch  it  with  Elemental  Flames  to  one  curs'd  Cindar, 
And  all  us  little  Creepers  in't  call'd  Men, 
Burn,  burn  to  nothing:  but  let  Venice  burn 
Hotter  than  ull  the  reft :  here  kindle  Hell, 
Ne'er  to  extinguifhj  and  let  Souls  hereafter 
Groan  here,  in  all  thofe  Pains  which  mine  feels  now. 
"Enter  Belvidera. 

"Beh).  My  Life {Meeting  hm. 

J-ajf.  My  Plague {Tttrningfrom  h^r. 

Belv.  Nay  then  I  fee  my  Ruin : 
If  I  mufc  die! 

^af.  No,  Death's  this  day  too  buiie; 
Thy  Father's  ili-tim'd  Mercy  came  too  late. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  Labours  tho',  and  him  too. 
But  all  my  poor  betray 'd  unhappy  Friends 
Have  Summons  to  prepare  for  Fate's  black  Hourj 
And  yet  I  live. 

Belv.  Then  be  the  next  my  Doom : 
I  fee  thou  haft  pafs'd  my  Sentence  in  thy  Heart, 
And  I'll  no  longer  weep  or  plead  againft  it. 
But  with  the  humbleft,  moft  obedient  Patience 
Meet  thy  dear  Hands,  and  kifs  'em  when  they  wound  me. 
Indeed  1  am  willing,  but  I  beg  thee  do  it 
With  fome  remorfcj  and  when  thou  giv'ft  the  Blow, 
View  me  with  Eyes  of  a  relenting  Love, 
And  fhew  me  Pity,  for  'twill  fweeten  Juftice. 

^aff.  Shew  Pity  to  thee ! 

Bel.  Yes  J  and  when  thy  Hand's 
Charg'd  with  my  Fate,  come  trembling  to  the  Deed, 
As  thou  haft  done  a  thoufand  thoufand  dear  times 
To  this  poor  Breaft,  when  kinder  Rage  has  brought  thee. 
When  our  fting'd  Hearts  have  leap'd  to  meet  each  other, 

An<i 
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And  melting  KiiTes  feal'd  our  Lips  together  ^ 

When  Toys  have  left  me  gaiping  in  thy  Arms: 

So  let  my  Death  come  no  .y,  and  I'll  not  Hirink  from  t. 

y.tjf.  Nay,  BehiJen^,  do  aot  fear  my  Cruelty, 
Nor  let  the  Thoughts  of  Death  perplex  thy  Fanc/j 
But  anfwer  me  to  what  I  Ihall  demand. 
With  a  firm  Temper  and  unfliaken  Spirit. 

Beh.  I  will  when  I've  done  Weeping 

faf.  Fie,  no  more  on't 

How  long  is't  fince  that  miferable  day 
We  wedded  firll? 
Beh.  Oh !  h  h. 

f^.jf.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  Tears,  "  ' 

Left  they  unman^  me  too. 

Beh.  Hezv'n  knows,  I  cannot j 
The  Words  you  utter  found  fo  very  fadly, 

Thefe  Streams  will  follow 

J^:f.  Come,  Til  kifs  'em  dry  then. 
Belv.  But  was't  a  nriiferable  day  f 
ja^.  A  curf:  one. 

Belv.  I  tho-ught  it  othcfwifej  and  you've  oft  fworn 
In  the  tranfporting  Hours  of  warmeft  Love,  _  . 

When  fure  you  fpoke  the  truth,  you've  fworn  you  blefs'dit* 
Jaf.  'Twas  a  rafh  Oath. 
Beh.  Then  why  am  I  not  curft  too? 
Jaf.  No,  Beh'idera;  by  th'  eternal  Truth, 
Idoat  with  too  much  Fondnefs. 

Beh,  Still  fo  kind ! 
Still  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

J-dff.  Nature,  in  her  Workings, 
Inclines  not  with  more  ardour  to  Creation, 
Than  I  do  now  towards  thee :  Man  ne'er  was  blefs'd. 
Since  the  firft  Pair  firft  met,  as  I  have  been. 
Beh.  Tlitn  fure  you  will  not  curfe  me. 
Jaff.  No,  ril  blefs  thee. 
I  cam.e  en  purpofe,  Behidera,  to  blefs  thee. 
'Tis  now,  I  think,  three  Years  we've  liv'd  together.* 

Beh.  And  may  no  fatal  Minute  ever  part  us, 
'Till  Reverend  grown,  for  Age  and  Love,  we  go 
Down  to  one  Grave,  as  our  laft  Bed,  together  3 

P  4,  "  There 
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There  fleep  in  Peace  'till  an  eternal  Morning. 

Jaf.  When  will  that  be  ?  [Sighing, 

Belv.  I  hope  long  Ages  hence. 

Jaf.  Have  I  not  hitherto  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 
Thy  very  fears)  us'd  thee  with  tender'll:  Love? 
Did  e'er  my  Soul  rife  up  in  Wrath  againft  thee  ? 
Did  I  e'er  frown  when  Belvidera  fmil'd, 
Or,  by  the  leaft  unfriendly  word,  betray 
Abating  PafiTion  ?  have  I  ever  wrong'd  thee  ? 

JBeh.  No. 

yaff".  Has  my  Heart,  or  have  my  Eyes  e'er  wandcr'd 
To  any  other  Woman  ? 

Seh.  Never,  never 1  were  the  worfc  of  falfe  Ones , 

fl^ould  I  accufe  thee. 
I  own  Tve  been  too  Happy,  blefs'd  above 
My  Sexes  Charter. 

^ajf.  Did  I  not  fay  I  came  to  blefs  thee  ? 

JBeiv.  Yes. 

Jaff.  Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Hcav'n ; 
Pour  down  your  BlcfTings  on  this  beauteous  Head, 
Where  everlafting  Sweets  are  always  fpringing, 
With  a  continual  giving  Haed  ;  let  Peace, 
Honour,  and  S^kty  always  hover  round  her  j 
Feed  her  with  Plenty,  let  her  Eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  fight  of  Sorrov/,  nor  her  Heart  know  Mourning : 
Crown  all  her  Days  Vv/ith  Joy,  her  Nights  with  Red, 
Harmlcfs  as  her  own  Thoughts  5  and  prop  her  Virtue, 
To  bear  the  lofs  of  one  that  too  much  lov'd  ^ 
And  comfort  her  with  Patience  in  our  partirg. 

^^/t/'.  How,  parting,  parting? 

Jaff,  Yes,  for  ever  partings 
I  have  fworn,  Belvidera,  by  yon  Heav'n, 
That  heft  can  tell  how  much  I  lofe,  to  leave  thee, 
We  part  this  Hour  for  ever. 

Beh.  Oh,  call  back 
Your  cruel  Bleffingj  flay  with  me  and  Curfe  me! 

Jflf.  No,  'tis  refolv'd. 

Beh.  Then  hear  me  too,  juft  Heav'nj 
Pour  dov/n  your  Curies  on  this  wretched  Head 
With  never-ceafing  Vengeance ^  let  Dcfpair, 

Dajiger, 
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Danger,  or  Infamy,  nay  all  furround  mej 

Starve  me  with  wantingsj  let  my  Eyes  ne'er  fee 

A  fight  of  Comfort,  nor  my  Heart  know  Peace, 

But  dafh  my  Days  with  Sorrow,  Nights  with  Horrours 

Wild  as  my  own  Thoughts  now,  and  let  loofe  Fury 

To  make  me  mad  enough  for  what  I  lofe. 

If  I  muft  lofe  him.  If  I  muft !  I  will  not. 

Oh  turn  and  hear  me.' 

Jdjf.  Now  hold,  Heart,  or  never. 

Beh.  By  all  the  tender  Days  weVe  liv'd  together, 
By  all  our  charming  Nights,  and  Joys  that  crown'd  ^em, 
Pity  my  fad  Condition 3  foeak,  but  fpeak. 

7af.Oh,hh\  ^ 

Bah.  By  thefe  Arms  that  now  cling  round  thy  Neck, 
By  this  dear  Kifs,  and  by  ten  thoufand  more. 
By  thefe  poor  dreaming  Eyes 

'fajf.  Murther!  un-hold  me: 
By  th'  im.mortal  Deftiny  that  doomed  me 

[Draws  his  Da^ui'f. 
To  this  cars  d  Minute,  I'll  not  live  one  longer 3 
Refolve  to  let  me  go,  or  fee  me  fall 

Bdv.  HoW,  Sir,l:>e  patient. 

Ja^  Hark,  the  difmal  Bell  {Vajjlng-Ball  TowU- 

Towls  out  for  Death!  I  muft  attend  its  Call  tooj 
For  my  poor  Friend,  my  dying  Pierre  expeds  me. 
He  fent  a  MefTage  to  require  Vd  fee  him 
Before  he  dy'd,  and  take  his  laft  Forgivenefs. 
Farewell  for  ever. 

Beh.  Leave  thy  Dagger  with  me. 

Bequeath  me  fomething Not  one  Kifs  at  parting? 

Oh  my  poor  Heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

^  ^  ^     ^  {Going  out,  looks  back  at  her. 

faff.  Yet  Itay. 

We  have  a  Child,  as  yet  a  tender  Infant 

Be  a  kmd  iMother  to  him  when  I  am  Pone 

Breed  him  in  Virtue  and  the  Paths  of  Honour 

But  let  him  never  know  his  Father's  Story  • 

l^^^Tl^^l  ^""^'"^  ^'"^  ^'^^  ^^^e  Wrongs'  my  Fate 
May  do  his  future  Fortune,  or  his  Name 

nri~7~'''T'  ^'' [^p^oaching  each  other. 

Oh  that  my  Arms  were  riverted 

P  S  Thus 
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Thus  round  thee  ever !  but  my  Friends,  my  Oath! 
This,  and  no  more.  C^'/"  ^''^' 

Beh,  Another,  fure  another. 
For  that  poor  Little  One  you've  ta'en  fuch  Care  ot, 
I'll  give't  him  truly. 

Jaff.  So,  now  farewel. 

Beh.  For  ever? 

Jaf.  Heav'n  knows  for  ever  3  all  good  Angels  guard  thee. 

Beh.  All  ill  ones  fure  had  charge  of  me  this  moment. 
Curft  be  my  Days,  and  doubly  Curft  my  Nights, 
Which  I  mufl  now  mourn  out  in  Widow'd  Tearsj 
Blafted  be  every  Herb,  and  Fruit,  and  Treej 
Curft  be  the  Rain  that  falls  upon  the  Earth, 
And  may  the  general  Curfe  reach  Man  and  Beaftj 
Oh  give  me  Daggers,  Fire  or  Water  i 
How  I  could  Bleed,  how  Burn,  how  Drown,  the  Waves 
Huzzing  and  Booming  round  my  finking  Head, 
Till  I  defcended  to  the  peaceful  Bottom  ! 
Oh  there's  all  Quiet,  here  all  Rage  and  Furyj 
The  Air's  too  thin,  aud  pierces  my  weak  Brain  t 
I  long  for  thick  fubftantial  Sleep:  Hell!  Hell! 
Burft  from  the  Centre,  Rage  and  Roar  aloud. 
If  thou  ar:  half  fo  Hot,  fo  Mad  as  I  am.. 
Enter  Priuli  and  Servants. 
Who's  there  ?  [^^T  ^'^^^  ^^^^ 

Frf.  Run,  feize,  and  bring  her  fafely  home. 
Guard  her  as  you  would  Life :  Alas  poor  Creature  1  _ 

Beh.  What,  to  my  Husband  ?  then  condu6t  me  quickly  : 
Are  all  things  ready  ?  Ihali  we  Die  moft  Glorioufiy  r 
Say  not  a  Word  of  this  to  my  old  Father : 
:^lurmuring  Streams,  foft  Shades,  and  fpringing  Flowers, 
Lutes,  Laurels,  Seas  of  Milk,  and  Ships  of  Amber.  [Ex. 
SCENE  opening,  difcovers  a  Scafold  am!  a  Wheel  prepared 
for  the  Executing  ^/Pierre 3  then  enter  Officers,  Vicntand 

Guards,  a  Frier,  Execui-ioner,  and  a  great  Rabble. 

Offi.  Room,  room  there ftand  all  by,   make  room. 

for  the  Prifoncr. 

Pier.  My  Friend  not  come  yet? 

:^^th.  V/hy  are  you  fo  ObIl-na.:e  ?  Tier, 
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Pier.  Why  you  Co  Troublefome,  that  a  poor  Wretch 
Can't  die  in  Peace, 
But  you,  hke  Ravens,'  will  be  croaking  round  h  m?  — 

Fath.  Yet,  Heav'n 

Fier.  I  tell  thee,  Heav'n  and  I  are  Friends: 
I  ne'er  broke  Peace  with't  yet  by  Cruel  Murthers, 
Rapine  or  Perjury,  or  vile  Deceiving: 
But  liv'd  in  moral  juftice  towards  all  Men ; 
Nor  am  a  Fee  to  the  moft  flrong  Believers, 
Howe'er  my  own  fhort-fighted  Faith  conFinc  me, 

Fath.  But  an  All-ieeing  fudge 

Fier.  You  fay  my  Confcience 
Muft  be  my  Accufer:  I  have  fearch'd  that  Confcience, 
And  find  no  Records  there  of  Crimes  that  fcare  me » 

Fath.  'Tis  ftrange  you  fhould  want  Faith, 

Fier,.  You  want  to  kad 
My  Reafon  blindfold,  like  a  Hampered  Lion, 
Checked  of  its  Nobler  Vigour  5  then  when  Baited 
Down  to  obedient  Tamenefs,  make  it  Couch, 
And  fhew  ftrange  Tricks,    which  you  call  figns  of  Faith. 
So  filly  Souls  are  gull'd,  and  you  get  iMony. 
Away,  no  more:  Captain,  I'd  have  hereafter 
This  Fellow  write  no  Lies  of  my  Converiion, 
Becaufc  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  hours, 
Eraer  Jaffeir. 

Jaf  Hold;  Eyes  be  dry i 
Heart,  flrcngthen  mc  to  bear 
This  hideous  light,  and  humble  m.e ;  Take 
The  laft  forgivenefs  of  a  Dying  Friend, 
Betray'd  by  my  vile  FiUifiood  to  his  Pvuin, 
Oh  Fierre! 

Fier.  Yet  nearer. 

J'ltff'.  Crav/ling  on  my  Knees^ 
And  proflrate  on  the  Earth,  let  me  approach  th?e:  ^ 

How  fliall  I  look  up  to  thy  injur'd  Face,  , 

That  always  us'd  to  fmile  with  Friendfhip  on  me?        *i^i--5 
It  darts  an  Air  of  fo  much  Manly  Virtue, 
That  I,  mechinks,  look  little  in  thy  fight, 
Aud  Stripes  are  fitter  for  me,  thaxi  EmcRces, 

Fitf. 
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Tier.  Dear  to  my  Arms,  tho'  thou'ft  undone  my  Fame 
I  can't  forget  to  love  thee:  prithee  fajfeir, 
Fcrgive  that  filthy  Blow  my  Paflion  dealt  theej 
1  am  now  preparing  for  the  Land  of  Peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  wiflies 
Of^li  good  iMen,  like  thee,  to  blefs  my  Journey. 

f/iff.  Good !  I  am  the  vilefl:  Creature,  worfe  than  e'er 
Suffered  the  fhameful  Fate  thou'rt  going  to  taftc  of. 
Why  v/as  I  fent  for  to  be  us'd  thus  kindly  ? 
Call,  call  me  Villain,  as  I  am ;  defcribe 
The  foul  Complexion  of  my  hateful  Deeds; 
Lead  me  to  th'  Rack,  and  rtretch  me  in  thy  flead, 
I've  Crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  Load, 
And  do  it  Credit:  thou  v/ilt  but  fpoil  the  ufe  on't. 
And  honefl  Men  hereafter  bear  its  Figure 
About  'em  as  a  Charm  from  treacherous  Fricndlhip. 

Offi.  The  tim.e  grows  fhort,  your  Friends  arc  dead  already, 

>/.  Dead!  ^ 

Fier.  Yes,  dead,  y^/^/rj  they've  all  dy'd  like  Men  too. 
Worthy  their  Charader. 

^aff.  And  what  muft  I  do  ? 

fier.  Oh,  fafeir! 

Jaf,  Speak  aloud  thy  burthen'd  Soul, 
And  tell  thy  Troubles  to  thy  tortur'd  Friend. 

rier.  Friend !   Could'ft  thou  yet  be  a  Friend,   a  Gene- 
rous  Friend, 
I  might  hope  Comfort  from  thy  Noble  Sorrows. 
Heav'n  knows  I  want  a  Friend. 

y^jf.  And  I  a  kind  one, 
That  would  not  thus  fcorn  my  repenting  Virtue, 
Cr  think  when  Yve's  to  die,  my  Thoughts  are  Idle, 

P/^r.  No!  Live,  I  charge  thee,  J^feir. 


\ 


J4\  Yes,  I  will  Live. 


But  ir  Ihall  be  to  fee  thy  Fall  reveng'd 

At  fuch  a  rate,  as  Vmke  Ion?  (hall  groan  for/ 

rier.  Wilt  thou?  ^ 

>jf.  I  will,  by  Heav'n. 

^tur.  Then  llili  thou  rt  Noble, 

And 
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And  I  forgive  thee.    Oh yet fhall  I  truft  thee  ? 

Ja^.  No,  I've  been  falfe  already. 

Fier.  Do'll  thou  love  me  ? 

Jajf.  Rip  up  my  Heart,  and  fatisfie  thy  Doubtings. 

Tier.  Curfe  on  this  Weaknefs.  [He  Wee^s. 

y^f.  Tears!  Amazement!  Tears! 
I  never  faw  thee  m^elted  thus  before ; 
And  know  there's  fomething  labouring  in  thy  Bofom 
That  mufl  have  Vent:  tho'  I  am  a  Villain,  tell  me. 

Fier.  See'ft  thou  that  Engine?        [Fomting  to  the  Wheel. 

Jajf.  Why? 

Fier.  Is't  fit  a  Soldier,  who  has  Hv'd  with  Honour, 
Fought  Nations  Quarrels,  and  been  Crown'd  with  Obn- 
Be  expos'd  a  common  Carkafs  on  a  Wheel  ?  (Q^^ieii;? 

J4.  Hah! 

Fier.  Speak,  is't  fitting? 

Jaff.  FittiBg? 

Fier.  Is't  fit  a  Soldier,  who  has  liv'd  with  Honour, 
Fought  Nations  Quarrels,  and  been  Crown'd  Vv'ith  Con- 
Be  expos'd  a  common  Carkafs  on  a  Wheel  ?  (queftj 

Jaff.  Hah! 

Fier.  Speak !  is't  fitting  ? 

>jf.  Fitting? 

Fier.  Yes,  is't  fitting? 

Jaf.  What's  to  be  done? 

Fier.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Something  that's  Noble,  to  preferve  my  Memory 
From  the  Difgrace  that's  ready  to  Attaint  it. 

Offi.  The  Day  grows  late,  Sir. 

Fier.  I'll  make  hafte  !  Oh  Jag'eir, ' 
Though  thou'ft  Betray'd  me,  do  me  fome  way  Juftice.    . 

Jaff.  No  more  of  that:  Thy  Wifnes  fhall  be  fatisfy'dj 
I  have  a  V/ife,  and  flie  fhall  Bleed  j  my  Child  too 
Yield  up  his  little  Throat,  and  all 

T'appeafe  thee 

[Going  ftwxy  Pierre  holds  him, 

Fkr.  No this no  more!       [m  whiff ers  Taffeir, 

y^jf.  Hah!  Is't  then  fo? 

Fie> 
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Tier.  Moft  certainly, 

faff.  VWdot. 

Tier.  Remember. 

Offi.  Sir. 

Tier,  Come,  now  I'm  ready. 

[He  and  Jaffeir  afcendthe  Scaffold, 
Captain,  you  fhould  be  a  Gentleman  of  Honour, 
Keep  off  the  Rabble,  that  I  may  have  room 
To  entertain  my  Fate,  and  die  with  Decency. 
Come !  [Takes  off  his  Gown,  Executioner  prepares  tob'mdhim, 

Fath.  Son! 

Tier.  Hence  Tempter. 

Offi.  Stand  off,  Prieft. 

Tier.  J  thank  you,  Sir  j 
You'll  think  on't?  [To  Jaffeir. 

faff.  'Twon't  grow  ftale  before  to-morrow. 

Tier,  Now,  f^^'r'  now  I  am  going.     Nowj — -- 

[Executioner  having  bound h'lm, 

Jaff.  Have  at  thee, 

Thou  honefi  Heart,  then here [Stabs  htm. 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Then  Stabs  himfelf 

Fath.  Damnable  Deed ! 

Tier,  Now  thou  haft  indeed  been  Faithful. 
This  was  done  nobly- — We  have  deceived  the  Senate. 

yajf.  Bravely. 

Tier.  Ha  ha  iia oh  oh C-^'*^ ' 

fafi.  Now  ye  Curs'd  Rulers, 
Thus  of  the  Blood  y'ave  fhed  1  make  Libation^ 
And  fprinkle't  mingling:  May  it  reft  upon  you, 
And  all  your  Race :  De  henceforth  Peace  a  Stranger 
Within  your  Walls ;  let  Plagues  and  Famine  wafte 
Your  Generations — O  poor  Belvidera  1 
Sir,  I  have  a  Wife,  bear  this  in  fafety  to  her. 
A  Token,  that  with  my  dying  Breath  I  Blefs'd  her, 
And  the  dear  little  Infant  left  behind  me. 
I  am  fiek—  -I'm  quiet [Jaffeir  Dies, 

Offi.  Bear  this  News  to  the  Senate, 
And  guard  their  Bodies  'till  there's  farther  Order: 

Heav'n  grant  I  die  fo  vvcU [Scene  Jhuts  upon  them. 

Sefi 
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Soft  Mujick.     Er.ter  Belvidera  dijlmcied,  led  by  two  of  her 

Momm,  Priuli  a-nd  Seri tints. 

Tri.  Strengthen  her  Heart  with  F^tience,  pitying  Heav'n. 

Beh.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay  come  to  Bed, 
Prithee  my  Love.  The  Winds;  hark  how  they  whiftle? 
And  the  Rain  beats:  Oh  how  the  Weather  fhrinks  me! 
You  are  Angry  now,  who  cares?  Pifh,  no  indeed. 
Chufe  then,  I  lay  you  fhall  not  go,  you  fhall  not. 
Whip  your  Ill-nature;  get  you  gone  then ;  oh! 

[Jafifeir'/  Ghoft  rifes. 

re  you  return'd  ?  See,  Father,  here  he's  come  again, 

m  I  to  bjame  to  love  him  ?  Oh  thou  dear  one. 

[Ghofi  fmh\ 
Why  do  you  fly  me?  Are  you  Angry  ffill  then? 
yajfeir,  where  art  thou?  Father,  why  do  you  do  thus? 
Stand  off,  don't  hide  him  from  me.  He's  here  fomewhere. 
Stand  off  I  fay:  W^hat,  gone?  Remember't  Tyrant; 
1  may  revenge  my  fclf  for  this  Trick  one  Day. 

ril  do't I'll  do'Y.    RemuU's  a  naf?y  Fellow j 

Hang  him,  hang  him,  hang  him. 

Enier  Oficer  md  ethers. 

Tri.  News,  what  News  ?  [Officer  rohif^ers  Priuli^ 

Offi.  Moft  fad,  Sir. 
yp-ffeir,  upon  the  Scaffold,  to  prevent 
A  Ihameful  Death,  ftabb'd  Vierre,  and  next,  himfelf; 
Both  fell  tc^ether. 

Tri.  Daughter. 

Belv.  Ha,  look  there! 
[The  Gbofl  (?/ Jaffeir  and  Pierre  r:Je  together  beth  Bloody. 
My  Husband  Bloody,  and  his  Friend  too!  Murtheri 
Who  has  done  this?  fpeak  to  me  thou  fad  Vilion; 

[Ghopfir.k. 

On  thefe  poor  trembling  Knees  I  beg  it:  vanifh'd . 

Here  they  went  down;  Oh!  Til  dig,  d\2^  the  Den  up. 
You  fhan't  delude  me  thus.     Hoa,  fafeir,  fafeir^ 
Peep  up  aad  give  me  but  a  Lock.     I  have  him! 
I've  got  him,  Father:  Oh!   now  how  Fii  fmuggle  him' 
My  Love!  my  Dear!  my  BlelTing!  hdp  me!  help  mei' 

Tkej 
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They  have  hold  on  me,  and  drag  me  to  the  Bottom. 
Nay now  they  pull  fo  hard farewel \Shz  dies. 

Maid.  She's  Dead, 
Breathlefs  and  Dead. 

Pri.  Then  guard  me  from  the  Sight  on't: 
Lead  me  into  feme  place  that's  fxt  for  Mourning  j 
Where  the  free  Air,  Light,  and  the  chearful  Sun 
May  never  enter :  Hang  it  round  with  Black  j 
Set  up  one  Taper  that  may  laft  a  Day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live:  And  there  all  leave  me; 


Sparing  no  Tears  when  you  this  Tale  relate. 
But  bid  all  cruel  Tat  hen  dread  my  Tate, 


[Curtain  falls. 
[£a,'.  Omnes, 


EPI 


E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E. 

T^//£  Text  is  done,  and  now  for  application^ 

And  -when  thafs  ended^  pafs  your  Approbation^ 
Though  the  Confpiracfs  prevented  here^ 
Methinks  I  fee  another  hatching  there ; 
j4:-^d  there's  a  certain  Fadion  fain  would  Sway^  1 
If  they  had  Strength  enough^  and  dan^n  this  Play :  > 
But  this  the  Author  bad  me  boldly  fay  \  J 

Jf  any  take  this  Plainnefs  in  ill  part 
He's  glad  ont  from  the  Bottom  of  his  Heart ; 
Toets  in  honour  of  the  Truth  fiould  write ^ 
With  the  fame  Spirit  brave  Men  for  it  Fight. 
And  though  againft  him  caufelefs  Hatreds  rife,      'y 
And  daily  where  he  goes  of  late ^  he  fpies  > 

The  Scowles  of  full  en  and  revengeful  Eyes;  J 

^Tis  what  he  knows,  with  much  Contempt,  to  hear. 
And  ferves  a  Caufe  too  good  to  let  him  fear  : 
He  fears  no  Poifon  from  an  incens'd  Drah, 
No  Ruffian's  five-foot  Sword,  nor  Rafcal's  Stah\ 
Nor  any  other  Snares  of  M'lf chief  laid. 
Not  a  Rofe-Alley-CudgeUAmbufcade, 
From  any  private  Caufe  where  Malice  Reigns, 
Or  general  Pique  all  Blockheads  have  to  Brains  : 
Nothing  /hail  daunt  his  Pen  when  Truth  does  call  •» 
No,  not  the  *  Pidure-mangler  at  Guild-Hall. 
*  The  Rafcal  that  cut  the  Duke  of  Xork\  Picture. 

The 
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I'he  Rebel-Tribe,  of  which  that  Vermin's  one^ 
Have  mvJ  fet  forvjard,  and  their  Courfe  begun'. 
And  -while  that  Princess  Figure  they  Deface^ 

As  they  before  had  Maffacred  his  Name, 
Burfi  their  bafe  Fears  but  look  him  in  the  Face^ 

Theyd  ufe  his  Perfon  as  they've  Ui'd  his  Fame: 
A  Face  in  which  fitch  Lineaments  they  read 
Of  that  Great  Martyr's,  whofe  rich  Blood  theyShedy 
"That  their  Rebellious  Hate  they /till  retain, 
And  in  his  Son  would  Murther  him  again. 
With  Indignation  then,  let  each  brave  Heart 
Rouze,  and  unite,  to  take  his  injur'' d  Part ; 
'Till  Royal  Love  and  Goodnefi  call  him  home. 
And  Songs  of  Triumph  meet  him  as  he  come ; 
'Till  Heai'n  his  Honour,  and  our  Peace  reftore^ 
And  FiUains  never  wrong  his  Firtne  more. 
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1 

Y  much  lov'd  Friend,  when  thou  art 

from  my  Eyes, 
How  do  I  loath  the  Day,  and  Light 

defpife  ? 
Night,  kinder  Night's  the  much  more 

welcome  Gueft, 
For  though  it  bring  fmall  Eafe,  it  hides 

atleafti 
Or  if  e'er  Slumbers  and  my  Eyes  agree, 
Tis  when  they're  crown'd  with  pleailng  Dreams  of  thee, 
Laft  Night  methought  (Heav'n  make  the  next  as  kind) 
Free  as  firft  Innocence,  and  unconfin'd 
As  our  firft  Parents  in  their  I-den  were. 
E'er  yet  condemn'd  to  eat  their  Bread  with  Carej 
We  two  together  wander'd  through  a  Grove,  7 

'Twas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  Shade  above,'  S 

Mild  as  our  Friendfnip,  fpringing  as  our  Love'j  \ 

Hundreds  of  chearful  Birds  fiU'd  every  Tree, 
And  fang  their  joyful  Songs  of  Liberty; 
While  thro'  the  gladfome  Choire  well  pleas'd  we  walk'd, 
And  of  our  prefent  valu'd  State  thus  talk'd : 
How  happy  are  we  in  this  fweet  Retreat  ? 
Thus  humbly  blefl,  v/ho'd  labour  to  be  great  f 
Who  for  Preferments  at  a  Court  would  wait,' 
Where  every  Gudgeon's  nibbhng  at  the  Bait? 

What 
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what  Fim  of  Senfe  would  on  that  Shallow  Ije, 

Amongft  the  little  ftarving  wrigglmg  Frye 

That  throng  and  crowd  each  other  lOr  a   ialte 

Of  the  decatfal,  painted,  poifon'd  Paftci 

When  the  wide  River  he  behind  him  ^es, 

Where  he  may  launch  to  Liberty  and  Eaie? 

No  Cares  or  Bufmefs  here  difturb  our  Hours, 

While  underneath  thefe  ftady,  peaceful  Bowers, 

In  cool  Delight  and  Innocence  we  flray, 

And  midil  a  thoufand  Pleasures  wafte  the  Day; 

Sometimes  upon  a  River's  Bank  we  lye, 

Where  skimming  Swallows  o'er  the  Surface  fly ; 

Tuft  a^  the  Sun  declining,  with  his  Beams, 

Kiire<;    and  gently  warms  the  gliding  Streams  3 

Amidft  whofe  Current  rifing  Filh.es  play, 

And  jowl  in  wanton  Liberty  away. 

Pch-^ps    hard  bv  there  grows  a  littie  Bulb, 

On  which  the  Lmnet,  Nightingale  and  TliruHi, 

N'^htly  their  folemn  Orgyes  meeting  keep, 

And  ihi^  their  Vefr^rs  e'er  they  go  to  fleep:     ^ 

There  we  two  lye,  between  us  may  be  s  ipreau 

Some  Book,  few  underftand,  tho'  many  read. 

Sometimes  we  V\rgd\  facred  Leaves  turn  o'er, 

Still  wond'ring,  and  ftill  finding  caufe  for  more, 

How  Jmo\  Rage  did  good  J^neca  vex, 

Then  how  he  had  Revenge  upon  her  Sex 

In  'D'ulos  State,  whom  bravely  he  eajoy'd 

And  quitted  her  as  bravely  too  when  cloy'dj 

He  kaew  the  fatal  Danger  of  her  Ciiarms, 

And  fcorn'd  to  melt  his  Virtue  in  her  Arms. 

Next  'i^tjiii  and  'Etmdus  we  admire, 

Their  ^^enrle  Friendfhip,  and  their  martial  Fire; 

We  praife  their  Valour  'caufe  yet  matcht  by  none, 

And  love  their  Friendfhip,  fo  much  like  our  own, 

But  when  to  give  our  Minds  a  Feaft  indeed, 

mraci,  beft  known  and  lov'd  by  thee,  we  read. 

Who  can  our  Tranfports,  or  our  Longings  tell, 

To  tafte  of  Pleallires,  prais'd  by  him  io  well? 

With  thoughts  of  Love,  and  Wine,  by  him  we're  nr'd, 

Two  things  in  Tweet  Retirement  much  delir'd, 
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A  generous  Bottle  and  a  lovefome  She, 

Are  th'  only  Joys  in  Nature,  next  to  Tiiee: 

To  which  retiring  quietly  at  Night, 

If  (as  that  only  can)  to  add  Delight, 

When  to  our  little  Cottage  we  repair, 

We  find  a  Friend  or  two,  we'd  wifh  for  there. 

Dear  B /y,  kind  as  parting  Lovers  Tears, 

Adderly,  honefl:  as  the  Sword  he  wears, 

Wdfon,  profefTing  Friend  fhip  yet  a  Friend, 

^''T'/t'''^  ^^yond  what  numbers  can  commend, 

Tt-ch    full  of  Kmanefs,  gen'rous  as  his  Blood, 

Watchtul  to  do  to  modefl  Meri:  ^oodj 

Who  have  forfook  the  v/ild  tumultuous  Town 

And  fcr  a  tafle  of  Life  to  us  come  down, 

With  eager  Arms,  how  clof^-ly  then  Vv-'embr-ce 

What  Joy^s  in  every  Heart,  and  every  Face ! 

The  moderate  Table's  quickly  cover 'd  o'er 

With  choicefc  Meats  at  leafl,  tho'  not  with  fiorc  • 

Of  Bottles  next  fucceeds  a  goodly  Train 

Full  of  what  chears  the  Heart,  and  fires'the  Brain. 

Each  waited  on  by  a  bright  vif^in  Giais 

Clean,  found  and  fliining'^iike  it^  Drinker's  Lafs. 

Then  down  we  lit,  while  every  Genius  tries 

T'lmprove,  'till  he  defcrves  his  Sacrifice- 

No  faucy  Hour  prefumes  to  flint  Deli(^ht 

We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  when  that^s  done  'n\  Nicr^^  • 

Wei  warm'd  and  pleas'd,  as  we  think  fit  we  p"  t    ^^' ' 

Each  takes  th'  obedient  Treafure  o^hh  Heart 

And  leads  her  willing  to  his  iilent  Bed,  *  -> 

Where  no  vexatious  Cares  come  near  his  Head  ^ 

But  every  Senfe  with  perfect  Pleafure's  icd-     '  C 

'Till  in  full  Joy  diffolv'd,  each  falls  afleep     '  -^ 

With  twining  Limbs,  that  m\  Love's  pofbre  keep' 

At  dawn  ot  Morning  to  renew  delight  •  ^' 

So  quiet  craving  love  'till  the  next  Ni^ht  • 

Then  we  the  drowfie  Cells  of  Sleep  fSr^ake 

And  to  our  Books  our  earliefi  vilit  make  •     ' 

Or  clie  our  Thoughts  to  their  attendance  call 

And  there  methinks,  Fancy  lits  Queen  of  all  3 

While 
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While  the  poor  under-Faculties  refort 

Who  hbks  her'  M.}efty;.  moft  honour'd  whea 
Attended  by  thofe  fine-dreft  Gentlemen. 
Reafon,  theVoneft  Counfellor,  ths  knows, 
Andlnto  Court  with  reslute  V-rtue  goes; 
Lets  Fancv  fee  her  loofe  irregular  Sv«y, 
Then  hoW  the  flattering  Follies  fneak  away! 
Ths  Image  when  it  came  too  fiercely  ftiook 
My  Br^nf  which  its  foft  qukt  ftra.ght  forfook; 
When  waking  as  I  caft  my  Eyes  around 
NotWng  but  old  loath'd  Vamties  1  found ; 
No  Grive,  no  Freedom,  and  what's  worfe  to  me, 
N^  Fr^nd-  for  I  have  none  compar'd  with  thee. 
^nnXnmv  Thoughts  with  their  old  Tyrant  Care 
w"e  ft  "d?wHchfo  divert  I  fram'd  this  PrayV 
Gods'  Life'  your  Gift,  then  feafon't  with  fuch  Fate, 
?ha  what  ye  meant  a  Bleffing  prove  no  Weight. 

K^ro-Wrn^mTdel^^- world. 

liZ  meTs  ercat  (that's  wretched)  as  ye  can, 
S^'e   me  inXr,  Ihe  wofui'ft  State  of  Man, 
Tob^  by  Fools  mif-led,  to  Knaves  a  Prey: 
But  make  Life  what  I  ask,  or  take  t  away. 


T  II  E 
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THE 

P     O    E     T    S 

Complaint  of  his  Mufe. 

An   ODE. 

To  a  high  Hill,  where  never  yet  flood  Tree, 
Where  only  Heath,  courfe  Fern,  and  Furzes  grow, 
Where  (nipt  by  piercing  Air) 
The  Flocks  in  tatter'd  Fleeces  hardly  graze. 
Led  by  uncouth  Thoughts  and  Care, 
Which  did  too  much  his  penfive  Mind  amaze, 
A  wandring  Bard,  whole  Mufe  was  crazy  grown,     J^ 
Cloy'd  with  the  naufeous  Follies  of  the  buzzing  Town,> 
Came,  look'd  about  him,  figh'd,  and  laid  him  down.  3 
'Twas  far  from  any  Path,  but  where  the  Earth 
Was  bare,  and  naked  all  as  at  her  Birth, 
When  by  the  Word  it  fir  ft  was  made. 
E'er  God  had  faid. 
Let  Grafs  and  Herbs  and  every  green  thing  grow, 
With  fruitful  Trees  after  their  Kind  i  and  it  was  fo. 
The  whiffling  Winds  blew  fiercely  round  his  Headj 

Cold  was  his  Lodging,  hard  his  Bed  3 
Aloft  his  Eyes  on  the  wide  Heav'ns  he  caft. 
Where  we  are  told  Peace  only's  found  at  laft: 
And  as  he  did  its  hopelefs  diftance  fee, 
Sigh'd  deep,  and  cry'd,  How  far  is  Peace  from  me  ? 

n. 

Nor  ended  there  his  Moan : 
The  diftance  of  his  future  Joy 
Had  been  enough  to  give  him  Pain  alone  ^ 
Vol.  II.  CL  But 
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But  who  can  undergo 
Derpiir  of  Eafe  to  come,  v/Tth  weight  of  prefent  Woe  ? 

Down  his  affli6led  Face  ? 

The  trickling  Tears  had  ftream'd  fo  fafc  a  pace,  > 

As  left  a  Parh  worn  by  theu'  briny  race.  ^ 

Swoln  was  his  Breafl  with  Sighs,  his  well- 
Proportion'd  Limbs  as  uieleis  fell. 
While  the  poor  Trunk  Cunablc  to  fu  Train 
It  feif)  lay  rackt,  and  ihaking  with  its  Pain. 
I  heard  his  Groans,  as  I  was  walking  hf. 
And  (urg'd  by  Pity)  went  afide,  to  fee 
What  the  fad  caufe  could  be 
Hadprefs'd  his  State  folow,  andrais'd  his  Plaints  fo  high. 
On  me  he  fixt  his  Eyes.     I  crav'd, 
Why  fo  forlorn?  He  vainly  rav'd. 
Peace  to  his  Mind  I  did  commend.  y 

But,  oh!  my  Words  were  hardly  at  an  end,  ^ 

when  I  prrceiv'd  it  was.  my  Friend,  "^ 

My  much-lov'd  Friend:  fo  down  1  fate, 
And  bcgg'd  that  I.  might  fhare  his  Fate : 
1  laid  my  Cheek  to  his,  when  with  a  Gale 
Of  Sighs  he  eas'd  his  Ereaft,  and  thus  began  his  Tale. 
III. 
I  am  a  Wretch  of  honeft  Race; 
My  Parents  not  obfcure,  nor  high  in  Titles  werej 

They  left  me  Heir  to  no  D;igrace, 
•    My  Father  was  (a  thing  now  rare) 

Loyal  and  brave  j  my  Mo'chcr  chail  and  fair. 
Their  pledge  of  Marriage- vows  was  only  I^ 
Alone  I  Uv'd  their  much-lov'd  fondled  Boy : 
They  gave  me  generous  Education,  high 
They  ftrove  to  raife  my  Mind,  and  with  it  grew  their  Joy. 
The  Sages  that  inftrufted  me  in  Arts  ^ 

And  Knowledge,  oft  would  praife  my  Parts,  C. 

.  And  chear  my  Parents  longing  Hearts.  > 

When  1  was  calfd  to  a  Difpute, 
My  Fellow-Pupils  oft  flood  mute : 
Yet  never  Envy  did  disjoin 
Ttheir  Hearts  from  me,  nor  Pride  diftejtope;  mine. 

Thus 
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Thus  my  firfl:  Years  in  Happinefs  I  paft,  -p 

Nor  any  bitter  Cup  did  tade:  ^ 

But,  oh !  a  deadly  Porion  came  at  laft.  "^ 

As  I  lay  loofelv  on  miy  Bed,  ^ 

A  thoufand  pleaiant  Thoughts  triumphing  in  my  Head  > 
And  as  my  Senfe  on  the  rich  Banquet  led,  -^ 

A  Voice  (it  feem'd  no  more,  fo  bulie  I 
Was  with  my  lelf,  I  Taw  not  who  was  nigh) 
Pierc'd  thro'  my  Ears^  Ariie,  thy  good  SennnJer^  dead. 
It  ll.ook  my  Brain,  and  from   their  FeaH:   my  frighted 
Senfes  fled. 

IV. 
From  thence  fad  Difcontent,  uneaiie  Fears, 
And  anzious  Doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do. 

Grew  with  fucceeding  Years. 
The  V/orld  was  wide,  but  whither  fliould  I  go  ? 
I,  whofe  blooming  Hopes  all  wither 'd  were. 
Who'd  little  Fortune,  and  a  deal  of  Care  ? 
To  Britain's  great  Metropolis  I  ftray'd. 

Where  Fortune's  general  Game  is  play'd  j 
Where  Honefty  and  Wit  are  often  prais'd, 
But  Fools  and  Knaves  are  fortunate  and  rais'd. 
My  forward  Spirit  prompted  me  to  find 

A  Converfe  equal  to  my  Mind : 
But  by  raw  Judgment  eafily  mif-led, 
(As  giddy  callow  Boys 
Are  very  fond  of  Toys) 
I  mifs'd  the  Brave  and  Wife,  and  ia  their  flead 
On  every  fort  of  Vanity  I  fed. 

Gay  Coxcombs,  Cowards,  Knaves,  and  prating  Foo>," 
Bullies  of  o'er-grown  Bulks,  and  little  Souls, 
Gameflers,  Half-wits,  and  Spend-thrifts,  (fuch  as  think 
Mifchievous  midnight  Frolicks  bred  by  Drink 

Are  Gallantry  and  Wit, 
Becaufe  to  their  lewd  Under/landings  fir) 
Were  thofe  wherewith  two  Years  at  leafl:  I  fpent, 
'To  all  their  fulfome  Follies  moft  incorrigibly  bent: 
'  Till  at  the  laft,  my  felf  more  to  abufe, 
I  grew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Muie. 

Q.  a  V.  No 
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V. 
'  No  fair  Deceiver  ever  us'd  fuch  Charms, 
-T'enfnare  a  tender  Youth,  and  win  his  Heart: 
Or  when  fhe  had  him  in  her  Arms, 
Secur'd  his  Love  with  greater  Art. 
^I  fancy'd,  or  I  dream'd,  (as  Poets  always  do) 
No  Beauty  with  my  Mufe's  might  compare. 
iOLofty  Ihe  (eem'd,  and  on  her  Front  fat  a  iMajeftick  Air 
Awful,  yet  kind  ;  fevere,  yet  fair. 
Upon  her  Head  a  Crown  fhe  bore 
-Of  Laurel,  which  fhe  told  me  fhouid  be  mine : 
And  round  her  Ivory  Neck  fiie  wore 
■A  Rope  of  largeft  Pearl.  Each  part  of  her  did  fhine 
With  Jewels  and  with  Gold, 
Numberlefs  to  be  told^  _ 
,  'Which  in  Imagination  as  I  did  behold, 

And  lov'd,  and  wonder'd  more  and  more, 
Said  {he,  Thefe  Riches  all,  my  Darling,  fnall  be  thine. 

Riches  which  never  Poet  had  betore. 
She  promis'd  me  to  raife  my  Fortune  and  my  Name, 
By  Royal  Favour,  and  by  endlefs  Fame, 

But  never  told  ^ 

^How  hard  they  were  to  get,  how  difHcult  to  hoid. 
Thus  by  "the  Arts  of  this  moH  fly 
Deluder  was  I  caught. 
To  her  bewitching  Bondage  brought. 
Eternal  Conftancy  we  fwore, 
^  thou^nd  times  our  Vows  were  doubled  o'er. 
And  as  we  did  m  our  Entrancements  lie,  - 

I  thought  no  Pleafure  e'er  was  wrought  fo  high,        ^ 
1^0  Fair  fe  happy  as  my  Mufe  and  1.  -^ 

VI. 
J^^e'ci  was  young  Lover  half  fo  fond 
When  firft  hir,  pLifillagc  he  loft, 
Or  could  of  half  my  Pleafure  boail. 
We  never  met  but  wc  enjoy 'd, 
Still  tranfported,  never  cloy'd, 
-Chambers,  Clofets,  Fields  and  Grovej, 
-Bore  witnefs  of  our  daily  Loves } 
And  on  the  Bark  of  every  Tree 
"You  might  the  Marks  of  our  Endeai  ments  f^c. 
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Diflichs,  Pofies,  and  the  pointed  Bits 
Of  Satyr,  (written  when  a  Poet  meets 

His  Mufe  in  CaterwauliPig  fits) 
You  might  on  every  Rind  behold,  and  fwear 
1  and  my  Clto  had  been  at  it  there. 

Nay,  by  my  Mufe  too  I  was-  bleft 
With  Off-fprings  of  the  choiceH:  kinds, 
Such  as  have  pleas'd  the  nobleft  Minds, 
And  been  approved  by  Judgments  of  the  beftV 
But  in  this  moft  tranfporting  height, 
Whence  I  looked  down  and  laugh'd  at  Fate, 
All  of  a  fudden  I  was  alter'd  grown :  ^ 

I  round  me  look'd,  and  found  my  felf  alone-        \ 
My  faithlefs  Mufe,  my  faithlefs  Mufe  was  gone..     ^ 

I  try'd  if  I  a  Verfe  could  frame; 
Oft  I  in  vain  invok'd  my  Cl'to'^  Name. 
The  more  I  ftrove,  the  m.ore  I  faii'd, 
I  chaf'd,  I  bit  my  Pen,  curft  my  dull  Skull,  and  rail'd, 
Refolv'd  to  force  ra'untcward  Thought,  and  at  the  laft 
prevail'd. 

A  Line  came  forth,  but  fuch  a  one, 
No  traveling  Ma'ron  in  her  Child-birth  D^ins, 
Full  of  the  joyful  Hopes  to  bear  a  Son,^ 
Was  more  aftonifh'd  at  th'  unlook'd  for  fha-e 
Of  fome  deform'd  Baboon,  or  Aoe, 
Then  I  was  at  the  hideous  I'.fuc  of  mv  Brains, 
I  tore  my  Paper,  frabb'd  my  Pen, 
And  fwore  Td  never  write  again, 
Rcfolv'd  to  be  a  doating  Fool  no  more. 
But  when  my  reckoning  I  began  to  make, 
I  found  too  long  I'd  ilept,  and  was  too  late  awake  j       X 
1  found  m'ungrateful  Mufe,  for  whofe  falfe  fake'       ^ 
I  did  my  felf  undo, 
Had  robb'd  me  of  my  dearefr  Store 
My  precious  Time  my  Friends,  and  Reputation  too; 
And  left  me  helplefs,  triendleis,  very  proud,  and  poor. 

^safon,  which  in  bafe  Bonds  my  Folly  had  enthralled 
I  ftrait  to  Council  call'di 

Q.  3  Lik€ 
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Like  fome  old  faithful  Friend,  whom  long  ago 
I  had  cafhieer'd,  to  pleafe  my  flatt'ring  Fair. 
To  me  with  readinefs  he  did  repair  j 
Expreft  much  tender  Cheafiilnefs,  to  find 
Experience  had  reftor'd  him  to  my  Mind  j 
And  loyally  did  to  me  fiiovv. 
How  much  himfelf  he  did  abufe, 
Who  credited  a  fettering,  falfe,  deftrudtive,  treacherous 
I  ask'd  the  Caufes  why.  He  faid,  [Mufe. 

'Twas  never  known  a  Mufe  e'er  ftaid 
When  Fortune  fled ;  for  Fortune  is  a  Bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  F^rnajfus  dwell, 
V/here  thofe  lo  fam'd,  delightful  Fountains  fweli 
Of  Poetry,  which  there  does  ever  flow; 
And  where  Wit's  lufly,  (hining  God 
Keeps  his  choice  Ser^igUo. 
So  whilft  our  Fortune  fmiles,  our  Thoughts  afpire, 
Plcafure  and  Fame's  our  bus'nefs,  and  defire. 

Then,  too,  if  we  find  "P 

A  promptnefs  in  the  Mind,  S 

The  Mufe  is  always  ready,  always  kind.  ^ 

But  if  th'old  Harlot  Fortune  once  denies  \ 

Ker  favour,  all  our  Pleafure,  and  rich  Fancy  dies,  [flies. ^ 
And  then  tli' young,  flippery  Jilt,  the  Mufe  too  from  usC 
VIII. 
To  the  whole  Tale  I  gave  Attention  duej 
And  as  right  fearch  into  my  felf  I  made, 
I  found  all  he  had  faid 
Was  very  hoiieft,  very  true. 
Oh  how  I  hugg'd  my  welcome  Friend ! 
And  much  my  Mufe  I  could  not  difcommendj 

For  I  ne'er  liv'd  in  Fortune's  Grace,  p 

She  always  turn'd  her  Back,  and  ^td  from  me  apace,     ^ 
And  never  once  vouchfaf 'd  to  let  me  fee  her  Face.  V 

Then  to  confirm  me  more. 
He  drew  the  veil  of  Dotage  from  my  Eyes:  7 

See  here,  my  Son,  (faid  he)  the  valu'd  Prize;  > 

Thy  fulfome  Mufe  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  wife.         ^ 
I  look'd,  and  faw  the  rampant,  tawdry  Quean, 
With  a  more  horrid  Train 

Than 


feveral  Occasions.        3<^/ 

Than  ever  yet  to  Satyr  lent  a  Ta!e, 
Or  haunted  ChlorU  in  the  Mall. 
The  firil:  \vas  he  v/ho  flunk  of  that  rank  Verfe 

In  which  he  wrore  his  Sedom  Farcer 
A  Wretch  whom  old  DJfeafes  did  fo  bite, 
Tiiat  he  writ  Bawdry  fure  in  fpight, 
To  ruin  and  difgrace  it  quite. 
Philofcphers  of  old  did  fo  exprefs 
Their  Art,  and  fhew'd  it  in  their  Nafiinef;. 
Next  him  appear'd  that  blundering  Soi:^ 
Who  a  late  Stff.on  of  the  Poets  wrote. 
Nature  has  mark'd  him  for  a  hea\7  Fooh 

By's  flat  broad  Face  you'll  know  the  OvA. 
The  other  Birds  have  hooted  him  from  Light  j 
J^luch  buffeting  has  made  him  love  the  Night, 
And  only  m  the  dark  he  flrays ; 
Still  Wretch  enough  to  live,  with  worfe  Fools  fpend 
his  Days, 
And  for  old  Shoes  and  Scraps  repeats  dull  Plays. 
Then  next  there  follow 'd,  to  make  up  the  Throng, 
Lord  Lamp: on,  and  J\lQnfieur  Song, 
Who  fought  her  Love,  and  promis'd  for't 
To  make  her  famous  at  the  Court. 
The  City  Pcei  too  v/as  there. 
In  a  black  Sattin  Cap  and  his  own  Kair, 

And  begg'd  that  he  might  have  the  Honour 
To  beget  a  Tageant  on  her 
For  the  City's  next  Lord  Mayor. 
Her  Favours  fhe  to  none  deny'd  : 
They  took  her  all  by  nirns  aiide. 
'Till  at  the  lafl  up  in  the  rear  there  came  ^ 

The  Pcets  Scandal,  and  rhe  Mufes  Sh:;me,  ( 

A  Beail  of  Monflrous  guife,   and  LIB  ELL  was  his  ^ 
Name.  j 

But  let  him  paufe,  for  'twill  ask  time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  b.eu  and  where,  and  where,  he 
now  does  dwell. 

IX. 
He  paus'd,  and  thus  renew'd  his  Tale, 
Down  in  an  obfcure  Vale, 

CL4  ^Midft 
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'Midfl  Fogs  and  Fens,  whence  Mills  and  Vapours-  n^c-y 
Where  never  Sun  was  feen  by  Eyes,  i 

Under  a  defart  Wood,  \ 

Which  no  Man  own'd,  but  all  wild  Bcafts  were  bred. 
And  kept  their  horrid  Dens,  by  prey  far  forrag'd  fed. 
An  ill-pil'd  Cottage  flood, 
Built  of  Mens  Bones  {laughter 'd  in  Civil  War, 
By  Magick  Art  brought  thither  from  afar. 

There  liv'd  a  widow'd  Witch, 
That  us'd  to  mumble  Curfes  Eve  and  Morn, 
Like  one  whom  Wants  and  Care  had  worn; 
Meagre  her  Looks,  and  funk  her  Eyes, 
Yet  Mifchiefs  ftudy'd,  Difcords  did  devife. 
S^n  appeared  humble,  but  it  v/as  her  Pride: 
-Slow  in  her  Speech,  in  Semblance  fanftify'd. 
Still  when  fhe  fpoke  fhe  meant  another  way ; 

And  when  fhe  curft,  flie  feem'd  to  pray. 
Her  hellifh  Charms  had  all  a  holy  Drcfs,  ^ 

And  bore  the  Name  of  Godlinefs,  S 

All  her  Familiars  feem'd  the  Sons  of  Peace.  ^ 

Honeft  Habits  they  all  wore, 
In  outward  fhow  moil  Lamb-like  and  Divine  ^ 
But  inward  of  all  Vices  they  had  flore. 
Greedy  as  Wolves,  and  fenfual  too  as  Swine. 
Like  her,  the  Sacred  Scriptures  they  had  all  by  Heart,^ 
Mofl  eafily  could  quote,  and  turn  to  any  part. 
Backward  repeat  it  all,  as  Witches  Prayers  do, 
And  for  their  turn,  interpret  backward  too» 
Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure, 
Becaufe  befides  her  felf  no  Idol  fhe'd  endure. 

Though  not  to  paint,  fli'ad  Arts  to  change  the  Face, 

And  alter  it  in  heav'nly  Fafliion. 
Lewd  lilj'ming  fl:ie  defined  a  mark  of  Grace, 
And  making  ugly  Faces  was  Mortificatien. 

Her  late  dead  Pander  was  of  welUkno^ATi  Fame, 
Old  Presbyter  Rebellion  was  his  Name; 
She  a  fworn  Foe  to  KING,  his  Peace,  and  Laws, 
So  will  be  ever,  and  was  call'd  (blefs  us!)  THE    GOOD 
OLD    CAUSE, 

X.  A 
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X. 

A  Time  there  was,  (a  fad  one  too) 

When  all  things  wore  the  Face  of  Woe, 
When  many  Horrors  rag'd  in  this  our  Land, 
And  a  deflroying  Angel  was  fent  down, 
To  fcourge  the  Pride  of  this  Rebellious  Town. , 
He  came,  and  o'er  all  5r;V^/>; ftretch'd  his  conqu'ringHand? 
'Till  in  th' untrodden  Streets  unwholiome  Grafs 

Grew  of  great  Stalk,  its  Colour  grofs. 

And  melancholick  pois'nous  green ; 
Like  thofe  courfe  fickly  Weeds  on  an  old  Diinghill  feen,  . 

Where  fome  Murrain-murther'd  Hog, 

Poifon'd  Cat,  or  ftrangled  Dog, 

In  rottennefs  had  long  unburied  laid. 

And  the  cold  Soil  produftive  made. 
Birds  of  ill  Omen  hover 'd  in  the  Air, 
And  by  their  Cries  bad  us  for  Graves  prepare; 
And,  as  our  Deftiny  they  feem'd  t'unfold, 
Dropt  dead  of  the  fame  fate  they  had  foretold. 
That  dire  Commiffion  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  Ajigel  with  a  Sword  of  Flame: 

Defolation  foon  he  made, 
And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  Afhes  laid. 
Diftraclions  and  Diftrufts  then  did  amongfl.  us  rife. 

When,  in  her  pious  old  Difguife, 
This  PTstch  with  all  her  ^iifchief- making  Train 

Began  to  fhevv  her  felf  again. 
The  Sons  of  old  Rebellton  ftrait  fhe  fummon'd  alii  '  ; 

Strait  they  were  ready  at  her  call : 
Once  more  th'  old  Bait  before  their  Eyes  ftie  caft.      O 

That  and  her  Love  they  long'd  to  taftej  Si 

And  to  her  Luft  flie  drew  them  all  at  lafl.  x  . 

So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore) 
Was  led  aftray,  and  had  pollution  with  his  Father's  Whore » 

XL 

The  better  to  conceal  her  lavji  intent 

In  fafety  from  obferving  Eyes,  '"^ 

Th'old  Strumpet  did  her  felf  diiguife 

In  comely  Weeds,  and  to  the  City  went, 

0.5"  Afleard 
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AlTeaed  Truth,  much  Modefty,  and  Grace, 
And  (like  a  worn-out  Suburb-Trull)  pafl  there  for  a  newFace. 
Thither  all  her  Lx)vers  flock'd, 
And  there  for  her  fupport  fhe  found 
A  Wight,  of  whom  Fame's  Trumpet  much  docs  found, 
With  all  ingredients  for  his  bus'nefs  ftockt. 
Not  unlike  him  whofe  Story  has  a  place 
In  th'  Annals  of  Sir  Hudtbras. 
Of  all  her  bus'nefs  He  took  care,         ^  7 

And  every  Knave  or  Fool  that  to  her  did  repair,  > 

Had  by  him  admittance  there.  3 

By  his  Contrivance  to  her  did  refort 
All  who  had  been  difgufted  at  the  Court. 

Thofe  whofe  Ambition  had  been  croft. 
Or  by  ill  Manners  had  Preferments  loft, 
Were  thofe  en  whom  fhe  pracSlis'd  moft  her  Charms, 
I-ay  nearcft  to  her  Heart,  and  oft'neft  in  her  Arms. 
Int'reftin  every  Fadion,  every  Sed  ftie  fought  j 
And  to  her  Lure,  flatt'ring  their  hopes,  fhe  brought 
All  thofe  who  ufe  Religion-for  a  Falhion. 
All  fuch  as  pradiife  Forms,  and  take  great  Pains 

To  make  their  Godl'mefs  their  Gains, 
And  thrive  by  the  Diftra6lions  of  a  Nation, 
She  by  her  Art  enfnar'd,  and  fetter'd  in  her  Chains. 
Through  her  the  Atheift  hop'd  to  purchafe  Toleration, 
The  Rebel  PokjV,  the  beggar'd  Spend-thrift  Lands, 
Out  of  the  Kings  or  Bifhop's  Hands. 
Nay,  to  her  fide  at  laft  fhe  drew  in  all  the  rude, 
Ungovernable,  headlong  Multitude: 
Promised  ftrange  Liberties,  and  fure  Redrefs 
Of  never- felt,  unheard-of  Grievances : 
Pampered  their  Follies,  and  indulg'd  their  Hopes, 
"Wkh  Af ay- day-Routs,  November  Squibs,  and  burning  ^afi- 
hard  Topes. 

XII. 
,With  her  in  common  Luft  did  mingle  all  the  Crew, 
'Till  at  the  laft  ftie  pregnant  grew, 
And  from  her  Womb,  in  little  time,  brought  forth 
This  monftrous,  moft  detefted  Birth. 

Of 
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Of  Children  born  with  Teeth  weVe  heard. 

And  fome  like  Comets  with  a  Beard ; 
Which  feem'd  to  be  fore-runners  of  dire  Change- 

But  never  hitherto  was  feen, 
Born  from  a  Wa^f.ng  Drab,  or  Shoreditch  Quean, 
A  form  like  this  fo  hideous  and  fo  ftrange. 

To  help  whole  Mother  in  her  Pains,  there  came 

Many  a  w^ell-known  Dame. 
The  Bawd  Hypccrij7e  was  there. 
And  Madam  Impudence  the  fair: 

Dame  ScarJal  with  her  fquinting  Eyes, 
That  loves  to  fet  good  Neighbours  at  deoate. 
And  raife  Commotions  in  a  jealous  Stace, 
Was  there,  and  Maliee  Queen  of  far-fpread  Lies, 
With  all  their  Tram  of  Frames  and  Forgeries. 
But  Midwife  Mutiny,  that  bufie  Drab, 

That's  always  talking,  always  loud. 

Was  llie  that  firft  took  up  the  Babe, 

And  of  the  Office  molr  v/as  proud. 
Behold  its  Head  of  horrid  form  appears : 
To  fpight  the  PiUorv  it  had  no  Ears. 
When  ftrait  the  Bawd  cry'd  out,  'twas  furely  kin 

To  the  bleil  Family  ox  Fryn. 
But  Scandal  offer'd  to  deipofe  her  Word, 

Or  Oath,  the  Father  was  a  Lord. 

The  Nofe  was  ugly,  long,  and  big,  '> 

Broad,  and  fnowty  like  a  Pig;  > 

Which  fiiew'd  he  would  in  Dunghils  love  to  dig;       3 
Love  to  caft  ftinking  Satyrs  up  in  ill-pil'd  Rimes, 
And  live  by  the  Corruptions  of  unhappy  Times. 

XIIL 
They  promised  all  by  turns  to  take  him. 
And  a  hopeful  Youth  to  make  him. 
To  nurfe  he  ftrait  was  fent 
To  a  Sifier-witch,  though  of  another  fort. 
One  who  profefi:  no  good,  nor  any  meant : 
All  Day  fhe  pra£tis'd  Charms,  by  Night  fhe  hardly  fiepr*; 
Yet  in  the  outcafts  of  a  Northern  fa^ious  Town, 
A  little  fmoaky  Manlion  of  her  own, 
"Where  her  Familiars  to  her  did  refort, 

A  Cell  fte  kept.  "  Hell 
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Hell  (he  ador'd,  and  Satan  was  her  God; 
And  many  an  ugly  loathfome  Toad 
Crawl'd  round  her  Walls,  and  croak'd. 
Under  her  Roof  all  difmal,  black,  and  fmoak'd, 
Harbour*d  Beetles,  and  unwholfome  Bats, 
Sprawling  Nefts  of  little  Cats ; 
All  which  were  Imps  fhe  cherifli'd  with,  her  Blood,. 
To  make  her  Spells  fucceed  and  good,  [curl^^, 

Still  at  her  riveirdBreafts  they  hung,  when  e'er  mankind  (he 
And  with  thefe  Fofter-brethren  was  our  Mmfter  nurfL 
In  little  time  the  Hell-bred  Brat 

Grew  plump  and  fat, 
V/ithout  his  Leading- firings  could  walk. 
And  (ss  the  Sorcerefs  taught  him)  talk. 
At  feven  Years  old  he  went  to  School, 
Where  firft  he  grew  a  Foe  to  Rule. 
Never  would  he  learn  as  taught, 
But  ftill  new  Ways  affeded,  and  new  Methods  fought. 
Not  that  he  wanted  parts 
T'improve  in  Letters,  and  proceed  to  Arts,. 

But  as  negligent  as  fly. 
Of  all  perverfenefs  brutifhly  was  full, 
(By  Nature  idle)  lov'd  to  ihift  and  lie, 

And  was  obftinately  dull. 
'Till  fpight  of  Nature,  through  great  Pains,  the  Sot, 
(And  th' Influence  of  th'ill  Genius  of  our  Land) 
At  lafl:  in  part  began  to  undeftand. 
Some  infight  in  the  Latin  Tongue  he  got  j 
Could  fmatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain  Hand^ 
For  which  his  Guardians  all  thought  fit, 
In  Compliment  to  his  mod  hopeful  Wit, 
He  fhould  be  fcnt  to  learn  the  Laws, 
And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raifc  a  damn'd  new  Caufe-. 

XIV. 

In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  Mind, 
As  by  Nature  he  was  bent 
To  fearch  in  hidden  Paths,  and  things  long  buried  find,. 
A  Wretch's  Conveiie  much  he  did  frequent: 

One 
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One  who  this  World,  as  that  did  Him,  difown'd, 
And  in  an  unfrequented  Corner,  where 
Nothing  was  pleafant,  hardly  healthful  found. 

He  led  his  hated  Life. 
Needy,  and  even  of  NecefTaries  bare. 
-     No  Servant  had  he,  Children,  Friend,  or  Wife: 

But  of  a  little  remnant,  got  by  Fraud, 
(For  all  ill  turns  he  lov'd,  all  good  detefted,  and  beliey'd 
no  God,) 

Thrice  in  a  Week  he  chang'd  a  hoarded  Groat      ^ 
With  which  of  Beggars  Scraps  he  bought.  > 

Then  from  a  neighboring  Fountain  Water  got,  ^ 

Not  to  be  clean,  but  flake  his  Thirft. 
He  never  bleft  himfelf,  and  all  things  elfe  he  curft,. 
The  Cell  in  which  he  (though  bSt  feldom)  flept, 

Lay  hke  a  Den,  uncleans'd,  unfwept : 
And  there  thofe  Jewels  which  he  lov'd,  he  kept  j 
Old  worn-out  Statutes,  and  Records 
Of  Commons  Vrivileges,  and  the  Rights  of  Lords. 
But  bound  up  by  themfelves  with  care  were  laid 
All  the  Acis,  Refohes,  and  Orders  made 
By  the  old  Long  Rump-Farliament, 
Thro'  ail  the  Changes  of  its  Government: 
From  which  with  readinefs  he  could  debate  ^ 

Concerning  Matters  of  the  State,  S 

All  down  from  Goodly  forty  one,  to  horrid  forty  eight.       ^ 

XV. 
His  Friendfhip  much  our  Monjier  fought 
By  Inftinft,  and  by  Inclination  too: 
So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 
To  him  Obedience  LrMfvvore,  and  by  him  was  he  taught. 
He  learnt  of  him  all  Gcodnefs  to  detcftj 

To  be  afham'd  of  no  Difgracej 
In  all  things,  but  Obedience,  to  be  Beafl:  j 
To  hide  a  Coward's  Heart,  and  fhow  a  hardy  Face.  | . 
He  taught  him  to  call  Government  a  Clog, 
But  to  bear  beatings  like  a  Dog : 
T'ave  no  Religion,  Honefty,  or  Senfe, 
But  to  profefs  them  all  for  a  Pretence. 

Fraught 
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Fraught  with  thcfe  Morals,  he  begaa 
To  compleat  him  more  for  Man : 
Diilinguifht  to  him  in  an  Hour 
'Twixt  LegiJIati^e,  and  judicial  Power  j 
How  to  frame  a  Commonwealth y 
And  Democracy,  by  flealth ; 
To  palliate  it  at  firft,  and  Cry  ^ 

^Twas  but  a  Well-mixt  Monarchy,  > 

And  Treafon  Salus  Fopuli;  "^ 

Into  Rebellion  to  divide  the  Nation, 
By  fair  Committees  of  AJfoctation ; 

How  by  a  lawful  means  to  bring 
In  Arms  againft  himfelf  the  KING, 
With  a  diftinguifliing  old  Trick, 
'Twixt  Pcrfons  Natural,  and  Tolitkky 
How  to  make  faithful  Servants  Traytors  ^ 

Thorough-pac'd  Rebels  Legif.ators,  > 

And  at  laft  Troupers  Adjutaters.  -^ 

Thus  well  informed,  and  furnifht  with  enough 
Offuch  like  wordy,  canting  Stuff, 
Our  Blade  fet  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  Leader  in  a  factious  Crew, 
Where-e'er  he  came,  'twas  he  firft  iilence  broke. 
And  fwell'd  with  every  Word  he  fpokc. 
By  which  becoming  fawcy  Grace, 
He  gain'd  Authority  and  Place : 
By  many  for  Preferments  was  thought  fit. 
For  talking  Treafon  without  Fear  or  Wit : 

For  opening  Failings  in  the  State  j  "1 

For  loving  noifie  and  unfound  Debate,  p* 

And  wearing  of  a  Myflical  green  Ribband  in  his  Hat.    3 
XVI. 
Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  Lion's  Skin, 

He  very  dreadful  grew. 
But,  like  that  Hercules  when  Love  crept  in. 

And  th'Hero  to  his  Diftaff  drew. 
His  Foes  that  found  liim  faw  he  was  but  Man: 
So  when  my  faithlefs  Clio  by  her  Snare 
Had  brought  him  to  her  Arms,  and  I  furpriz'd  him  there. 

At  once  to  hate  and  fcorn  him  I  beg^n  3 
.     ■  ^     -  To 
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To  fee  how  fooliflily  Oi'ad  dreft, 
And  for  Diverfion  trickt  the  Beail. 
He  was  Poetry  all  o'er. 
On  ev'ry  fide,  behind,  before: 
About  him  nothing  could  I  lee. 
But  particolour'd  Poetry. 
F.jinter's  Advices,  Let  antes. 
Ballads,  and  all  the  fpurious  excefs 
Of  Ills  that  Malice  could  deviic, 
Or  ever  fwarm'd  from  a  licentious  Prefs, 
Hung  round  about  him  like  a  Spell : 
And  in  his  own  Hand  too  was  writ, 
That  v/orthy  Piece  of  modern  Wit, 
The  Country  s  late  Apfeal. 
But  from  fuch  Ills  when  will  our  v/retched  State 
Be  freed?  and  who  fhall  crufh  this  Serpent's  Head? 
'Tis  faid,  we  may  in  ancient  Legends  read 
Of  a  huge  Dragon,  fent  by  Fate 
To  lay  a  finful  Kingdom  wafte  :  •-> 

So  through  it  all  he  rang'd,  devouring  as  he  paft,  ^ 

And  each  Day  with  a  Virgin  broke  hisFaft.  ^ 

'Till  wretched  Matrons  curfl  their  Wombs, 
So  hardly  was  their  Lofs  endur'd : 
The  Lovers  all  defpair'd,  and  fought  their  Tombs 
In  the  fame  Monfcer's  Jaws,  and  of  their  Pains  were  cur'd, 
'Till,  like  our  Monjier  too,  and  with  the  fame 
Curfl  ends,  to  the  Metropolis  he  came. 
His  Cruelties  renew'd  again, 
And  every  Day  a  Maid  was  flain. 
The  Curfe  through  ev'ry  Family  had  paft. 

When  to  the  Sacrifice  at  laft 
Th' unhappy  Monarch's  only  Child  muft  bow; 
A  Royal  Daughter  needs  mud  fuffer  then,   a  ROTAL 
BROTHER  now. 

XVII. 
On  him  this  Dragon  Libel  need?  ^ V-Il  prey  j 
On  him  has  caft 
His  fordid  Venom,  and  prophan*d 
With  fpurious  Verfe  his  ipotlefs  Fajne, 
Which  Ihall  for  ever  ftand 

Unblemifht, 
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Unblcmilht,  and  to  Ages  iaft. 
When  all  his  Foes  lie  buried  in  their  Shame. 
Elfe  tell  me  why  (fome  Prophet  that  is  wife) 
Heaven  took  fuch  Care 
To  make  him  every  thing  that's  rare. 
Dear  to  the  Heart,  defirous  to  the  Eyes. 
Why  do  all  good  Men  blefs  Him  as  he  goes? 
Why  at  his  Prefence  Ihrink  his  Foes? 
Why  do  the  Brave  all  drive  his  Honour  to  defend  ? 
Why  through  the  World  is  he  diflinguifh'd  moft 

By  Titles,  which  but  few  can  boaft, 
A  moft  Juji  Ma/ier,  and  a  Faithful  Friend? 
One  who  never  yet  did  wrong 
To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 
Of  Him  what  Orphan  can  complain  ? 
Of  Him  what  Widow  make  her  Moan? 
But  fuch  as  wifh  Him  here  again, 
And  mifs  his  Goodnefs  now  he's  gone. 
If  this  be  (as  I  am  fure  'tis)  true. 
Then  prirhee,  Prophet,  tell  me  too. 
Why  lives  he  in  the  World's  Efteem, 
Not  one  Man's  Foe?  and  why  then  arc  not  all  Men  Friends 
with  him? 

XVIII. 
When  e'e?  his  Life  was  fet  at  flake 
For  his  ungrateful  Country's  fake, 
What  Dangers  or  what  Labours  did  He  ever  ihuii  ? 
Or  what  Wonders  has  not  done  ? 
Watchful  all  Night,  and  bufie  all  the  Day, 
(Spreading  his  Fleet  in  fight  of  Holland'sShore) 
Triumphantly  ye  faw  his  Flags  and  Streamers  play. 
Then  did  the  Englijh  Lion  roar, 
Whilft  the  Belgian  couchant  lay. 
Big  with  the  thoughts  of  Concueft  and  Renown,  * 

Of  Britain  s  Honour,  and  his  own, 
To  them  he  like  a  threat'ning  Comet  fhin'd. 
Rough  as  the  Sea,  and  furious  as  the  Wind : 
But  Gonftant  as  the  Stars  that  never  movej 
Or  as  Women  would  have  Love. 

Tlw 
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The  trembling  Genius  of  their  State 
Lookt  out,  and  ftrait  flirunk  back  his  Head, 
To.  fee  our  daring  Banners  fpread. 
Whilft  in  their  Harbours  they 
Like  batten'd  Monfrcrs  weltring  lay: 
The  Winds,  when  ours  th*ad  kifs'd,  fcorn'd  with  theiri 
Flags  to  play. 

But  drooping  like  their  Captains  Hearts, 
Each  Pendent,  every  Streamer  hung. 
The  Seamen  feem'd  t'have  loft  their  Arts. 
Their  Ships  at  Anchors  now,  of  which  w'had  heard  them 

boaft, 
With  ill-furl'd  Sails,  and  Rattlings  loofe,  by  every  Billow  toft. 
Lay  like  negleded  Harps,  untun'd,.  unftrup-gj 

'Till  at  the  laft,  provok'd  with  Shame, 
Forth  fram  their  Dens  the  baited  Foxes  came: 
Foxes  in  Council,  and  in  Fight  too  grave  j 

Seldom  true,  and  now  not  brave. 
They  blufter'd  out  the  Day  with  fnev/  of  Fight, 
And  ran  away  in  the  good-natur'd  Night. 

XIX. 
A  bloody  Batte?  next  was  fought,  ^ 

And  then  in  Triumph  home  a  welcome  Fleet  he  brought,  > 
With  Spoils  of  Vidory,  and  Glory  fraught.  ^ 

To  Him  then  every  Heart  was  open,  down 
From  the  great  Man  to  the  Clown  j 
In  him  rejoic'd,  to  him  enclin'd : 
And  as  his  Health  round  the  glad  Board  did  pafs; 
Each  honeft  Fellow  cry'd,  Fill  full  my  Glafsj 

And  fhew'd  the  fullnefs  of  his  Mind. 
No  difcontented  Vermin  of  ill  Times 

Durft  then  affront  him  but  in  fhowj 
Nor  L\bd  dafn  him  with  his  dirty  Rhymes: 
Nor  may  he  live  in  Peace  that  does  it  now. 
And  whofe  Heart  would  not  wilh  fb  too; 

That  had  but  fecn 
When  his  tumultuous  mif-led  Foes 
Againft  him  rofe, 
With  what  Heroick  grace 
He  chcfe  the  weight  of  Wrong  to  undergo? 

No 
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No  tempeft  on  his  Brow,  unalter'd  in  his  Face, 
True  witnefs  of  the  Innocence  within. 
But  when  the  MelTengers  did  Mandates  bring 

For  his  Retreat  to  foreign  Land, 
Since  fent  from  the  relenting  Hand 
Of  the  nioft  lo^mg  BROTHER,  kindefi  KING; 

If  in  his  Heart  regret  did  rife 

It  never  fcapt  his  Tongue  or  Eyes : 

With  fteady  Virtue  'twas  allay'd. 
And  like  a  mighty  ConquWour,  he  obefd. 

XX. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  Day, 

Sad  as  the  Bus'nefs,  fuHen  too, 

As  proud  Men,  when  in  vain  they  woo, 

Or  Soldiers  cheated  of  their  Pay. 

The  Court,  where  Pleafures  us'd  to  flow, 
Became  the  Scene  of  Mourning,  and  of  Woe. 

Defolate  was  eyery  Room, 
Where  Men  for  News  and  Bus'nefs  ufe  to  come. 
With  folded  Arms  and  down-caft  Eyes  Men  vvalkU 

In^  corners  and  with  caution  talk'd. 

All  things  prepared,  the  Hour  grew  near 
When  he  muft  part:  \{\s  laft  Hiort  time  was  fpent 
In  leaving  Bieffings  on  his  Children  dear. 
To  them  with  eager  hafte  and  love  he  went  i 
The  Eldeft  firft  embraced, 

K^,  new-born  Day  in  Beauty  bright. 

But  fad  ia  Mind  as  deepeft  Night. 
What  tendrefi  Hearts  could  fay,  betwixt  them  paft; 

'Till  Grief  too  dole  upon  them  crept: 
So  fighing  he  withdrew,  fhe  turned  away  and  wept. 
Much  of  the  Father  in  his  Breaft  did  rife. 

When  on  the  next  he  fixt  his  Eyes, 
A  tender  Infant  in  the  Nurfe's  Arms, 

Fiall  of  kind  Play,  and  pretty  Charms. 
And  as  to  give  the  Farewel  Kifs  he  near  it  drew. 
About  his  manly  Neck  two  little  Arms  it  threw  j 
Smird  in  his  Eyes,  as  if  it  begg'd  his  ftay, 

And  looked  kind  things  it  could  not  fay. 


XXr.  But 
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XXI. 
But  the  great  pomp  of  Grief  was  yet  to  come. 

Th' appointed  time  was  almoft  paft, 
Th' impatient  Tides  knock'd  at  the  Shore,  and  bid  him  haft 

To  feek  a  Foreign  Home. 
The  Summons  he  refolv'd  t' obey  5 
Difdaining  of  his  Suffering  to  complain, 

Though  every  Step  feem'd  trod  with  Painj 
So  forth  he  came,  attended  on  his  way 

By  a  fad  lamenting  Throng, 

That  bleft  him  and  about  him  hung. 
A  weight  his  generous  Heart  could  hardly  bear. 

But  for  the  Comfort  that  was  near. 
His  Bea'jteous  M  ATE,  the  Fountain  of  his  Joys, 

That  fed  his  Soul  with  Love  j 
The  Cordial  that  can  mortal  Pains  remove, 
To  which  all  worldly  Blcflings  elfe  are  Toys. 
I  faw  them  ready  for  departure  ftand,  ^ 

Juft  when  approach'd  the  MonMch  of  our  Land,         ^ 
And  took  the  charmaing  Monrmr  by  the  Hand.  3 

T'exprefs  all  nobieft  Offices  he  ftrove, 
Oi^Bjyjcd  Goodnefs,  and  a  Brother's  Love, 

Then  down  to  the  Shore  fide, 
Where,  to  convey  them,  did  two  Royal  Barges  ride, 

With  folemn  pace  they  paft  : 

And  there  fo  tenderly  embraced, 
All  griev'd  by  Sympathy  to  fee  them  part. 
And  their  kind  Pains  touch'd  each  By-ftander's  Heart. 

Then  hand  in  hand  the  pity'd  Pair 

Turn'd  round,  to  face  their  Fate: 

she  ev'n  amidft  Afflictions  Fair-^ 

He,  though  oppreft,  ftill  Great. 
Into  th'expeding  Boat  v/ith  hafte  they  went  5       [lent. 
Where,  as  the  troubled  Tair  One  to  the  Shore  fome  wiftics 

For  that  dear  Pledge  fh'ad  left  behind. 
And  as  her  PalTion  grew  too  mighty  for  her  Mind, 

She  of  fome  Tears  her  Eyes  beguirdj 

Which,  as  upon  her  Cheek  they  lay, 

The  happy  Hero  kill:  away. 
And,  as  fhc  v/ept,  bluflit  with  Difdain,  and  fmil'd. 

Straight 
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Straight  forth  they  launch  into  the  high-fwoln  Thutnes; 
The  well-ftruck  Oars  lave  up  the  yielding  Streams. 
All  fixt  their  longing  Eyes,  and  wifhing  flood, 
'Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  Flood  j 
'Till  lefTen  a  out  of  fight,  and  feen  no  more: 
Then  figh'd,  and  turn'd  into  the  hated  Shore. 


Phaedra  to  Hippolytus.- 

Tranjlated  out  of  Ovid. 

The  A  R  G  U  M  E  N  T. 
Thefeus,  the  Son  of  iEgeus,  having  fain  the  Minotaur,  prc^ 
mifed  to  Ariadne  ths  Daughter  of  Minos  and  Pafiphae, 
for  the  JJJijiance  -which  flje  gave  him,  to  carry  her  home 
with  him,  and  make  her  his  Wife:  So  together  with  her 
Sijler  Phsedra  they  went  on  B&ard  and  fail'd  to  Chios, 
where  being  wamd  by  Bacchus,  he  left  Ariadne,  and  Mar- 
ried her  Sijler  Phcedra ;  who  afterwards,  in  Thefeus  her 
Husband's  Abfence,  fell  in  Love  with  Hippolytus  her  Son- 
in-Law,  who  had  vcw'd  Ccelibacy,  and  was  a  Hunter : 
Wherefore  fince  fl:e  could  not  conveniently  etherwife,  fljs 
chofe  by  this  Efijlk  to  give  him  an  Account  of  her  VaJJion, 

T  F  Thou'rt  unkind,  I  ne'er  fhall  Health  enjoy  j 
-*■  Yet  much  I  wiih  to  thee,  my  Lovely  Boy : 
Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  Soul  is  feiz'd^ 
Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  Ruin  pleas'd : 
Thus  Secrets  fafe  to  farthefl  Shores  may  movej 
By  Letters  Foes  converfe,  and  learn  to  love. 
Thrice  my  fad  Tale,  as  I  to  tell  it  try'd, 
Upon  my  fault'ring  Tongue  abortive  dy'd : 
Long  Shame  prevailed,  nor  could  be  conquer'd  quite. 
But  what  I  blufh'd  to  fpeak,  Love  made  me  write. 
*Tis  dangerous  to  refift  the  Powr  of  Lgve^ 
The  Gods  obey  him,  and  he's  King  above.* 

He 
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He  clcar'd  the  Doubts  that  did  my  Mind  confound. 

And  promised  me  to  bring  Thee  hither  bound : 

Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  Breaft  of  thine 

Fix  a  kind  Dart,  and  make  it  flame  like  mine! 

Yet  of  my  Wedlock  Vows  I'll  lofe  no  Care, 

Search  back  thro'  all  my  Fame,  thou'lt  find  it  fair. 

But  Love  long  breeding,  to  woril  Pain  does  turnj 

Outward  unharm'd,  within,  within  I  burn ! 

As  the  young  Bull  or  Courfer  yet  untam'd. 

When  yok'd  or  bridl'd  firft,  are  pinch'd  and  maim'd,        s 

So  my  unpradlis'd  Heart  in  Love  can  find 

No  Reft,  th' unwonted  Weight  fo  toils  my  Mind. 

When  young,  Love's  Pangs  by  Arts  we  may  remove. 

But  in  our  riper  Years  with  Rage  we  lov^. 

To  thee  I  yield  then  all  my  dear  Renown, 

And  prithee  let's  together  be  undone. 

Who  would  not  pluck  the  new-blown  blufhing  Rofc, 

Or  the  ripe  Fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows? 

But  if  my  Virtue  hitherto  has  gain'd 

Efteem  for  Spotlefs,  iliall  it  now  be  ftain'd  ? 

Oh  in  thy  Love  I  {hall  no  Hazard  runj 

'Tis  not  a  Sin,  but  when  'tis  courfely  done. 

And  now  fhould  Juno  kave  her  y(yve  to  me, 

]  'd  quit  that  J(y^^e,  Hippolytus^  for  the€ ; 

Believe  me  too  with  ftrange  Defires  I  change, 

Amongft  wild  Beafts  I  long  with  Thee  to  range. 

To  thy  Delights  and  Delia  I  encline. 

Make  her  my  Goddefs  too,  becaufe  flic's  thine: 

I  long  to  know  the  V/oods,  to  drive  the  Deer, 

And  o'er  the  Mountains  Tops  my  Hounds  to  chear, 

Shaking  my  Dartj  then,  the  Chace  ended,  lye 

Stretched  on  the  Grafs :  And  wouU'ft  not  thou  be  by  ? 

Oft  in  light  Chariots  I  widi  Pleaf.ire  rids, 

And  love  my  feif  the  furious  Breeds  to  guide. 

-^ow  like  a  Bacchanal  more  wild  I  ftray,  y 

Or  old  Cyheles  Pricfts,  as  mad  as  they  ^V 

When  under  Lw's  Hill  they  Gir'rings  pay:  \ 

Ev'n  mad  as  thofe  the  Deities  of  Night 

And  Water,  li^um  and  Dryads  do  affright. 

But 
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But  ftill  each  little  Interval  I  gain, 
Eafily  find  'tis  Love  breeds  all  my  Pain  5 
Sure  on  our  Race  Love  like  a  Fate  does  fall. 
And  Venus  will  have  Tribute  of  us  all, 
Vc^e  lov'd  ^HYO^(i,  whence  my  Father  came, 
And  to  a  Bull  transformed,  enjoy  d  the  Dame : 
She  like  my  Mother,  langmHit  to  obtaui,  _ 

And  fiU'd  her  Womb  v/ith  Shame  as  well  as  I  am: 
The  faithlefs  Thefms  by  my  Sifter's  Aid  ^ 

The  Monfter  flew,  and  a  fafe  Conqueft  made: 
Now  in  that  Family  my  Right  to  fave, 
I  am  at  lafl  on  the  fame  Terms  a  Slave: 
'Twas  fatal  to  my  Sifter,  and  to  me, 
She  lov'd  thy  Father,  but  my  Choice  was  thee. 
Let  Monuments  of  Triumph  then  be  fliown 
For  two  unhappy  Nymphs  by  you  undone. 
V/hen  firft  our  Vows  were  to  mulu  paid, 
Would  I  had  in  a  Crztm  Grave  been  laid ; 
'Twas  there  thou  didfl  a  perfed  Conqueft  gam, 
Whilft  Loves  fierce  Feaver  rag'd  m  ey^ry  Vein: 
White  was  thy  Robe,  a  Garland  deck  d  thy  Head  j 
A  modeft  Blulli  thy  comely  Face  o'erfpread. 
That  Face  which  may  be  terrible  in  Arms, 
But  graceful  feem'd  to  me,  and  full  of  Charms: 
I  love  the  Man  whole  Fafiiion  s  leaft  his  Care, 
And  hate  my  Sexes  Coxcombs  fine  and  fair^ 
For  whilft  thus  plain  thy  carelefs  Locks  let  fly, 
Th'  unpolilh'd  Form  is  Beauty  in  my  Eye. 
If  thou  but  ride,  or  fliake  the  tremblmg  Dart, 
I  fix  my  Eyes,  and  wonder  at  thy  Art :    . 
To  fee  thee  poifc  the  Jav'lin,  moves  Delight, 
And  all  thou  doft  is  lovely  in  my  Sight: 
But  to  the  Woods  thy  Cruelty  refign. 
Nor  treat  it  with  fo  poor  a  Life  as  mine : 
Mull  cold  DiAm  be  ador'd  alone  i 
Muft  (he  have  all  thy  Vows,  and  Vmm  none? 
That  Pleafure  palls  if  'tis  enjoy'd  too  long  j 
Love  makes  the  weary  firm,  the  feeble  ftrong. 
For  dnthiii^  fake  unbend  and  eafe  thy  Bow } 
EUe  to  thy  Arm  'twill  weak  and  ufelefs  grow. 


Famous 
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Famous  was  Cephdus  in  Wood  and  Plain, 

And  by  him  many  a  Bear  and  Tard  was  flain. 

Yet  to  Aurora's  Love  he  did  incline, 

Who  wifely  left  old  AgQ  for  Youth' lilce  thine. 

Under  the  fpreading  Shades  her  AmVous  Boy, 

The  fair  Adonis,  Venus  could  enjoy  j 

Atlanta  s  Love  too  Msleager  f  .ught, 

And  to  her  Tribute  paid  of  all  he  caught: 

Be  thou  and  I  the  next  bleft  Syhan  Pairj 

Where  Love's  a  Straneer,  Woods  but  Defarts  are. 

With  thee,  thro'  dang'rous  Ways  unknown  before, 

I'll  rove,  and  fearlels  fzcQ  the  dreadful  Boar. 

Between  tv/o  Seas  a  little  Ifthmus  lies. 

Where  on  each  Side  the  beating  Billows  rife. 

There  in  Trciz.ena  I  thy  Love  will  meet, 

More  bleft  and  pleas'd  than  in  my  Native  Crest, 

As  v/e  could  wifn,  Old  Thefeus  is  away 

At  TheJJaly,  where  always  let  him  flay 

With  his  Perithous,  vvhom  well  I  fee 

Preferr'd  above  Hippofyius  or  me. 

Nor  has  he  only  thus  expreft  his  Hatej 

We  both  have  fuffer'd  Wrongs  of  mighty  Weight- 

My  Brother  firft  he  cruelly  did  flay, 

Then  from  my  Sifter  faily  ran  away  ; 

And  left  expos 'd  to  ev'ry  Eeaft  a  Prey: 

A  Warlike  Queen  to  thee  thy  Being  gave, 

A  Mother  worthy  of  a  Son  fo  brave. 

From  cruel  Thefeus  yet  her  Death  did  find 

Nor  though  Ihe  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him  kind. 

Unwedded  too  he  Murther'd  her  in  fpi^ht 

To  Eaftardize,  and  Rob  thee  of  thy  Right  • 

And  if,  to  wron^  thee  more,  two  Sons  I've  brought 

Believe  it  his,  and  none  of  P/Wr^^'s  fault  • 

Rather,  thou  faireft  Thing  the  Earth  contaias 

I  wilh  at  hrft  Fad  dy'd  of  Mothers  Pains  •       ' 

How  can'il  thou  revVcnce  then  thy  Father's  Bed 

From  v/hich  himfelf  fo  abjedly  is  fled  ?  ' 

The  Thought  affrights  not  me,  but  me  iniiames; 

Mother  and  Son  are  Notions,  very  Names 


(M 


384  Poems  upn 

Of  worn-out  Piety,  in  faihion  then 

When  old  dull  Saturn  rui'd  the  Race  of  Men: 

But  braver  Jove  taught  Pleafure  was  no  Sin, 

And  with  his  Sifter  did  himfelf  begin. 

Kearnefs  of  Blood,  and  Kindred  beft  we  prove. 

When  we  exprcfs  it  in  the  clofeft  Love. 

Nor  need  we  fear  our  Fault  fhould  be  reveal  dj 

'Twill  under  near  Relation  be  conceal'd 

And  all  who  hear  our  Loves,  with  Praife  (hall  crowa 

A  Mother's  Kindnefs  to  a  grateful  Son. 

No  need  at  Midnight  in  the  dark  to  ftray, 

r  unlock  the  Gates,  and  cry,  My  Love,  this  Way, 

No  bufie  Spies  our  Pleafures  to  betray. 

But  in  one  Houfe,  as  heretofore,  we'll  live, 

In  publick  KilTes  takej  in  publick,  give:^ 

Thojcrh  in  my  Bed  thou'rt  feen,  'twill  gain  Applaule 

From^all,  whilft  none  have  Senfe  to  guel's  the  Caufe: 

Only  make  hafte,  and  let  this  League  be  lign'dj 

So  may  my  Tyrant  Love  to  thee  be  kind. 

For  this  I  am  an  humble  Suppliant  grown; 

Now  where  are  all  my  Boafts  of  Greatnefs  gone? 

I  fvvore  I  ne'er  v/ould  yield,  refolv'd  to  fight, 

Deceiv'd  by  Love,  that's  feldom  in  the  right : 

Now  on  my  own  I  crawl,  to  clafp  thy  Kjiee^j 

What's  decent  no  true  Lover  cares  or  fees : 

Shame,  like  a  beaten  Soldier,  leaves  the  Place, 

Bat  Beauty's  Blufnes  ftill  are  in  my  Face. 

Forgive  tiiis  fond  Confeffion  which  I  make, 

And  then  fome  Pity  on  my  Suffrlngs  take. 

What  though  'midll  Seas  my  Father's  Empire  lies? 

Though  my  great  Grandiire  Thunder  from  the  Skies  j 

What  though  m.y  Father's  Sire  in  Beams  dreft  gay 

Drives  round  the  burning  Chariot  of  the  Day  ? 

Their  Honour  all  in  me  to  Love's  a  Slave, 

Then  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  Honour  favc* 

Joves  famous  Ifland,  Greet,  in  Dow'r  I'll  bring, 

And  there  {hall  my  Hippolytns  be  King: 

For  Venns  fake  then  hear  and  grant  my  Pray'r, 

So  may'll  thou  never  love  a  fcornful  Fairi 


la 


Several  Occasions.       385= 

In  Fields  fo  may  B'mna,  grace  thee  ftill, 
And  ev'ry  Wood  afford  thee  Game  to  kill  5 
So  may  the  Mountain  Gods  and  Satyrs  all 
Be  kind,  fo  may  the  Boar  before  thee  fall. 
So  may  the  Water-Nymphs  in  Heat  of  Day, 
Though  thou  their  Sex  defpife,  thy  Thirft  allay. 
Millions  of  Tears  to  thefe  my  Pray'rs  I  join,  ^ 

Which  as  thou  read'ft  with  thofe  dear  Eyes  of  thine,     ^i 
Think  that  thou  feeft  the  Streams  that  flow  from  mine.\ 


T  O 

Mr.  CREECH 

UPON    HIS 

Tranjlation  of  Lucretius^ 


S  IK, 

WHEN  your  Book  the  firft  time  came  abroad, 
I  muft  confefs  I  flood  amaz'd  and  aw'd ; 
For,  as  to  fome  Good-nature  1  pretend, 
I  fear'd  to  read  left  I  Ihould  not  commend. 
Lucretius  'EngUfht!  'twas  a  Work  might  fhakc 
The  Pow'r  of  EngUflo  Verfe  to  undertake. 
This  all  Men  thought,  but  you  arc  born,  we  find, 
T' out-do  the  Expedlations  of  Mankind  j 
Since  you've  fo  well  the  noble  Task  performed. 
Envy's  appcas'd,  and  Prejudice  diiarm'd : 
For  when  the  rich  Original  we  perufe. 
And  by  it  try  the  Metal  you  produce  j 
Tho'  there  indeed  the  pureft  Ore  we  find. 
Yet  ftill  in  you  it  fomcching  feems  refin'd.- 
Vol.  II.  R  Thus 
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Thus  when  the  Great  Lucretius  gives  a  loofc. 

And  lafhes  to  her  fpeed  his  fiery  Mufe; 

Still  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal  pace, 

And  bear  full  Stretch  upon  him  all  the  Race  5 

But  when  in  rugged  way  we  find  him  rein     ^ 

His  Verfe,  and  not  fo  fmooth  a  Stroak  rnamtamj 

There  the  Advantage  he  receives  is  found. 

By  you  taught  Temper,  and  to  chufe  his  Ground. 

Next,  his  Philofophy  you've  fo  exprefl 

In  genuine  Terms,  fo  plain,  yet  neatly  dreit, 

Thofe  Murd'rers  that  now  mangle  it  all  day 

In  Schools,  may  learn  from  you  the  eafie  way 

To  let  us  know  what  they  would  mean  and  fay : 

If  Artftotles  Friends  will  fliew  the  Grace 

To  wave  for  once  their  Statute  in  that  Cafe. 

jGo  on  then.  Sir,  and  fmce  you  could  afpire. 

And  reach  this  Height,  aim  yet  at  Laurels  higher: 

Secure  great  injur'd  Maro  from  the  wrong 

He  unredeem'd  has  labour'd  with  fo  long 

In  Holhourn  Rhfme,  and  left  the  Book  flK)uld  fail, 

ExposM  with  Pidures  to  promote  the  Salej 

So  Tapfters  fet  out  Signs,  for  muddy  Ale. 

You're  only  able  to  retrieve  his  Doom, 

And  make  him  here  as  fam'd  as  once  at  Rome: 

For  fure  when  Julius  firft  this  Ifle  fubdu  d. 

Your  Anceftors  then  mixt  with  Roman  mood  i 

Some  near  Ally'd  to  that  whence  Ovtd  came, 

lirgiUnd  Homce,  thofe  three  Sons  of  Fame  j 

Since  to  their  Memory  it  is  fo  true 

And  (hews  their  Poetry  fo  much  m  You. 

Go  on  in  Pity  to  this  wretched  lile. 

Which  ignorant  Poetafters  do  dehie 

With  loufie  Madrigals  for  Lyrick  Verfe ; 

InfteadofComedy  with  nafty  Farce, 

Would  Tlautus,  Terence  e  er  have  been  io  lewd 

T'have  dreft  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  Crowd  ? 

Or  Sophocles  five  tedious  A^s  have  made. 

To  mew  a  whining  Fool  in  Love  betray'd 

By  fome  falfc  Friend  or  flippery  Chambermaid, 


Then 
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Then  e'er  he  hangs  himfelf  bemoan  his  Fall 

In  a  dull  Speech,  and  that  fine  Language  call? 

No,  fince  we  live  in  fuch  a  fulfom  Age, 

When  Nonfenfe  loads  the  Prefs,  and  choaks  the  Stage  j 

When  Block-heads  will  claim  Wit  in  Nature's  fpight. 

And  every  Dunce,  that  ftarves,  prefumes  to  write. 

Exert  your  felf,  defend  the  Mufes  Caufe, 

Proclaim  their  Right,  and  to  maintain  their  Laws 

Make  the  dead  Ancients  fpeak  the  Britijl?  Tonguej 

That  To  each  chattering  Daw  who  aims  at  Song, 

In  his  own  Mother-Tongue  may  humbly  read  ^ 

What  Engins  yet  are  wanting  in  his  Head  S 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  mighty  Dead.  3 

For  of  all  Natures  Works  we  moH:  fhould  fcorn 

The  Thing  who  thinks  himfelf  a  Poet  born. 

Unbred,  untaught  he  Rhymes,  yet  hardly  fpells. 

And  fenflefsly,  as  Squirrels  jangie  Bells. 

Such  things,  Sir,  here  abound  5  may  tlierefore  you 

Be  ever  to  your  Friends,  the  Mufes,  true: 

May  our  Defefts  be  by  your  Powers  fupply'd, 

'Till  as  our  Envy  now,  you  grow  our  Pride. 

*Till  by  your  Pen  reHor'd,  in  Triumph  bom 

The  Majefty  of  Poetry  return. 


Spoken  upon  his 

ROYAL  HIGHNESS 

THE 

DUKE    of   r  0  R  K 

Coming  to  the  Theatre,   Friday,  April  21.  i(}%u 

WHEN  too  much  Plenty,  Luxury,  and  Eafe, 
Had  furfeited  this  Lie  to  a  Difeafe; 
When  noifome  Blains  did  its  beft  Parts  o'erfpread. 
And  on  the  reft  their  dire  Infedion  Ihed  j 

R  a  Our 
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Our  Great  Vhyfician,  who  the  Nature  knew  J 

Of  the  Diftemper,  and  from  whence  it  grew,  V 

Fix'd  for  Three  Kingdoms  Quiet  (Sir)  on  You:  3 

He  ca(i  his  feardrng  Eyes  o'er  all  the  Frame, 
And  -nndinrr  valence  before  one  Srcknefs  came. 
Ho  V  once  before  our  Mi/chiefs  fofter'd  were, 
Knev^  w^ll  your  Virtue,  snd  apply 'd  you  there: 
^^ here  fo  your  Goodnefs,  fo  your  luftice  fway'd, 
"You  but  appeared,  and  rhe  mldVUgue  was  ftay'd. 

When  from  the  filthy  Dunghil-fadlion  bred,  J 

New  form^  Rebellion  duifl  rear  up  its  Head,  > 

.  Anfwer  me  a!;:  Who  ftruck  the  Monfter  dead ?  3 

"See,  fee,  the  iniur'd  Prince,  and  blefs  his  Name, 
'  Tliink  on  the  Martyr  from  whofe  Loins  he  came: 
Think  on  the  Blood  was  fhed  for  you  before. 
And  Curfe  the  Parictdes  that  thirft  for  more. 
His  Foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  IVtles  beware : 
Lay,  lay  him  in  your  Hearts,  and  guard  him  there; 
Where  let  his  Wrongs  your  Zeal  for  him  improve  j 
He  wears  a  Sword  will  juftific  your  Love. 
With  Blood  ftill  ready  for  your  good  t' expend. 
And  has  a  Heart  that  neer  forgot  his  Friend. 

His  Di^eous  Loyalty  before  you  lay. 
And  learn  of  him,  anmurmWmg  to  obey. 
Thiak  what  he*as  born,  your  Quiet  to  reftorej 
Repent  your  Madnefs,  and  reheUno  more. 

No  more  let  JBouffeu's  hope  to  lead  Fetitions^ 
Scrivnsrs  to  be  Treasurers ;  TedUrs,  Politicians  j 
Nor  ev'ry  Tool,  whofe  Wife  has  tript  at  Court, 
Pluck  «p  a  Spirit,  and  turn  Rebel  For't 

Ib  Lands  v/here  Cuckolds  multiply  like  ours, 
What  Prince  can  be  too  Jealous  of  their  Powers, 
Or  can  too  often  think  himfelf  alarm'd  ? 
They're  Male-contents  that  ev'ry  where  go  arm'd : 
And  when  the  horned  Herd's  together  got, 
Kething  portends  a  Commonwealth  like  //-«;?. 

Cafi,  cail  your  Idols  oif,  your  Gods  of  Wood, 
E'sr  yet  P^%?/W5  fatten  with  your  Blood : 
Renounce  your  Priefts  of  Baal  with  Amen  faces, 
¥ow  Wappng  Feafe,  and  your  Udt-Und  High-places. 

Naa 
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Nail  all  your  Mdds  on  the  Gallows  Poft; 
In  recompence  th'  Origmcd  was  loft : 
At  thcfe,  illuftrious  Repentance  pay, 
In  his  kind  Hands  your  humble  Oft 'rings  lay: 
Let  Royal  Pardon  be  by  him  irxiplor'd, 
Th'  Attoramg  Brother  of  your  Anger  d  Lord  : 
He  only  brings  a  Medicine  fit  to  alTvvage 
A  Peoples  Tolly,  and  rowz'd  Monarch's  Rage, 
An  Infant  Prince  yet  lab  ring  in  the  Wom.b,  ^' 

Fated  with  wond'rous  Happinefs  to  come,  >* 

He  goes  to  fetch  the  mighty  BlelTing  home :  jt: 

Send  all  your  Pf1'7:'es  with  him,  let  the  Air  p 

With  gentle  Breezes  waft  it  fafely  here,  > 

The  Seas,  like  vhaP  they'll  carry,  calm  a.ndfair:  J^ 

Let  the  Illuftrious  Mother  touch  our  Land 
Mildly,  as  hereafter  may  her  Son  Command  j 
While  our  glad  Monarch  welcomes  her  to  fhoar, , 
With  kind  affurance.  iljc  fhall  part  no  more. 

Be  the  M^jejiick  Babe  then  fmiling  Born, 
And  all  good  Signs  of  Fate  his  Birth  adorn, 
So  live  and  grov/,  a  conftsn:  Pledge  to  ftand 
Of  CAfar's  L(n;e  to  an  chiiimi  Laud. 


Spoken  to  Her 

ROYAL    HIGHNESS 

O  N    H  E  R 

Return  from  Scotland^ 

/»  the  Tear  1682, 

ALL  you,  who  this  Day's  jubilee  attend. 
And  every  Loyal  Mules  Loyal  Friend ^ 
That  come  to  treat  your  longing  Wifhes  here. 
Turn  your  defiring  Eyes,  and  feaft  'em  tkere. 

R  3  Thus 
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Thus  fallicg  on  your  Knees  Vvnth  me  implore. 

May  this  poor  Land  ne'er  lofe  that  Prefence  more. 

But  if  there  any  in  this  Circle  be. 

That  come  io  curil  to  envy  what  they  fee: 

From  the  vain  Fool  that  would  be  great  too  foon. 

To  the  dull  Knave  that  writ  the  laft  Lampoon ! 

Let  fuch,  as  Vidims  to  that  Beauty's  Fame, 

Hang  their  vile  blaftcd  Heads,  and  die  with  Shame. 

Our  mighty  Bleffing  is  at  laft  returned. 

The  Joy  arriv'd  for  which  fo  long  we  mourn'd  : 

From  whom  our  prefent  Peace  we  expefl  increased, 

'And  all  our  future  Generations  blefl: : 

Time  have  a  Care :  Bring  fafe  the  Hour  of  Joy, 

"When  fome  bleft  Tongue  proclaims  a  Royal  Boy : 

J\nd  when  'tis  born,  let  Nature's  Hand  be  ftrongj 

>Blefs  him  with  Days  of  Strength,  and  make  'em  longj 

'  Till  charged  with  Honours  we  behold  him  ftand, 

Three  Kingdoms  Banners  waiting  his  Command, 

His  Father's  Conquering  Sword  within  his  Hand : 

Then  th' Englijh  Lions  in  the  Air  advance, 

jAnd  with  them  roaring  Mufick  to  the  Dance, 

Carry  a  ^&  Warranto  into  Trance, 


THE 

SIXTEENTH    ODE 

O  F    T  H  E 

Second  Book  ^/Horace, 

IN  Storms  when  Clouds  the  Moon  do  hide. 
And  no  kind  Stars  the  Pilot  guide, 
Shew  me  at  Sea  the  boldeft  there, 
Who  does  not  wifh  for  Quiet  here. 
For  Quiet  (Friend)  the  Soldier  fights. 
Bears  weary  Marches,  fleeplefs  Nights, 


For 
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For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold  j 

Which  can't  be  bought  with  Hills  of  Gold. 

Since  Wealth  and  Power  too  weak  we  find. 

To  quell  the  Tumults  of  the  Mind ; 

Or  from  the  Monarchs  Roofs  of  State 

Drive  thence  the  Cares  that  round  him  wait. 

Happy  the  Man  with  little  bleft 

Of  what  his  Father  left  poffeftj 

No  bafe  Delires  corrupt  his  Head, 

No  Fears  diilurb  him  in  his  Bed . 

What  then  in  Life,  which  foon  muft  end, 

Can  all  our  vain  Defigns  intend  ? 

From  Shoar  to  Shoar  why  (l-'.ould  we  run, 

When  none  his  tirefome  felf  can  fium? 

For  baneful  Care  will  ftill  prevail. 

And  overtake  us  under  Sail, 

'Twill  dodge  the  Great  Man's  Train  behind, 

Out-run  the  Roe,  out-fly  the  Wind. 

If  then  thy  Soul  rejoice  to  Day, 

Drive  far  to-morrow's  Cares  away. 

In  Laughter  let  them  all  be  drown'd, 

No  perfedl  good  is  to  be  found. 

One  Mortal  feels  Fate's  fudden  Blow, 

Another's  lingring  Death  comes  flowi 

And  what  of  Life  they  take  from  thee. 

The  Gods  may  give  to  punifh  me. 

Thy  Portion  is  a  wealthy  Stock. 

A  fertile  Glebe,  a  fruitful  Flock, 

Horfes  and  Chariots  for  thy  Eafe, 

Rich  Robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  pleale,         , 

For  me  a  little  Cell  I  chufe, 

Fit  for  my  Mind,  fit  for  my  Mufe, 

Which  foft  Content  does  bcft  adorn, 

Shunning  the  Knaves  and  Fools  I  fcorn. 


R4  THE 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

A  .    - 

SONG  to  a  Scotch  Tune. 

I  Love,  I  dote,  I  rave  with  Pain, 
No  Quiet's  in  my  Mind, 
The'  ne'er  could  be  a  happier  Swain, 

Were  SyWi^  lefs  unkind. 
For  when,  as  long  her  Chains  IVe  worn, 

I  ask  Relief  from  Smart, 
She  only  gives  me  Looks  of  Scorn  j 
Alas,  'twill  break  my  Heart ! 

^ly  Rivals,  rich  in  Worldly  Store, 

May  offer  heaps  of  Gold, 
But  fureiy  I  a  Heav'n  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  foldj 
Can  SyivisL  fuch  a  Coxcomb  prize, 

For  Wealth  and  not  Defert, 
And  my  poor  Sighs  and  Tears  defpife? 

Alas,  'twill  break  my  Heart !  - 

When  like  fome  panting,  hov'rmg  Dove, 

I  for  my  Blifs  contend, 
And  plead  the  CauTe  of  eager  Love, 

She  coldly  calls  me  Friend. 
Ah,  S'jlvia  I  thus  in  vain  you  flrive 

To  aft  a  Healer's  Part, 
'Twill  keep  but  ling'ring  Pain  alive, 

Alas!  and  break  my  Heart. 

Whea 
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Wten  on  my  lonely,  penfive  Bed, 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft. 
In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  Head, 

And  cool  my  burning  Breaft, 
Her  Cruelty  all  Eafe  denies, 

With  fome  fad  Dream  I  ftart. 
All  drown'd  in  Tears  I  find  my  Eyes, 

And  breaking  feel  my  Heart. 

Then  rifing,  through  the  Path  I  rove 

That  leads  me  where  ilie  dwells. 
Where  to  the  fenfelefs  Waves  my  Love 

Its  mournful  Story  tells } 
With  Sighs  I  dew  and  kifs  the  Door, 

'Till  Morning  bids  depart  j 
Then  vent  ten  thoufand  Sighs  and  more; 

Alas,  'twill  break  my  Heart ! 

But,  Sylvia,  when  this  Conqueft's  wofl. 

And  I  am  dead  and  cold. 
Renounce  the  cruel  Deed  you've  done. 

Nor  glory  when  'tis  toldj 
For  ev'ry  lovely  gen'rous  Maid 

Will  take  my  injur'd  Part, 
And  curfe  thee,  Sylvia,  I'm  afraid. 

For  breaking  my  poor  Heart, 


Rf  PRO 
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PROLOGUE| 

T  O 

CoNSTANTiNE  the  Gnat. 

WHAT  think  ye  meant  wife  Providence,  when  firft 
'^&ets  were  raade  ?  Td  tell  you,  if  I  durft. 
That  *twas  in  Contradidion  to  Heaven's  Word, 
That  when  its  Spirit  o*er  the  Waters  ftirr'd, 
"When  it  faw  All,  and  faid.  That  All  was  good. 
The  Creature  Taet  was  not  underftood. 
For,  were  it  worth  the  Pains  of  fix  long  Days,  > 

To  mould  Retailers  of  dull  Third-Day-Plays,  > 

That  ftarve  out  threefcore  Years  in  hopes  of  Bay$»  J^ 

""Tis  plam  they  ne'er  were  of  the  firft  Creation, 
But  came  by  meer  Equivocal  Generation, 
liike  Rats  in  Ships,  without  Coition  bredj 
As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 
ISfature  their  Species  fure  muft  needs  difown, 
Scarce  knowing  Voets,  lefs  by  ^oets  known.  '^ 

Yet  this  poor  Thing,  fo  fcorn'd,  and  fct  at  nought,. 
Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  would  fain  be  thought. 
DifabFd  wafting  Whore-Mnjiers  are  not 
Prouder  to  own  the  Brats  they  never  got. 
Than  Fumbling,  itching  Rhimers  of  the  Towa^ 
T'  adopt  fome  bafe-born  Song  that's  not  their  owa^ 
Spite  of  his  State,  my  Lord  fometimes  defcends. 
To  pleafe  the  Importunity  of  Friends. 
The  dulieft  He,  thought  moft  for  Bufinefs  fit,. 
Will  venture  his  bought  Place,  to  aim  at  Wit. 
And  though  he  finks  with  his  Imploys  of  State, 
"Till  Commen  Senfe  forfake  him,  he'll  Tranflate. 
The  Toet  and  the  M^'hore  alike  complains,  "> 

Of  trading  Quality,  that  fpoils  their  Gains  j.  > 

The  LoriS  will  Write,  and  Ladies  will  have  Swains.     3 

There» 
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Therefore,  all  you  who  have  Male  Iflue  born. 

Under  the  Starving  Sign  of  Capricorn -y 

Prevent  the  Malice  of  their  Stars  in  time. 

And  wara  them  early  from  the  Sin  of  Rhime: 

Tell  'em  how  Spencer  ftary'd,  how  Cowley  mourn'd^ 

Hew  Butlers  Faith  and  Service  was  returned j 

And  if  fuch  Warning  they  refufe  to  take. 

This  laft  Experiment,  O  Parents,  make! 

With  Hands  behind  them  fee  the  Offender  ty'd. 

The  Parifh  Whip,  and  Beadle  by  his  Side. 

Then  lead  him  to  fome  Stall  that  does  expofe 

The  Authors  he  loves  moft,  there  rub  his  Nofej 

'Till  like  a  Spaniel  lafh'd,  to  know  Command,  "J 

He  by  the  due  Corredion  underftand,  ^ 

To  keep  his  Brains  clean,  and  not  foul  the  Land.  ^ 

'Till  he  againft  his  Nature  learn  to  ftrive, 

And  get  the  Knack  of  Dullnefs  how  to  thrive. 


The  Beginning  of  r 

PASTORAL 

ON    T  HF 

Death  of  His  Late  Majefiy. 

WHAT  Horror's  this  that  dwells  upon  the  Plain? 
And  thus  difturbs  the  Shepherd's  peaceful  Rcign? 
A  difmal  Sound  breaks  through  the  yielding  Air, 
Forewarning  us  fome  dreadful  Storm  is  near. 
The  bleating  Flocks  in  wild  Confufion  ftray,  7 

The  early  Larks  forfake  their  wand'ring  Way,  ^  > 

And  ceafe  to- welcome  in  the  new-born  Day..  *  ^ 

Each  Nymph,  poffeft  with  a  diftrafted  Fear». 
Diforder'd  hangs  her  loofe  ciilhevell'd  Hair.. 

S>ifeaf« 
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Difeafcs  with  her  ftrong  Convulfions  reign ; 

And  Deities,  not  known  before  to  Pain, 

Are  now  with  Apople<ftick  feizures  flain : 

Hence  flow  our  Sorrows,  hence  increafe  our  Fears, 

Each  humble  Plant  does  drop  her  Silver  Tears. 

Ye  tender  Lambs  ftray  not  lo  faft  away. 

To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  ftay : 

O'er  all  the  Univerfe  let  it  be  fpread. 

That  now  the  Shepherd  of  the  Flock  is  dead. 

The  Royal  fan,  that  Shepherd  of  the  Sheep,  *> 

He,  who  to  leave  his  Flock  did  dying  v/eep,       [Sleep.>> 

Is  gone,  ah  gone !  ne'er  to  return  from  Death's  eternal  >j 

Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  Numbers  fly 

Aloft,  where  the  fafe  Milkey  Way  does  lycj 

Mopfus,  who  Daphnis  to  the  Stars  did  fing. 

Shall  join  with  you,  and  hither  waft  our  King. 

Play  gently  on  your  Reeds  a  mournful  Strain, 

And  tell  in  Notes  thro'  all  th'  Arcadian  Plain, 

The  Royal  Fan,  the  Shepherd  of  the  Sheep,  "a 

He,  who  to  leave  his  Flock  did  dying  weep,        [Sleep.i 

is  gone!  ha  gone!  ne'er  to  return  from  Death's  eternal. 


LOVE- 


LOVE-LETTERS. 

To  Madam 


My  Tyrant  i 

I  Endure  too  much  Torment  to  be  filcnt,  and  have  en- 
dur'd  it  too  long  not  to  make  the  fcvereft  Complaint* 
I  love  you,  I  dote  on  you  j  Bepre  makes  me  mad,  when 
I  am  near  you ;  and  Defpair,  when  I  am  from  you. 
Sure,  of  all  Miferies,  Love  is  to  me  the  moft  intolerable : 
It  haunts  me  in  my  Sleep,  perplexes  me  when  waking;  e- 
very  melancholy  Thought  makes  my  Fears  more  power- 
fiil;  and  every  delightful  one  makes  my  H^/hes  more  un- 
ruly.    In  sll  other  'onealie  Chances  of  a  Man's  Life,  there 
is  an  immediate  Recourfe  to  fome  kind  of  Succour  or  ano- 
ther:  In  Wants,  we  apply  our  felves  to  our  Friends-^  in 
Sicknefs  to  Fhy/icians:  But  Lo^e,  the  Sum,  the  Total  of  all 
Misfortunes,  muft  be  endur'd  with  Silence  ^    no  Friend  Co 
dear  to  truft  with  fuch  a  Secret,  nor  Remedy  in  Art  fo 
powerful,  to  remove  its  Anguijl^.    Since  the  firft  Day  I 
law  you,  I  have  hardly  enjoy'd  one  Hour  of  perfe<9: ,^/>^; 
I  lov'd  you  early  j   and  no  fooner  had  I  beheld  that  loft 
bewitching  Face  of  yours,  but  I  felt  in  my  Heart  the 
very  Foundation  of  all  my  Veace  give  Way :   But  when 
you  became  anothers,  I  muft  confefs  that  I  did  then  re- 
bel, had  foolifh  Tride  enough  to  promife  my  fclf  I  would 
in  time  recover  my  Liberty :  In  fpight  of  my  enflav'd  Na^ 
iure,  I  fwore  againft  my  felf,  I  would  not  love  you :  I  af- 
fected a  Refentment,  ftifled  my  Spirit,  and  would  not  let 
it  bend,  fo   much  as  once  to  upbraid  you,   each  Day  it 
was  my  Chance  to  fee  or  to  be  near  you:  With  ftu.bora 
Sufferance,  1  refolv'd  to  bear,  and  brave  your  Fower :  Nay, 
did  it  often  too,  fuccefsfully.    Generally  with  Wme,  or 
Converfatien  1  diverted  or  appcas'd  the  Damon  that  pof- 
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feli'd  me;  but  when  at  Night,  returning  to  my  unhappy 
felf  to  give  my  Heart  an  Account  why  I  had  done  it  lo 
unnatural  a  Violent,  it  was  then  I  always  paid  a  treble  J«- 
tered  for  the  Ihort  Moments  of  ^afe  which  I  had  bor- 
row'd-  then  every  treacherous  Thought  rofe  up,  and  took 
vour  part,  nor  left  me  'till  they  had  thrown  me  on  my 
Bed,  and  opend  thofe  Sluces  of  Tears,  that  were  torua 
'till  M9rnmg,  This  has  been  for  fome  Years  my  bcft  Con- 
dltm-  Nay,  Time  it  felf,  that  decays  all  thmgs  elfe,  has 
but  encreas'd  and  added  to  my  Longings.  1  tell  it  you, 
and  charge  you  to  believe  it,  as  you  are  generous,  (which 
furc  you  muft  be,  for  every  thing,  except  your  Negleft  oi 
me,  perfwades  me  that  you  are  fo)  even  at  this  time, 
tho'  other  Arms  have  held  you,  and  fo  long  trefpafsd  on 
thofe  dear  Joys  that  only  were  my  Due;  I  love  you  wi^ 
thatTendernefs  of  Spirit,  that  Parity  of  Truth  and  that 
Sincerity  of  Heart,  that  I  could  facrifice  the  neareft 
Friends,  OT  Interep  I  have  on  ^Emth,  barely  but  to  pleafe 
vou-  If  I  had  all  the  World,  it  ihould  be  yours;  for  with 
it  I  could  be  but  miferable,  if  you  were  not  mine  I  ap- 
peal to  your  felf  for  Juftice,  if  through  the  whole  Adh- 
ons  of  my  Life,  I  have  done  any  one  thing  that  might 
not  let  you  fee  how  abfolute  yoyMAuthmty  was  over  me. 
Your  Commands  have  been  always  facred  to  me  3  your 
Smiles  have  always  tranfported  me,  and  your  Trains  aw  d 
rne.  In  ihort,  /ou  will  quickly  become  to  me  the  great- 
^  Bleffng,  or 'the  greateft  Curfi  that  ever  Man  was- 
doom'dtl    I  cannot^fo  much  as  look  on  you  without 

work  a  curfed  D.ftraa.on  xhro^  my  Soul,  that  muft  I  am 
Le  in  time  have  wretched  Conferences:  You  only  can, 
S  that  h^aUng  Cordial.  Love,  affwage  and  calm  my 
^rments,  pity  the  Man  then  that  would  be  proud  to  d^ 
for  you, ^y  cannot  live  without  you,  and  allow  him 
Sus^far  to  boall  too,  that  (take  out  fortune  from  the 
Ballance)  you  never  were  belov'd  or  courted  by  a  Crea- 
ture  thai  had  a  nobler  or  jufter  Pretence  to  your  H.-^^, 
than  the  Unfortunate,  (and  even  at  this  time)  Weeping 

OTWAT. 
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To  Madam 


7  N  Value  of  your  ^Ut,  though  it  would  be  the  utter 
X  tsim  of  my  own,  1  have  endeavoured  this  Day  to  per- 
Iwade  my  it\i  never  more  to  trouble  you  with  a  PafTion 
that  has  tormented  me  fufficiently  already,  and  h  fo  much 
the  more  a  Torment  to  me,  in  that  I  perceive  it  is  be 
come  one  to  you,  who  are  much  dearer  to  me  than  my 
felf.    I  have  laid  all  the  Reafons  my  diflraded  Condition 
would  let  me  have  recourfe  to,  before  me:  I  have  con- 
fulted  my  Tride,   whether  after  a  ^vaVs  PofTeiTion    I 
ought  to  ruin  all  my  Vecice  for  a  Womm  that  another  has 
been  more  blefl  m,  tho^  no  Man  ever  lov^d  as  I  did  ■  But 
Zo-vi^vietonoMzLo-vel  o'er  throws  all  that,  and  tells  me 
It  IS  his  Nature  never  to  remember  j  he  UX  looks  for- 
ward from  tne  prefent  Hour,  expeaieg  m\  new  Datcns 
new  rifing  if^^;,;«,/,3   never  looks  back,   never  regards 
what  IS  part  and  left  behind  him,  but  buries  and  forgets 
It  quite  m  the  hot  fierce  purfuit  of  J,^  before  him:   I 
have  confulted  too  my  very  ie^i,  and  find  how  carelefs 
N^^«re  was  in  framing  me^  feafbny  me  haftily  with  all 
the  moft  violent  Inclinations  and  Defires,  but  omitted  the 
Ornfimmts  that  fhould  make  thofe  S^litks  become  me^ 
I  have  confulted  too  my  Lot  oilEortune,  and  find  how 
foohl^  y  I  wilh  PoffeiTion  of  what  is  fo  precious,  aU  tl^ 
WorW  s  too  cheap  for  it  5  yet  ftill  I  love,  ftiJl  I  dote  on 
and-cheat  my  felf,  very  ccmtent,  becaui^  the  Folly  pleafes 
me.    It  IS  Pleafiire  to  think  how  fair  you  are,  tho'  at  the 
wT'  T\7'''^^  '^,'^  Damnation,  to  think  how  cruel: 
Why  ihould  you  tell  me  you  have  fhut  your  Heart  up  for 
ever?  It  IS  an  Argument  unworthy  of  your  felf,  founds 
hke  R./.r^■.,   and  not  fo   much  Smcenti  as  fur;  I  may 
daim  even  from  a  httle  of  your  Friend/hip.     Can  your 
Age   your  Face   your  Eyes,  and  your  Spirit  bid  defiance 
to  that  fweet  Power?  No,   you  know  better  to  what 

ZT\^  A  ^^^-^^  '^'f . '°  ^^  ^^^"^  die  and  pall  upon 
5^o«r  Hands,    ^Tis  me,  'tis  only  me  you  have  barr'd  your 

Hear? 
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Heart  againft.    My  Sufferings,  my  Diligence,  my  Sighs, 

Complaints,  and  Tears  are  of  no  power  with  your  haughty 

Nature  J   yet  fure  you  might  at  leaft  vouchfafe  to  pity 

them,  not  {hift  me  off  with  grofs,  thick,  home-lpiin 

Imndfhip,  the  common  Coin  that  paffes  betwixt  worldly 

IntereL  mMiH  that  be  my  Lotl  Take  it  ill-naturd,  take 

it   give  it  to  him  who  would  wafte  his  lortum  for  you, 

give  it  the  Man  would  fill  your  Lap  with  Gold,  court  you 

with  Offers  of  vaft  rich  Poffefflons,  give  it  the  Fool  that 

hath  nothing  but  his  Uony  to  plead  for  him :  Lo^fi  will 

have  a  much  nearer  K^Utim,  or  none.    I  ask  for  glomm 

mppinePi  you  bid  me  Welcome  to  yom  Fmndfhr,  it  is 

Hke  feating  me  at  your  Side-table,  when  I  have  the  beft 

Pretence  to  your  Right-hand  at  the  Feaft.  I  love,  I  doat, 

I  am  mad,  and  know  no  meafure,  nothing  but  Extreams 

can  give  me  eafej  the  kindeft  Lo^e,  or  moft  provoking 

S^orn-  Yet  even  your  Scorn  would  not  perform  the  Cure 

it  might  indeed  take  off  the  edge  of  Hope   hut  damnd 

Defpatr  will  gnaw  my  Heart  for  ever.    If  then  I  am  not 

odious  to  your  Eyes,  if  you  have  Charity  enough  to  value 

the  Wellbeing  of  a  Man  that  holds  you  dearer  than  you 

can  the  Child  your  Bowels  are  moft  fond  of,   by  that 

fweet  Vledge  of  your  firft  fofteft  Love,  I  charm  and  here 

coniureyou  to  pity  the  diftrading  P^«^^  of  mine  j  pity  my 

unquiet  Bays,  and  reftlefs  Nights;  pity  the  Frenx^y  that  has 

half  poffeft  my  Brain  already,  and  makes  me  write  to 

you  thus  ravingly .-  The  Wretch  in  Bedlam  is  more  at  peace 

than  1  am!  And  if  I  muft  never  polTefs  the  Heavm  I  wifli 

for,  my  next  defire  is,  (and  the  fooner  the  better)  a  ckan- 

fwept  Cell,  a  merciful  Keeper,  and  your  Compaflion, 

when  you  find  me  there. 

Think  md  be  GmroHs. 


To 
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To  Madam 

SINCE  you  are  going  to  quit  the  World,  I  think  my 
felf  oblig'd,  as  a  Member  of  that  V/orld,  to  ufe  the 
beft  of  my  Endeavours  to  divert  you  from  fo  ill-natur'd 
an  Inclination :  Therefore,  by  reafon  your  Vifits  will  take 
up  fo  much  of  this  Day,  I  have  debarr'd  my  felf  the  op- 
portunity of  waiting  on  you  this  Afternoon,  that  I  may 
take  a  time  you  are  more  Miftrefs  of,  and  when  you  fhall 
have  more  leiiiire  to  hear,  if  it  be  poffible  for  any  Argu- 
ments of  mine  to  take  place  in  a  Heart,  I  am  afraid  too 
much  harden'd  againft  me ;  I  mufl:  confefs  it  may  look  a 
little  extraordinary,  for  one  under  my  Circumftances,  to 
endeavour  the  confirming  your  good  Opinion  of  the 
World,  v/hen  it  had  been  much  better  for  me,  one  of  us 
had  never  feen  it;  For  Nature  difpos'd  me  from  my  Crea- 
tion to  Leve,  and  my  ///  Fortune  has  condemned  me  to 
T>oat  on  one,  who  certainly  could  never  have  been  deaf 
fo  long  to  fo  faithful  a  Paflion,  had  Nature  difpos'd  her 
from  her  Creation  to  hate  any  thing  but  me.  I  beg  you 
to  forgive  this  trifling,  for  I  have  fo  many  Thoughts  of 
this  Nature,  that  'tis  impoflible  for  me  to  take  Pen  and 
Ink  in  my  Hand,  and  keep  'em  quiet,  efpccially  when  I 
have  the  leaft  pretence  to  let  you  know,  you  are  the  Caufc 
of  the  fevereft  Difquiets  that  ever  touch'd  the  Heart  of 

O  T  H^  At. 


To  Madam— ^-^ 

COULD  I  fee  you  without  Paffion,  or  be  abfentfrom 
you  without  Pain,  I  need  not  beg  your  Pardon  for 
this  renewing  my  Vows,  that  I  love  you  more  than 
Health,  or  any  Haptinefs  here,  or  hereafter.  Every  thing 
you  do  is  a  nev/  Charm  to  me  j  and  tho'  I  have  languiiVd 
for  feven  long  tedious  Years  of  Deiire,  jcalcuily  defpair- 
4  ing* 
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ingj  yet  every  Minute  I  fee  you,  I  dill  difcover  fome- 
thing  new  and  more  bewitching.  Confider  how  I  love 
you  j  what  would  not  I  renounce,  or  cnterprize  for  you  ? 
I  muil  have  you  mine,  or  I  am  miferablej  and  nothing 
but  knowing  which  fhall  be  the  happy  Hour,  can  make 
the  reft  of  my  Life  that  are  to  come  tolerable.  Give  me 
a  word  or  two  of  Comfort,  or  refolvc  never  to  look  with 
commsn  Goodnefs  on  me  more,  for  I  cannot  bear  a  kind 
Look,  and  after  it  a  cruel  Denial.  This  Minute  my  Heart 
akes  for  you :  And,  if  I  cannot  have  a  Right  in  yours,  I 
wifh  it  would  ake  'till  I  could  complain  to  you  no  longer. 

Remember  poor  OTWAY. 


To  Madam — — 

You  cannot  but  be  fenfible,  that  I  am  blind,  or  you 
would  not  fo  openly  difcover  what  a  ridiculous  Tool 
you  make  of  me.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  difcover  whofe  Sa- 
tisfadlion  I  was  facrific'd  to  this  Morning  j  for  I  am  fure 
your  own  lil-natttre  could  not  be  guilty  of  inventing  fuch 
an  Injury  to  me,  raeerly  to  try  how  much  I  could  bear, 
were  it  not  for  the  fake  of  fome  A/s,  that  has  the  For- 
tune to  pleafe  you:  In  fhort,  I  have  made  it  the  Bufinefs 
of  my  Life  to  do  you  Service,  and  pleafe  you,  if  poffibic, 
by  any  way  to  convince  you  of  the  ushappy  Love  I  have 
forfeven  Years  toil'd  under;  and  your  whole  Bufinefs  is 
to  pick  ill-natur'd  ConjeBures  out  of  my  harmlefs  freedom 
of  Converfaiion,  to  vex  and  gall  me  with,  as  often  as  you 
are  pleas'd  to  divert  your  felf  at  the  Expence  of  my  Quiet. 
Oh,  th-^u  Tormentor !  Covild  I  think  it  were  J-ealouJie,  how 
ihould  I  humble  my  felf  to  be  juftify'd;  but  I  cannot  bear 
the  thought  of  being  made  a  Property  either  of  another 
Man's  Good  Jortune,  or  the  Vmity  of  a  Woman  that  de- 
iigns  nothing  but  to  plague  me. 

There  may  be  Means  found,  fome  time  or  other,  to  let 
you  know  your  Mijiakini, 

To 
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To  Madam 

You  were  pleased  to  fend  me  word  you  would  meet 
me  in  the  Mall  this  Evening,  and  give  me  further 
Satisfaftion  in  the  Matter  you  were  fo  unkind  to  charge 
me  with  J  I  was  there,  but  found  you  notj  and  there- 
fore beg  of  you,  as  you  ever  v/ould  wifh  your  felf  to  be 
eafed  of  the  higheft  Torment  it  were  poflible  for  your 
Nature  to  be  fenfible  of,  to  let  me  fee  you  fometime  to 
Morrow,  and  fend  me  word,  by  this  Bearer,  where,  and 
at  what  Hour,  you  will  be  fo  juft,  as  either  to  acquit  or 
condemn  mcj  that  I  may,  hereafter,  for  your  fake,  ci- 
ther blefs  all  your  bewitching  Stx :  or,  as  often  as  I  hence- 
forth think  of  you,  curfe  "Womankind  for  ever. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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FIVE  Plays  by  Mr.  Congreve,  (viz.)  The  Old  Batchelor, 
The  Mourning  Bride,  Love  for  Love,  Double  Dealer, 
and  Way  cf  the  World  j  printed  in  a  Pocket  Volume, 
price  3  s. 

Four  Plays  by  Ben.  Johnfon,  {viz.)  The  Silent  Woman, 
Volpone,  or  the  Fox,  CMal'me  his  Confpiracy,  and  the 
Alchimift;  to  which  is  added,  the  Hiftory  of  Timon  of  A- 
thens  the  Man-hater,  by  Mr.  Shadwell, 

O'vid's  Art  cf  Love  in  three  Books,  tranflated  by  Mr. 
Bryden,  Mr.  Congreve,  &c.  Together  with  the  Remedy^ 
of  Love;  to  v/hich  are  added,  The  Court  of  Love,  A 
Tale  from  Chaucer,  And  the  Hiflory  of  Love;  adorn'd 
with  Cuts. 

Ovid's  Epifties,  tranflated  by  feveral  Hands.  The  Eighth 
Edition,  With  a  new  Tranflation  of  three  Epiftles,  and 
feveral  Cuts  never  before  publifh'd. 

The  ancient  Religion  of  the  Gentiles,  and  Caufes  of 
their  Errors  coniider'd ;  the  Miftakes  and  Failures  of  the 
Heathen  Priefts  and  Wife-men,  in  their  Notions  of  the 
Deity,  and  Matters  of  Divine  Worfhip  are  examin'd,  with 
Regard  to  their  being  altogether  deftitute  of  Divine  Re- 
velation; with  a  compleat  Index;  by  the  Learned  and 
Judicious  Edward  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Sec. 

The  compleat  Works  of  Mr.  Themns  Brown  in  Profe 
and  Verfe,  Serious,  Moral,  Comical  and  Satyrical,  in  Four 
Volumes.  To  which  is  prefix'd,  a  Charafter  of  Mr.  Tho- 
mas  Brown,  and  his  Writings ;  by  fames  Drake,  M.  D.  and 
F.  R.  S.  The  Third  Edition  correded,  with  large  Addi- 
tions, and  a  Supplement  never  before  printed. 

Fables  of  JEfop,  and  other  eminent  Mythologies,  with 

Moral  Reflexions  by  Sir  Roger  VEjirange,  Knt.  The  Fifth 

Edition  correded. 

The 
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The  Art  of  Englijlj  Poetrj,  Containing  (i.)  Rules 
for  making  Verfes.  (2.)  A  CoIIeftion  of  che  moft  nam- 
ral,  agreeable  and  fublime  Thoughts,  1^,  Allulion^  Si- 
miles, Dcfcriptions  and  Charaders  of  Perfons  and  Things- 
that  are  to  be  found  in  the  beft  Englifh  Poets  (2 )  A 
Diaionary  of  Rhymes,  by  Edward  Byfihe,  Gent.  The 
Fourth  Edition. 

Mr  Steel's  Comedies,  (viz,)  The  Funeral,  or  Grief  A- 
lamode,  The  Tender  Husband,  and  Lying  Lover. 
His  Tatlers  in  Four  Volumes  in  Twelves. 

"^T^i/^^  °"  ^^y^^  ^"'^  Medium  Paper,  O^avo 

A  Colleaion  of  Poems  on  feveral  OccaHons,  viz.'  On 
FriendOiip  A  Satyr  againft  the  Mafes,  On  Liberty,  Re- 
pulfe  to  Alca?2der,  The  Vifion,  Songs  on  Love,  The  Emu- 
lation,  On  the  Death  of  >^^  Dryden,  Efqj  The  Extacv 
To  the  Queen,  To  the  Lady  CamSeJl,  tI' Mr.  NonuJn 
his  Idea  of  Happmefs,  The  Power  of  Love,  The  Invoca- 
tion, On  the  Death  of  KingmUJam,  On  my  Wedding- 
Day,  Witn  feveraJ  otners.  Dedicated  to  the  Right  Ho- 
naurable  tne  Lord  Ilall^fitx.  To  which  is  added  i  Pafto- 
ral,  Entiucdne  Fo-^dShepherdefs.  Dedicated  to  Mr  Qw- 
greze.     By  i^lrs.  Sarah  Fyge  Egerton. 

The  Phyfician^s  Pulfe-Watch,  or  an  E%  to  explain 
tnedd  Art  of  Feeling  the  Pulfe,  and  to  improvekby 
the  Help  of  a  Pulfe-Watch.  In  three  Parts,  (i  )  The 
O.d  Gaknick  kvt  of  Feeling  the  Pulfe  is  dcfcribed,  and 
many  of  Its  Errors  corrected,  the  true  Ufe  of  the  Pulfes 
and  their  Caufes,  Differences,  and  Prognoflications  by 
them  are  tully  explained,  and  Diredions  liven  for  feeling 
the  Pufe  by  the  Pulfe-Watch  or  Minurl-Glafs.  //  | 
New  Mechanical  Method  i,  proposed  for  preferving  Health 
and  prolonging  Life,  and  for  firing  Difeafes,  byEfp 
of  the  Pulfe-Watch,  which  ihews  the  Pulfes  Jhen  the? 
cyicc^d,  or  are  deficient  from  the  Natural.  (.  )  The  clf 
mfe  Art  or  Feeling  the  Pulfe  is  defcribed,  and  the  Irnita"- 
'^^Sl^^^^^'^^^^l^^^^y^^cK  which\-s  grounded  on 
the  Obfervarion  of  the  Pulfe,  is  recommended.  To  which 
IS  added  an  Extras  out  oi  Mdre^  Chyer,  concernbg  he 
Art  of  Feehng  the  Pulfe.  To  which  is  added  a  fetter 
concerning   the  Rupture  of  the   Lungs,    which  Ts  the 

Caufc 
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Caufe  of  the  Afthma  in  Mankind,  c^c.  In  two  Volumes. 
By  the  Learned  John  Floyer,  Knight. 

A  Supplement  to  Mr.  Samuel  Pupndorfs  Introduehon 
to  the  Hiftory  of  Europe,  containing  a  fuccina:,  but  mod 
exaft  Hiftorical  Account  of  feveral  European  States  and 
Countries,  not  inferted  in  the  faid  Introduaion;  viz,. 
The  Lives  of  the  Popes,  the  Turkifli  Empire,  an  Hiftori- 
cal Account  of  the  European  Tartars,  and  the  Cojfacks, 
With  fome  Riftorical  Obfcrvations  of  Lapland  and  Green- 
land. By  7.  C.  M.  D.  S.  Reg.  S.  who  obliged  the  World 
with  Tujfendorfs  Introduaion  and  Continuation. 

The  Art  of  Speaking.  Written  in  French  by  MeJ/ieurs 
Bh  Voyt  Royal:  In  purfuance  of  a  former  Treatife,  entitu- 
Icd,  The  Art  of  Thinking.  Rendered  jnto  Englijh.  The 
Second  Edition  correaed.  , .  ,    .   rj    ^ 

Loeicki  or,  The  Art  of  Thinking.  In  which,  befides 
the  Common,  are  contain'd  many  excellent  new  Rules, 
very  profitable  for  direaing  of  Reafon,  and  acquiring  of 
Judgment,  in  Things  as  well  relating  to  the  Inftruaion 
if  a  Man's  felf,  as  of  others.  In  four  Parts  j  (i .)  Conlift- 
ing  of  Refleaions  upon  Ideas,  or  upon  the  firft  Operation 
of  the  Mind,  which  is  called  Apprehenfion,  d^^.  (2O  Ot 
Confiderations  of  Men  about  proper  Judgments,  &c, 
(2  )  Of  the  Nature  and  various  kind  of  Realoning,  c^<:. 
(i)  Treats  of  the  moft  profitable  Method  for  demonftra- 
tin?  or  illuftrating  any  Truth.  To  which  is  added  an 
Index  to  the  whole  Book.  The  Fourth  Edition,  correaed 

and  amended.  ,  1    •      i^  j* 

rhQ¥hv\Ct'sVade-Mecum.    Being  a  choice  Compendi- 
um of  whatever  is  worthy  notice  that  hath  been  extant 
for  the  Propagation,  Railing,  Planting,  Encreafing     and 
Preferving  thc^areft  Flowers  and  Plants,  &c.  The  Third 
Edition.    By  Samuel  Gilbert,  Phileremus. 

The  Complcat  DiftiUer,  or  the  whole  Art  of  Diftillat.- 
on  praaically  ftated,  and  adorned  with  all  the  new 
Modes  of  Working  now  in  ufe.  In  which  is  contam  d 
the  way  of  making  Spirits,  Aqua  vtt^,^  Artihcial  Bian- 
dv  c^,:  To  which  IS  added,  TharmacopetaSmyrtca  No- 
vl\or,  An  Helmcntian  Courfe  j  being  a  Defcnption  of 
tfie  Philoiophical  Sal-Armoniack,  volatile  Salt  of  Tartary 
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and  CircHlatum  minus,  &c.  The  Second  Edition.  HIu- 
ftrated  with  Copper  Cuts.    By  W.  T.  Worth. 

The  new  and  true  Art  of  Brewing  Beer,  Ale,  and 
other  Liquors,  with  the  manner  of  ordering  of  them  fo 
as  to  produce  the  greateft  Quantity  of  Spirits  in  Diftilla- 
tion.    By  the  fame  Author. 

A  Critical  Hiftory  of  the  Dodrines  and  Worships  (both 
Good  and  Evil)  of  the  Church,  from  Ad^m  to  our  Savi- 
our Jefus  Chnft,  giving  an  Account  of  the  Origin  of  all 
the  Idoatries  of  the  ancient  Pagans,  as  far  as  they  relate 
to  the  j^wilh  Worfhip.  Written  in  Fre-ach  by  Mr.  Feter 
Jurim,  and  faithfully  done  into  'EngMj,  In  Two  Vo- 
lumes. 

Motives  and  Incentives  to  the  Love  of  God,  pathetical- 
ly dilcours  d  of,  in  a  Letter  to  a  Friend.  By  the  Honou- 
rable Kobert  Boyle.     The  Ninth  Edition, 

His  Medicinal  Experiments. 

With  moft  of  his  other  Works. 

..i^^?^''^^\-''{  ^°^t'  in  general:  lirfl.  The  T>mrmct 
and  Choic^  which  ought  to  be  made  of  each  Sort  in  parti- 
cular W/^,  TheGWand  /// £f.^.  produced  by  them. 
^  Ih  ^^'  i''"''^^''  wherewith  they  abound'  And. 
JFbm^/y  Tne  Time,  Age  and  Confiitutim  they  fuit  with 
To  which  are  added,  Remarh  upon  each  Chapter;  where- 
in their  Nature  and  Ufes  are  explained,  according  to  the 
Principles  of  C-^;;.;^^;.  and  Mechanifm.  Written  in  Fr.^r^, 
pI  fl  hZ'  ^'"^''l  Regent-Doftor  of  the  Faculty  of 
%//.^  at  Tans,  and  ot  the  Academy  Royal  oUcLes 
Now  done  mto  Engliflj.  ^        ''  '^"^^e^- 

Plutarch's  Morals,  tranflated  from  the  Creek  by  feveral 
Hands,  m  Five  Volumes.  '  ^        ^ 

?Lji Z  '  ""^.^'i^"^'  '^  which  is  the  Beginnine  of 

Sutefman,    by  Gecr^e   Buchanan:    Never   before   ^ut 


Ter- 
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ferfpeBi've  made  Eaf.e:  Or,  the  Art  of  rcprefeRting  all 
mannir  of  Objefts.  as  they  appear  to  the  Eye,  in  all  Sci- 
tuations,  containing  the  Elements  of  Defignmg  and  Paint- 
ing: llliftrated  with  above  Fifty  Figurers  in  Copper. 
Written  Or=ginally  in  French,  by  Father  L.^^;,  and  tran- 
flated  by  an  Officer  of  Her  Majefty  s  Ordnance  ^ 

The  Com^le^t  Fencing-Mafter,  by  Sir  ^.  Hope,  Knt.  with 

"a  Colkaion  of  Divine  Hymns  and  Poems  on  feveral 
Occafions.  By  rhe  Earl  of  Rofcommon,  Mv.Dryden,  Mr. 
Norris,  Mrs.  Kath,  rh'llips,  Thtlome^a,  and  others.  Pub- 
lilhed  by  Mrs.  Singer;  mod  of  them  never  before^- Pnn- 

^^%iavls  UfurA:  O^^^  Key.  to  Intereft  both  Simple  and 
Compound,  containing  Praftical  Rules,  plainly  exprefsd 

in  Wbrds  at  length,  V^^^^^^y  ^\  "t^  ^^^^°^^S-  "'  I 
tcreft  and  Annuities,  or.  Leales  eitherin  Poffeffion  or  Re 
veriion,  and  purchafmg  Free-hold  Eftates,  &c  Tc^zyv.vy 
eamy  be  rcfolv'd,  both  by  the  Pen,  and  a  fmal  Table  of 
Logarithms  hereunto  annexed,  for  al  Rate,  ot  Inter  eft. 
and  Times  of  Payments  whatfocver  i  iHuftrated  by  Vane- 
ty  of  Examples.  To  which  is  added,Rules  to  be  obferv  d 
in  eftimating  the  Value  of  Annuities  or  ^^^f'^^""^}^^' 
ranees  for  Lives.  Alfo  the  Bulinefs  of  ^5^^  ^^^  T^.  * 
Sid  the  Equation  of  Payments  (very  ufeful  for  Merchants 
tnd  other  Dealer^  is  here  redify'd  and  truly  dctermmd. 
Bv  John  Ward.  ,   .  _       .     . 

The  Declamations  oi  ^vMm,  being  an  Exeratation 
or  Praxis  upon  his  Twete  Books  concermng  the  Infti- 
tution  of  an  Orator.  Tranflned  from  the  beft  Ed.twn 
printed  at  0;./«-rf.  By  a  learned  Hand.  With  the  Ap- 
Ration  of  leveral  eminent  Schoolmafters  m  the  City  ot 
London, 
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Deacidified  using  the  Bookkeeper  process. 
Neutralizing  agent:  Magnesium  Oxide 
Treatment  Date:  Nov.  2005 

PreservationTechnologies 

A  WORLD  LEADER  IN  PAPER  PRESERVATION 

ni  Tromson  Park  Dnve 
Cranberry  Township.  PA  16066 
(724)779-2111 
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